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him to return to the country after the wedding, and 
Oblonsky suggested going abroad. He agreed to every- 
thmg. ‘ Do whatever you like, whatever pleases you ! 

I am happy, and my happiness cannot be made or marred 
by anything you do,’ he thought. When he told Kitty 
of Oblonsky’s advice that they should go abroad, he was 
quite surprised at her opposition to it and to find that 
she had definite ideas of her own about their future life. 
She knew that in the country Levin had work of which 
he was fond. As he saw, she not only did not understand 
that work but did not wish to understand it. This, how- 
ever, did not prevent her considerii|g it very important, 
and besides, she knew their home Widuid be in the country, 
and she wanted to go — ^not abroad, where they were not 
going to live — but to where her home would be. This 
decided expression of her wish surprised Levin, but, as 
it was quite immaterial to him, he afc once begged Oblonsky 
to go to the house in the country, just as if it were 
Oblonsky’s duty to go, and arrange everything there 
according to his own good taste. 

‘ I say,’ Oblonsky asked Levin one day after his return 
from the country, where he had made all preparations 
for the young couple, ‘ have you got a certificate to show 
that you have received communion ? ’ 

‘ No. Why ? ’ 

‘ They won’t marry you without it.’ 

‘ Oh dear I ’ exclaimed Levm. ‘ I think it is nine ‘ 
years since I went to communion I I haven’t thought 
about it.’ 

‘ You are a good one I ’ remarked Oblonsky, laughing. 

‘ And you call me a Nihilist I But it won’t do, you know ; 
you must confess and receive the sacrament.’ 

‘ When ? There are only four days left.’ 

But Oblonsky arranged that too. Levin began to 
prepare himself. To him, as an agnostic who yet respected 
the religious beliefs of others, it was always very trying 
to be present at, or to take part in, any religious ceremony. 
In his present state of mind, softened and sensitive to 
everything, to be obliged to pretend was not only trying 
but appeared impossible. Now, in Ms state of triumjib 
at the flowering time of his life, he was to be obhged to 
lie or blaspheme ! He felt unable to do either. But 
question Oblonsky as he ^ould, as to whether he could 
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not obtain a certificate without going to communion, 
Oblonsky declared that he must go through with it. 

‘ Besides, w'hat does it amount to — two days I And 
the priest is such a nice old man. He will draw that 
tooth for you so that you will scarcely feel it.’ 

Standing in church during the first service he attended. 
Levin tried to revive the memories of his youth and the 
strong religious feeling with which at the age of sixteen 
or seventeen he had been imbued. But he immediate^ 
became convinced that it was out of his power to do so. 
He then tried to regard it ah as a meaningless, empty 
custom, like makmg a round of calls, but felt equally 
unable to do that. matters of religion Levm, like 
most of his contemporaries, had very indefinite views. 
He could not believe in it, and yet was not firmly con- 
vinced that it was all false. Therefore, unable either 
to beheve in the importance of what he was doing or 
to look upon it with indifference as an empty form, 
he, w'hile preparing for confession, felt awkward and 
ashamed at doing something incomprehensible and 
therefore — as an inner voice told liim — ^necessarily false 
and wrong. 

During the service he would sometimes hsten to the 
prayers, trymg to see in them a meaning which would 
not clash with his opinions, or, finding that he could 
not understand and had to disapprove of them, he would 
try not to listen but to occupy his mind with observation 
of what was gomg on or with recollections which passed 
with extraordinary clearness through his brain as he 
stood idly in the church. He stood through the mass 
and vespers and evensong, and the next day, having got 
up earher than usual, he went to chm'ch before breakfast 
to hear morning prayers and to confess. 

Ko one else was m the church except a soldier-beggar, 
two old women, and the clergy. 

The young deacon, the two halves of his long back 
clearly distmguisliable through his thm under-cassock, 
met him, and going at once to a small table beside the 
wall, began reading the prayers. While he was reading, 
and especially during the frequent and rapid repetitions 
of ‘ Lord, have mercy upon us I ’ — which sounded like 
‘ Lorchmercypons / ’ — Levin felt as if his mind were closed 
and sealed un, and -that, if herhfi — ax,;..- 
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but confusion would result ; therefore as he stood behind 
the deacon he continued his own train of thought, without 
listening or trying to comprehend what was being read. 

“ How wonderfully expressive her hand is ! ’ he thought, 
recalling how they had sat at the corner table the day 
before. As was nearly always the case just then, they 
had nothing to say to each other, and she had put her 
hand on the table and kept opening and closing it until 
she herself began to laugh at its motions. He remem- 
bered how he had kissed the hand and afterwards examined 
the converging lines on the rosy palm, Agam ‘ Lordv- 
mercypons ' ’ thought he, crossing himself, bowing, and 
watching the movements of the bowing deacon’s flexible 
back, ‘ Then she took hand and exammed the lines 
and said, “ You have a splendid hand ! ” ’ and he glanced 
at the deacon’s stumpy hand and at his own. ‘ Well, 
it will soon be over now,’ he thought. ‘ No — I believe 
it is aU going to begm agam,’ and he listened to the prayer. 
‘ Yes, it is comiug to an end. There he is, bowing down 
to the ground. That always happens just before the 
end.’ Having stealthily received a three-rouble note into 
his hand under its velvet cuff, the deacon said he would 
put down Levin’s name, and went briskly into the chancel, 
his new boots clattermg over the paved floor of the 
empty church. A minute later he put his head out and 
beckoned to Levm. The sealed-up thoughts began 
stirring in Levin’s head, but he hastened to drive them 
away. ‘It will get settled somehow,’ he thought, and 
went to the ambo. On going up the steps and turning to 
the right he saw the priest. The latter, an old man with 
a thin grizzled beard and kind, weary eyes, stood beside 
the lectern turning over the leaves of a missal. Bowing 
slightly to Levin he began at once in his stereotyped tone 
to read the prayers. At the end he bowed to the ground 
and turned to Levin. 

‘ Christ, though unseen, is here present to receive your 
confession,’ he said, pointing to a crucifix. ‘Do you 
beheve in the teachings of the Holy Apostolic Church ? ’ 
continued the priest, turning his eyes away and folding 
his hands beneath his stole. 

‘ I have doubted, and still doubt, everything,’ replied 
Levin m a voice unpleasant to himself, and stopped. 

The priest paused a fewrseconds tcK'see whether Levin 
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would say anything more, and then closing his eyes said 
rapidly, with a strong provincial accent : 

‘ Doubts are natural to human wealmess, but we must 
pray that our mercif il Lord will strengthen us. What are 
your particular sins ? ’ he continued without the slightest 
pause, as if anxious not to waste tune. 

‘ My chief sin is doubt. I doubt everything and am 
in doubt nearly all the time.’ 

‘ Doubt is natural to human weakness,’ repeated the 
priest. ‘ What do you doubt in particular ? ’ 

‘ Everything. Sometimes I even doubt the existence 
of God,’ said Levm involuntarily, and was horrified at the 
impropriety of his words. But they seemed to have no 
eft'ect on the priest. 

‘ What doubt can there be of the existence' of God ? ’ 
he asked with a faint smile. 

Levin was silent. 

‘ What doubt can you have of the Creator when you 
see His creation ?*’ contmued the priest m his rapid, 
stereotyped voice. ‘ Who has adorned the vault of 
Heaven with luminaries ? Who has decked the earth 
with beauty ? How could it aU be, without a Creator ? ’ 
he asked, with an inquiring glance at Levm. 

Levin felt that it would not be proper to enter into a 
philosophic discussion with a priest, and therefore merely 
rephed to the direct questions, ‘ I don’t know.’ 

‘ You don’t know ? Then how can you doubt that 
God created everything ? ’ said the priest m puzzled 
amazement. 

‘ I don’t understand it at all,’ said Levin, blushing, 
and feeling that his words were silly and that they could 
not but be silly. 

‘ Pray to God and entreat Him 1 Even the holy 
Fathers doubted and prayed God to strengthen their 
faith. The devil is very powerful and we must resist 
iiim. Pray to God,’ he repeated hurriedly. 

The priest paused awhile as if in thought. 

‘ I hear you are about to enter into holy matrimony 
with the daughter of my parishioner and spiritual son, 
Prince Shcherbatsky ? ’ he added with a smile. ‘ A 
splendid young woman ! ’ 

‘ Yes,’ answered Levin, with a blush for the priest. 
‘ Why need he askmie that at confession ? ’ he thought. 
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And as if in answer to the thought, the priest said : 

‘ You are about to enter into matrimony and God niaj" 
give you children, is it not so ? Then what sort of educa- 
tion can 5’‘OU give your little ones if you do not conquer 
in yourself the temptations of the devil, who is leading 
you into unbelief ? ’ he asked in mild rebuke. ‘ If you 
love your offspring, then you, as a kind father, wiU desire 
not only riches, luxury, and honours for your child, but 
will desire his salvation, his spiritual advancement by 
the light of truth. Is that not so ? And when your 
innocent little one asks, “ Papa, who has created every- 
thing that pleases me in this world — earth, water, sun, 
flowers, grass ? ” what will you say ? Will you really 
say to him, “ I don’t know ” ? You cannot help know- 
ing, smce God m His great mercy has revealed it to 
3’ou. Or your child may ask you, ‘‘ What awaits me 
beyond the tomb ? ” What will you tell him if yon 
yourself know nothing ? How wiU you answer him ? 
Will you leave him. to the temptations of the world and 
the devil ? That is wrong ! ’ The priest ceased and, 
with his head on one side, regarded Levin with mild kindly 
eyes. 

This time Levin did not reply, not because he did not 
wish to eater upon a discussion with a priest, but because 
no one had ever yet put such questions to him ; and 
also because, before his little one could begin asking such 
questions, there would be plenty of time to consider 
what the answers should he. 

‘ You are entering upon a time of life,’ the priest went 
on, ‘ when you must choose your path and keep to it, 
so pray that God in His goodness may help you and have 
mercy on you ! ’ he concluded. ‘ May the Lord our God 
Jesus Christ, in the goodness and bounty of His love for 
mankind, pardon thee . . ; and having pronounced 

the absolution, the priest blessed him and let him go. 

When he got home that day Levin felt relieved at 
havmg done with an unpleasant episode in such a way 
that he had not been obliged to tell lies. Besides, he -was 
left with a vague feelmg that what the nice kind old man 
had said to him was not as stupid as it had seemed at 
first, and that there was something in it that ought to be 
elucidated. ‘ Of course, not now,’ thought he, “but 
later on.’ He felt more than ever before that there was 
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a kmd of vagueness ui his soul, a want of clearness, and 
that with regard to religion he was in the same position 
that he saw so distinctly and disliked in others, and for 
which he found fault with his friend Sviyazhsky. 

He spent that evening with his betrothed at the 
Oblonskys’ and was in particularly high spirits. Es- 
plaming to Oblonsky the state of elation he was in, he 
said he felt as pleased as a dog that was being taught to 
jump through a hoop, and which, havmg accomplished 
what was demanded of it, barks and v'-ags its tail and 
jumps for joy upon the tables and window-sills. 


CHAPTER II 

On his wedding-day Levin, according to custom — the 
Princess and Dolly insisted on his strictly conforming 
to custom — did not see his bride, and dined at his hotel 
with three bachelors who happened to drop in. Sergius 
Ivamch, Katavasov, an old fellow-student at the uni- 
versity and now a professor of Natural Science, whom 
Levm had chanced to meet in the street and mduced to 
come, and Chirikov, his best man, a Moscow magistrate, 
and a bear-huntmg comrade of Levm’s. The dinner was 
a very merry one, Sergius Ivanich was in the best of 
spirits and was tickled by Katavasov’ s originality, 
Katavasov, feeling that his originality was observed 
and appreciated, showed it off. Chinkov gaby and good- 
naturedly backed up every one else. 

‘ There now ! ’ said Katavasov with a drawl, a habit 
he had fallen into when lecturing. ‘ What a talented 
fellow our friend Constantine Dmitnch used to be ! I 
am speaking of one who is not with us, because he is no 
more. In those days he loved science. When he left 
the university he had human interests ; but now half his 
talents are bent on self-deception, and the other half 
toward justification of that deception.’ 

‘ I have never come across a more decided foe of 
marriage than yourself,’ remarked Sergius Ivanich. 

‘ No. I am no foe of marriage, but T believe in division 
of labour ! Persons who can do nothing else must make 
men, and the others must- help them to culture and 
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happiness. That is how I look at it. There are hosts 
of aspu’ants who aim at mixing those two professions, 
but I am not one of them ! ’ 

‘ How delighted I shall be when I hear of your failing 
in love 1 ’ said Levin. ‘ Pray invite me to your wedding ! ’ 

‘ I am in love already.* 

‘ Yes, with a mollusc I Do you know,* said Levin, 
turning to his brother, ‘ Katavasov is writmg a work on 
nutriment and . . .* 

‘ Oh, don’t confuse matters ! What does it matter 
what I write about ? The fact is, I really do love 
molluscs.’ 

‘ But they would not prevent you loving a wife ! ’ 

‘ They would not, but the wife would.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘ Oh, you’ll soon find out ! Now you like farming, 
sport. . . Well, you just wait and see ! ’ 

“ You know, Arkhip came to-day to say that m Prud- 
noye there are lots of elk and two bears,’ said Chiriliov. 

‘ Well, you’ll have to get them without me.’ 

‘ There you are ! ’ said Sergius Ivanich. ‘ Good-bye 
to bear-huntmg in future ! Your wife won’t allow it.’ 

Levm smiled. The idea that his wife would not allow 
it seemed so agreeable that he was prepared to forgo the 
pleasure of ever setting eyes on a bear again. 

‘ All the same, it’s a pity that those two bears will be 
killed without you. Do you remember that time m 
Hapilovka ? What fine sport we had ! ’ said Chirikov. 

Levin did not wish to deprive him of the illusion that 
somewhere there could be somethmg good without her, 
therefore he said nothing. 

‘ This custom of taking leave of celibacy is not without 
its reason,’ said Sergius Ivanich. ‘ However happy you 
may be, you can’t help regretting your freedom.’ 

‘Now confess that you feel Mm the bridegroom in 
Gogol’s play who jumped out of the window ? ’ teased 
Chirikov. 

‘ Of course he feels so, but won’t own up,’ said 
Katavasov, and burst out laughing. 

‘Well, the window is open. . . . Let us be ofi to 
Tver. One is a she-bear. We can go straight for the 
lair. Yes, let’s catch the five o’clock train ! And leave 
them to do as they please h^e,’ said Chirikov, smiling. 
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‘ I am ready to swear I can’t find m my soul a trace of 
regret for my freedom,’ said Levm, with a smile 

‘ Ah, but your soul is in such chaos at the present 
moment that you are unable to find anything there ! 
Wait tiU you’ve settled down a bit, then you’ll find it,’ 
said Katavasov. 

‘ No, I should even now have some consciousness that 
despite my feelmgs ’ (he did not wish m Katavasov’s 
presence to use the word love) ‘ and my happiness I was yet 
sorry to lose my freedom. But quite on the contrary, 
it is precisely of this loss of freedom that I am glad ! ’ 

‘ Very bad ! A hopeless case * ’ said Katavasov. 

‘ Well, let us drink to his recovery, or let us wish that at 
least a hundredth part of his dreams come true. Even 
that will be such joy as was never seen on earth ! ’ 

Soon after dinner the visitors left to get ready for the 
wedding. 

When he was alone, Levin, thinking over the remarks 
of the three bachelors, once more asked himself whether 
there was m his soul any of that regret for his freedom 
that they had been speaking about. The question made 
him smile. ‘ Freedom ? What is the good of freedom ? 
Happmess consists only in loving and desirmg : in wish- 
mg her wishes and in thinldng her thoughts, w’-hich means 
having no freedom whatever ; that is happiness 1 ’ 

‘ But do I know her thoughts, wishes, or feelings ? ’ a 
voice suddenly whispered. The smile faded from his 
face and he pondered. And all at once a strange sensation 
came over him. He was possessed by fear and doubt, 
doubt of everythmg. 

‘ Supposmg she does not love me ? Supposing she is 
only marrying me just to get married ? Supposing she 
does not herself Imow what she is doing ? ’ he asked 
himself. ‘ She might bethink herseH and only when 
she is already married find out that she does not and 
never could love me. . . And strange and most evil 
thoughts about her came into his mind. He became 
jealous of Vronsky just as he had been the year before, 
as if it had been but yesterday that he saw her with him. 
He suspected that she had not told him the whole truth. 
Suddenly he jumped up. ‘ No, this won’t do ! ’ he said 
to himself despairingly. ‘ I will go to her and tell her 
for the last time that we ara now free, and that perhaps 
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we had better keep so ! Anything would oe bettor than 
continual shame, misery, infidehty ! ’ With his heart 
full of despair and bitterness toward every one, toward 
himself and her, he left the hotel and went to her. 

He found her in one of the back rooms. She was sitting 
on a trunk and making some arrangements with one of 
the maids, sorting a pile of differently coloured dresses 
that hung over the backs of chairs or lay on the floor. 

‘ Oh ! ’ she cried when she saw him, and her face ht 
up with joy. ‘ Why have you . . . ? Well, I . . . this 
is a surprise ! And I am sorting my old dresses to give 
them away, . . .’ 

‘ Ah, that is very nice,’ he said gloomily, with a glance 
at the maid. 

‘ You may go, Himyasha. I will call you,’ said Kitty. 
‘ What is the matter with you ? ’ she asked as soon as 
the maid was gone. She had noticed his strange expres- 
sion, at once excited and gloomy, and was seized with 
alarm. 

‘ Kitty, I am in torture ! I camiot boar it alone,’ he 
cried in a despairing tone, standmg before her and looking 
imploringly mto her eyes. Already in her loving, truthful 
face he could read that what he was gomg to teU her 
would lead to no tiling, yet he felt that he stiU w^anted 
to hear her disavowal. 

‘ I have come to say that there is still time . . . All 
this business can still be put a stop to ! ’ 

‘ What ? I don’t understand in the least. What is 
the matter -with you ? ’ 

* What I have said a thousand times and cannot help 
thinking— -that I am not worthy of you ! It cannot be 
that you have agreed to marry me. Think it over . . . 
you have made a mistake. Think it well over I You 
cannot love me ? . . . I . . . you’d better tell me . . 
he went on without looking at her. ‘ I shall be unhappy, 
of course. Let them all say what they like : anything 'is 
better than the misfortune . . Anyhow, it would be 
better now while there is still time ! ’ 

‘ I don’t understand,’ she said, thoroughly frightened. 
^ Do you mean you refuse . . . Why stop > , , V 

‘ Yes, if you don’t love me.’ 

‘ Are you mad ? ’ she exclaimed, flushing with vexation ; 
but his face was so piteous that she suppressed her 
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vexation, and irowing the dresses on a chair sat down 
closer to him. ‘ What are yon thinking about ? Tell 
me everythmg,’ 

‘I thmk you cannot love me. What could you love 
me for ? ’ 

‘ 0 God, what can I do ? . , she cried, and began 
to weep. 

‘ Oh, what have I done ! ’ he exclaimed, and kneelmg 
before her he began kissmg her hands. When the Princess 
came ui five minutes later she found them quite reconciled. 
Kitty had not only assured him that she loved him, 
but had even given him, in answer to his question, the 
reasons why. She told him she loved him because she 
completely understood him, because she knew that it 
was necessary for him to love, and that aU that he loved 
was good. This seemed quite clear to him. When the 
Prmcess entered they were sitting side by side on the 
trunk, sorting the dresses and disputmg because Kitty 
wanted to give Dunyasha the brown dress she had worn 
when Levm proposed to her, while he insisted that that 
dress should not be given to anyone and that she should 
give Dunyasha a blue one instead. 

‘ How is it you don’t understand ? She is dark and 
it won’t suit her. ... I have considered it aU.’ 

When the Princess heard why he had come, she grew 
angry half in fun and half in earnest, and told him to go 
home and dress and not to delay Kitty, whose hair had 
to be done by the hairdresser, due to amve immediately. 

‘ She has scarcely eaten anythmg all these days and 
has grown quite plain; and here you come and ujiset 
her with your nonsense ! ’ said she. ‘ Be ofi, he off, my 
dear ! ’ 

Guilty and ashamed, but comforted, Levin returned 
to his hotel. His brother, DoUy, and Oblonsky, all !n 
evening dress, were waitmg to bless him with the icon. 
Dolly had to return home to fetch her son, who, his hair 
oiled and curled, was to drive in the bride’s carriage and 
hold an icon. Then a carriage had to be sent to fetch 
the groomsman, and another was to take Sergius Ivamct^ 
and return again. Altogether there were many compli- 
cated arrangements to consider. One thing was certain : 
there was no time to be lost, for it was already half -past 
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The Blessing was not a success. Oblonsky, standing 
in a comically-solemn attitude beside Ins wife, took the 
icon and told Levin to bow to the ground ; then he 
blessed him, smiling a kindly amused smile, and kissed 
him three times. Bolly did the same, then she hurried 
away and again became confused about the arrange- 
ments for the carnages. 

‘ Then this is what we must do : you go and fetch him 
in our carriage, and Sergius Ivanich, if he will be so kind, 
will go first and will send the carriage back.’ 

‘ Of course, I shall be very pleased ! ’ 

‘ And we will follow immediately with him. . . . Have 
your trunks been sent ofi ? ’ inquired Oblonsky. 

‘ Yes, they have,’ replied Levin, and told Kuzma to 
get his things out that he might dress. 


CHAPTEK III 

A CEOwn of people, mostly women, had assembled 
outside the church, -which was brightly lit up for the 
wedding. Those who had arrived too late to get into 
the middle of the throng pressed round the vdndows, 
pushing and disputing and trying to peer in between the 

More than twenty carriages had already been ranged 
along the street by the mounted pohce. A police-officer, 
unmmdful of the frost, stood at the entrance lookmg 
brilhant in his blue uniform. ]\Iore carriages kept driving 
up, and now ladies with flowers in their hair got out, 
holding up their trains ; or men appeared who dofled 
their military caps or black hats as they entered the 
church. Inside the building the candles in both chan- 
deliers were already lit, as well as all the candles in front 
of the icons. The golden glitter on the crimson back- 
ground of the iconostasis, the gilt ornaments of the 
icons, the silver of the chandeliers and candlesticks, the 
flagstones of the floor, the mats, the banners above the 
choir, the steps of the ambo, the ancient hooks black 
with age, the cassocks and surplices, were all inundated 
with light. On the right of the well-heated church a 
staid though animated conversation was going on amidst 
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the swallow-tail coats, white ties, uniforms, brocades, 
velvets and satms, hair, flowers, bare shoulders and arms 
and long gloves — the sound of which re-echoed strangely 
from the high dome above. Every time the door creaked 
every one turned round, expecting to see the bride and 
bridegroom enter. But the door had opened more than ten 
times and each time it turned out to be a guest who had 
been detamed and now jomed the crowd on the right, 
or a spectator who had managed to deceive or soften the 
heart of the police officer and who joined the throng of 
strangers on the left ; and both relatives and spectators 
had passed through every phase of anticipation. 

At first they expected the bride and bridegroom to 
enter at any moment, and attached no importance to 
the delay. Then they turned more and more often 
toward the door, wondering whether anything had 
happened. At length the delay became awkward, and 
the fnends and relatives tried to look as if they were not 
thmkmg about the bride and bridegroom but were 
absorbed in their conversations. 

The archdeacon, as if to draw attention to the value 
of his time, coughed impatiently, making the wmdows 
vibrate. Erom the choir, growing weary of waiting, 
came the sound of voices being tried and the blowing 
of noses. The priest continually sent a chanter or deacon 
to see whether the bridegroom had arrived, and he him- 
self, in his purple surphce with the embroidered girdle, 
went with increasmg frequency to the side door in ex- 
pectation of the bridegroom. At last one of the ladies 
looked at her watch and said, ‘ Well, this is strange ! ’ 
and then all the guests became restless and expressed 
their surprise and dissatisfaction aloud. The best man 
went to find out what had occurred. 

All this while Kitty, long since ready in her white dress, 
long veil, and crown of orange blossoms, stood with an 
old lady who was to accompany her and her sister, the 
Princess Lvova, at a window of the ballroom at the 
Shcherbatskys’, for the last half hour vainly expectmg 
her best man to come and announce that the bridegroom 
had reached the church. 

Levin meanwhile, in trousers hut without coat or 
waistcoat, was pacing up and down his room, perpetually 
putting his head oat at the door and glancing up the 
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corridor. But in the corridor there was nobody, and in 
despair he returned and addressed Oblonsky, who was 
quietly smokuig. 

‘ Was ever a man in such a terribly idiotic position ? ’ 
he demanded. 

‘ Yes, it is stupid,’ Oblonsky concurred with a soothing 
smile. ‘ But don’t worry, it will be here in a minute.’ 

‘ Oh, how can I help it ? ’ said Levin with suppressed 
fury. ‘ And these idiotic open waistcoats — it’s im- 
possible ! ’ He glanced at his crumpled shirt-front 
‘ And suppose the thmgs have already gone to the 
station ! ’ he exclaimed m despair. 

‘ Then you’ll have to wear mme.’ 

‘ I ought to have done that long ago.’ 

‘ It is better not to look ridiculous. Wait 1 It will 
all “shape itself” ! ’ 

The fact of the matter was that when Levin told his 
old servant Kuzma to get his thmgs ready, Kuzma had 
duly brought his dress coat, waistcoat and what else 
he considered necessary. 

‘ But the shirt ? ’ Levin exclaimed. 

‘ You’ve got it on,’ Kuzma replied with a quiet smile. 

He had not thought of leaving out a clean shirt, and 
having been told to pack everything and send it to the 
Shcherbatskys’, whence they were to start that evening, 
he had done so and had left out only the dress suit. 
The shirt Levin had been wearing since the morning 
was crumpled and quite unfit to wear with the fashion- 
able low-cut waistcoat. It was too far to send to the 
Shcherbatskys’, so they sent out to buy one ; but as it 
was Sunday all the shops had closed early. They sent 
for one of Oblonsky’s, but it was much too wide and too 
short. They were obliged to send to the Shcherbatskys’ 
after all, and the things had to be unpacked. Meantime 
in the church every one was waiting for the bridegroom ; 
while he was pacing up and down like a caged beast, 
looldng despairingly along the corridor, remembering all 
he had said to Kitty and wondering what she must be 
thinking now. 

At last the guilty Kuzma, cxuite out of breath, rushed in 
with the shirt. 

‘ Only just in time — they were hoisting the trunk into 
the cart,’ he gasped 
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Three minutes later Levin, not lookmg at the clock 
to avoid upsetting himself stiU more, ran as fast as he 
could down the corridor. 

‘ That won’t help matters,’ remarked Oblonsk 3 % smiling, 
and followmg without haste. ‘ It wiU all “ shajie itself,” 
all “ shape itself ”... I assure you ! ’ 


CHAPTER IV 

‘ Here they are ! There he is ! Which one ? Is it the 
younger one ? And look at her, poor dear ! More dead 
than alive ! ’ people m the crowd were saying as Levin 
met his bride at the door and entered the church with 
her, 

Oblonsky told his wife the reason of the delay, and the 
guests smiled and whispered to one another. Levin saw 
no one and nothmg ; he did not take his eyes off his 
bride. 

Every one said she had grown plainer during the last 
few days, and in her bridal dress was nothing like so 
pretty as usual ; but Levin thought otherwise. He looked 
at her hair dressed high beneath the long veil and white 
flowers, at the high friU that covered her long neck at 
the sides and showed it in front in a particularly maidenly 
way, and at her str ikin gly slender waist. He thought 
she was prettier than ever : not that those flowers, the 
veil, or the dress ordered from Paris enhanced her beauty 
in any way, but because, despite aU the carefully planned 
richness of her attire, the look on her sweet face and lips 
was still that look of innocent truthfulness. 

‘ I thought you meant to run away,’ she said, smiling 
at him. 

‘ It was such a stupid thing that happened ! I am 
ashamed to tell it,’ he said with a blush, and was obliged 
to turn round to the approaching Sergius Ivanich. 

‘ Nice story that, about your shirt ! ’ said Sergius 
Ivanich with a smile and shake of the head. 

‘ Yes, yes ! ’ answered lievin, unable to understand 
what was being said. 

‘ Now then, Kostya ! ’ said Oblonsky, feigning con- 
sternation. ‘ You’ve got to decide an important point, 
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and you’re in exactly the right frame of mind to appreciate 
its importance. I have been asked whether you will have 
new candles or used ones to hold ? The difference is ten 
roubles/ he added, puckering his lips into a smile ‘I 
have settled it, but perhaps you wiU not be satisfied.’ 

Though he knew it was a joke, Levin could not smile. 

‘ Well then, is it to be fresh candles or used ones ? 
That is the question ! ’ 

‘ Yes, yes ! Fresh ones.’ 

‘ Well, I’m very glad that question is settled,’ said 
Oblonsky with a smile. ‘ How stupid people do become 
under these circumstances ! ’ he went on, turning to 
Chirikov, when Levin with an absent-minded glance at 
him moved off toward his bride. 

‘ Kitty, mmd you step first upon the mat ! ’ said 
Countess Nordston, coming up to them. ‘ You are a 
fine fellow ! ’ she added, addressing Levin. 

‘ Aren’t you frightened ? ’ asked Kitty’s old aunt Mary 
Dmitrievna. 

‘ Are you cold ? You look pale. Wait a moment, 
put your head down,’ said Kitty’s sister, Princess Lvova, 
and raismg her plump, beautiful arms she adjusted the 
flowers on Kitty’s head. 

Dolly advanced and was about to say something, but 
could not speak and began crying and laughing in an 
unnatural manner. Kitty gazed at everybody with a 
look as absent-minded as Levin’s. 

Meanwhile the clergy put on their vestments and the 
priest and deacon came forward to the lectern that stood 
near the entrance doors. The priest turned to Levm 
and said something that Levm did not hear. 

‘ Take the bride’s hand and lead her,’ said the best man. 

For a long time Levm could not he made to understand 
what he had to do, and they were a long while trjmg to 
set him right. Just as they were going to give it up 
because he would either use the wrong hand or else take 
her by^ the wrong one, he at last comprehended that he 
with his right hand, without changmg his position, must 
take her by her right hand. When at last he had taken < 
her hand properly, the priest went a few steps in front 
of them and halted at the lectern. The crowd of friends 
and relatives, their voices buzzmg and the ladies’ trains 
Tustlmg, moved after them. Some One stooped down to 
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arrange the bride’s veil. The church became so quiet 
that the drops of wax were heard faUing from the candles. 

The old priest, with his sacerdotal headgear and his 
locks of grey hair, glistening hke silver, combed back 
behind his ears, drew his small old hands out from beneath 
his vestments of heavy silver cloth with a large gold cross 
on the back, and began tummg over some pages on the 
lectern. 

Oblonsky stepped up cautiously, whispered some- 
thmg to him, made a sign to Levm, and stepped back 
agam. 

The priest ht two wax candles decorated with flowers, 
and holding them askew m his left hand so that the wax 
kept slowly dripping, turned to the young couple. It 
was the same priest who had heard Levin’s confession. 
He looked wearily and sadly at the bride and bridegroom, 
sighed, and disengaging his right hand from the vestments, 
held it up in blessing over the bridegroom, and then over 
the bride ; only in his manner when he placed his fingers 
on Kitty’s bowed head there was a shade of tenderness. 
Then he gave them the candles, took the censer, and slowly 
stepped away from them. 

‘ Is it really true ? ’ thought Levin, and glanced round 
at his bride. He could see her profile slightly from above, 
and by the just perceptible movements of her lips and 
eyelashes he knew she was aware of his look. She did 
not turn, but her high frilled coUar moved, rising to her 
pmk little ear. He saw that a sigh had been suppressed 
within her breast and that the little hand in its long glove 
holdmg the candle trembled. All the worry about his 
shirt, his lateness, the conversation of their relatives, 
their displeasure and his ridiculous mishap, suddenly 
vanished from his mind and he felt happy though scared. 

The handsome, tall senior deacon in a silver cloth alb, his 
curled hair parted down the middle, came briskly forward 
iiftmg his stole with a practised movement of two fingers, 
and stopped opposite the priest. 

‘ Bless us, Lord ! ’ slowly succeeding one another, and 
vibratingly resonant, came the solemn tones. 

‘ Blessed be our God, now and hereafter, for ever and 
ever ! ’ replied the old priest meekly, in a sing-song 
voice, continuing to turn something over on the lectern 
Then, harmoniously fiUing* the whole church from 
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windows to vaulted roof, a full chord sung by the in- 
visible choir rose, swelled, hung for a moment, and softly 
died away. 

There were prayers as usual for the world above, for 
salvation, for the Synod, for the Emperor, and also for 
the servants of God that day wedded, Constantine and 
Catherine. 

‘Let us pray to the Lord that He may send them 
perfect love, peace, and help ! ’ the whole church seemed 
to breathe with the senior deacon’s voice. 

Levin listened to the words and was struck by them. 
‘ How did they find out that it is help, exactly help that 
I need ? ’ he wondered, remembering his late fears and 
doubts. ‘ What do 1 know ? What can I do m this 
awful matter without help ? Help is exactly what I 
need now ! ’ 

When the deacon had finished the prayer for the 
Imperial family, the priest holding a book turned to the 
bride and bridegroom. 

‘ Eternal God who joinest them that are separate,’ he 
read in his mild sing-song voice, ‘ and hast ordamed for 
them an indissoluble union in love ; Thou who didst bless 
Isaac and Rebecca and hast kept Thy promise to their 
heirs, bless these Thy servants, Constantine and Catherme, 
and lead them on the path of righteousness ! Most 
merciful God, Lover of man, we praise Thee I Glory be 
to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Ghost, 
now and hereafter and for ever and ever ! ’ 

‘ Amen ! ’ from the invisible choir, again floated through 
the air. 

‘ “ Joined them that were separate ” — ^what a depth of 
meaning is in those words, and how well they fit in with 
what I am feeling at this moment ! ’ thought Levin. 

’ Does she feel the same ? ’ 

Looking round he met her eyes. From the expression 
in them he concluded, that she understood them as he 
did ; but this was not so. She understood hardly any- 
thing of the service and was not even listening to the 
words of the ceremony- She could neither hsten nor 
understand, so deep was the one feeling that fflied her 
soul and became ever stronger and stronger. It was a 
feeling of joy at the fruition of what had been for the 
last month and a half going'on in her loul, of that which 
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for those six weeks had gladdened and tortured her. 
On the day when, in the ballroom of the house m Arbat 
Street, she in her brown dress had gone up to him and 
silently plighted herself to him, on that day and m that 
hour a complete rupture seemed to have taken place withm 
her soul between her former life and this other new and 
entirely unknown life — although in fact the old life still 
went on. Those six weeks had been the most blissful and 
at the same time the most trymg of her life. The whole 
of her life, all her desires and hopes, were concentrated 
on this one man, still uicomprehensible to her, to whom 
she w^as bound by a feeling — even more incomprehensible 
than the man himself — ^which now attracted and now 
repelled her. Meantime she went on hving under the 
conditions of her old life and was horrified at herself ; at 
her utter and unconquerable indifference to all her past, 
the thmgs, habits, and people who had loved and still loved 
her, to her mother who was hurt by her indifference, to 
her dear, affectionate father whom she had previously 
loved more than anyone else on earth. At one moment 
she was horrified at this indifference, and the next moment 
rejoiced at that which caused her mdifference. She 
could not think of or desire anything but life with this 
man; but, as that life had not yet begun, she could 
not even clearly picture it to herself. There was only 
anticipation, fear, and joy at something new and un- 
known ; and now at any moment the anticipation and 
uncertainty, and the remorse at repudiating her former 
life, would all come to an end and somethmg new would 
begin. This new life could not help bemg terrible in 
consequence of its incertitude, but terrible or not it was 
already an accomplished fact withm her soul six weeks 
ago, and was now only bemg sanctified. 

Again turning to the reading-desk the priest with some 
difficulty picked up Kitty’s httle ring, and asking Levin 
for his hand put the ring on the tip of his finger, ‘ The 
servant of God, Constantine, is betrothed to the servant 
of God, Catherine,’ and havmg put a big ring on Kitty's 
slender, rosy finger, pathetic in its weakness, the priest 
repeated the same words. 

Several times the couple tried to guess what was ex- 
pected of them, and blundered each time, the priest 
promptmg them m*whispers. • When what was necessary 
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had at length been comphed with, he made the sign of 
the cross over them with the rings and agam gave the 
larger one to Kitty and the little one to Levm, and again 
they blundered and passed the rmgs twice backwards 
and forwards without doing what was _iecessary. 

Dolly, Chirikov, and Oblonsky came forward to help 
them. The result was some confusion, whispermg, and 
smiles, but the expression of solemn emotion on the 
young couple’s faces did not change ; on the contrary, 
while they fumbled with their hands they looked even 
more solemn and serious than before, and the smile witii 
which Oblonsky whispered to them to put on their rings 
involuntarily died on his lips. He felt that any kind of 
smile would hurt their feelings. 

‘ Thou hast from the beginnmg created them male and 
female,’ read the priest when they had exchanged rings. 

‘ Through Thee the wife is knit to the husband for a 
helpmeet and to procreate the human race. Therefore, 
0 God our Lord, who sentest down Thy truth upon Thy 
heritage, and gavest Thy promises to our fathers from 
generation to generation of Thy chosen people, look down 
upon thy servant Constantme and Thj’’ servant Catherine 
and strengthen them in their union with faith and concord 
in truth and love. . . .’ 

Levin felt more and more that his ideas of marriage 
and his dreams of how he would arrange his life had been 
but childishness, and that this was something he had 
never understood and was now still further from under- 
standing, although it was happening to him ; and in 
his breast a tremor rose higher and higher, and tiie unruly 
tears came to his eyes. 


CHAPTER V 

All Moscow, mcluding both relatives and friends, had 
congregated in the church. Durmg the marriage eere- 
mony, in the brilliantly illuminated building, among the 
crowd of elegantly dressed women and girls and men in 
evenmg dress with -white ties, or in uniform, conversation 
m the low tones required by propriety never flagg.*d. It 
was usually started by t& men, fc«: the women were 
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absorbed in watching every detail of the service, which 
always fascinates them. 

Ill the circle nearest the bride were her two sisters, 
BoUv the elder and the calm and beautiful Princess Lvova, 
who" had come from abroad. 

‘ Why is Marie in lilac ? It’s almost as unsuitable at 
a weddmg as black,’ remarked Mrs. Korsunskaya. 

‘ With her complexion it’s her only salvation,’ replied 
Princess Drubetskaya. ‘ I wonder they are having the 
weddmg m the evening, hke tradespeople.’ 

‘ It is more showy. I was married m the evening too,’ 
answered Mrs. Korsunskaya, and sighed as she remem- 
bered how sweet she had looked that day, how funnily 
enamoured her husband then was, and how diferent 
thmgs were now. 

‘ They say that one who has been best man more than 
^ten times never marries, and I wanted to he one for the 
tenth time to make myself safe, but was too late,’ Count 
Sinyavin was saying to the pretty young Princess Char- 
skaya, who had designs on him. 

She answered only with a smile. She was looking 
at Kitty and thinking of the time when she would he 
standing there beside Count Smyavin, just as Kitty 
now stood, and how she would then remind him of his 
joke. 

Young Shcherbatsky told the old Maid of Honour 
Nikolayeva that he intended to put the crown on Kitty’s 
chignon, to make her happy. ^ 

‘ One ought not to wear a chignon,’ replied the Maid 
of Honour, who had long ago made up her mmd that if 
the old widower for whom she was angimg ever married 
her, their weddmg should be of the simplest. 

Koznyshev was talkmg to Dolly, Jokingly assuring her 
that the custom of going away after the wedding was 
spreading because newly-married couples always felt 
rather uncomfortable. 

‘ Your brother has a right to feel proud. She is wonder- 
fully sweet. You must be feeling envious.’ 

‘ I am past all that, Darj’-a Alexandrovna,’ he answered, 
and Ms face became unexpectedly sad and serious. 

1 Tlie best man and the groomsman hold heavy metal crowns above the 
heads of bride and bridegroom at a ceitain part of the service, and it is 
considered specially lucky If the crov ns ft.re actually put on. 

‘>11 



22 ANNA KARENINA 

Oblonsky was telling his sister-in-law the pun he had 
made about ‘ dissolving marriages.’ 

‘ I must put her wreath straight,’ she replied, without 
listening. 

‘ What a pity she has grown so much plainer ! remarked 
Countess Nordston to the Prmcess Lvova. ‘ All the same 
he is not worth her little finger. Don’t you agree ? ’ 

‘ No, I like him very much, and not just because he 
will be my brother-in-law,’ answered the Princess. ‘ How 
well he behaves ! And it is so difficult to behave well 
under these circumstances, and not be ridiculous — and 
he is not ridiculous or stiff, and is evidently touched.’ 

‘ I suppose you quite expected this ? ’ 

‘ Almost. She always liked him.’ 

‘ Well, let us see which of them will step first on the 
mat ! ^ I have given Kitty my advice.’ 

‘ It does not matter,’ replied Prmcess Lvova. ‘ We 
are all submissive wives, it is in our nature.’ 

‘ Well, I stejoped on the mat before Vasily ! And you, 
Dolly ? ’ 

Dolly, who was standing near, heard, but did not reply. 
Her eyes were moist and she could not have spoken 
without bursting into tears. She rejoiced at the sight 
of Kitty and Levm, but going back to the past she 
thought of her own wedding, kept glancing at the beaming 
Oblonsky, and, forgetting the present, recollected nothing 
but her own young and mnocent love. * She remembered 
not herself only, but all the women with whom she was 
intimate or acquainted : thought of them as they had 
been at that most solemn moment of their lives when, 
like Kitty, they had stood beneath the nuptial crown 
with love, hope and fear in their hearts, renouncing the 
past and entering upon the mystic future. Among the 
brides that came to her mind was her dear Anna, about 
whose impending divorce she had heard a whfie ago. 
She too had once stood with veiled head, pure and 
crowned with orange blossom. ‘ And now ? How 
strange I ’ she murmured. 

All the details of the ceremony were followed not only 
by the two sister^, the friends and relatives, but also by 
women onlookers who were quite strangers, and ivlio — 

^ part of the service th.^ couple stan^ upon a small mat. The 

one who first steps upon it is supposed to become the predominant partner. 
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breathless with excitement and afraid of missing any- 
thing, even a single movement or expression of the bride’s 
or bridegroom’s face, and annoyed by the indiSerence of 
the men — did not answer and indeed often did not hear 
the latter when they jested or made irrelevant remarks 

' Why is her face so tear-stained ? Is she being married 
against her will ? ’ 

‘ Against her will, indeed, to such a fine fellow 1 Is he 
a Prmoe ? ’ 

‘ And is that her sister in white satin ? . . . Now hear 
how the deacon will roar, “ Wives, obey your husbands ” ! ’ 

‘ Is it the Chudovsky Choir ? ’ 

‘ No, the Synod’s.’ 

‘ I asked the footman. It seems he wiU take her to 
his estate straight ofi.’ 

‘He’s dreadfully rich, they say. That’s why they 
have given her to him.’ 

‘ Oh no, they are a very nice couple.’ 

‘ There now, Mary Vasilyevna ! You were mam- 
taining that crinohnes were bemg worn fuller at the back ! 
Just look at that one in the puce dress — an ambassador’s 
wife, they say. See how it’s draped : this way, and 
back again.’ 

‘What a darling the bride is, like a lamb decked for 
the slaughter ! But whatever you may say, one does 
feel sorry for a girl’ 

So chattered the crowd of women who had managed 
to get inside the church. 


CHAPTER VI 

When the first part of the ceremony was over, a verger 
spread out a piece of pink silk cloth in front of the lectern. 
The choir began staging a psalm to some elaborate and 
complicated melody in which the bass and tenor con- 
tinually repeated each other; and the priest, turning 
round, motioned the couple to the piece of pink silk. 
Often as they had heard the saying that the one w^ho 
stepped first on the mat would be head of the house- 
hold, neither Levin^nor Kitty could think of that as 
they took those few steps, nor did they hear the loud 
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remarks and disputes of those who maintained that he 
was first, and of others who said that they did it both 
together. " 

After the usual questions of whether they wished to 
be married and whether they had promised themselves 
to others, and their answers, which sounded strange to 
themselves, the second part of the service began. Kitty 
listened to the words of the prayer, trying to compre- 
hend their meaning but unable to do so. Triumph and 
radiant joy filled her heart more and more as the cere- 
mony proceeded, and made it impossible for her to be 
attentive. 

They prayed : ‘ That they may live in chastity for the 
good of the fruits of the womb, and find joy in their sons 
and daughters.’ It was declared that God had created 
woman from Adam’s rib, and that ‘ For this cause shall 
a man leave his father and mother and cleave unto his 
wife, and they twain shall be one flesh ’ ; and that ‘ This 
is a great mystery.’ They prayed that God should make 
them fruitful and bless them as he blessed Isaac and 
Rebecca, Joseph, Moses and Zipporah, and that they 
should see their children’s children. ‘ It is all very 
beautiful,’ thought Kitty as she heard these words, ‘ and 
could not be difierent.’ And a smile of joy, which in- 
voluntarily communicated itself to all who regarded her, 
shone on her radiant face. 

‘ Put it quite on ! ’ came the words of advice when the 
priest had put crowns on their heads and Shcheibatsky, 
his hand in its three-buttoned glove trembluig, held the 
crown high above Kitty’s head. 

‘ Put it on,’ she whispered, smiling. 

Levin glanced round at her, was struck by the joyous 
radiance of her face, and was involuntarily infected by iier 
feeling. He felt bright and joyous as she did. 

With light hearts they heard the Epistle read and the 
roll of the semor deacon’s voice m the last verse, for whieL 
the outsiders present had been waitmg impaiienth\ 
With light hearts they drank the warm wine and water 
from the shallow cup, and their spirits rose still liigla^r 
when the priest, throwmg hack his vestments, took their 
hands in his and led them round the lectern while a hiiF> 
voice sang, Bejoice, 0 Isaiah ! Young Shcherbatsky and 
Chirikov, who vpre supporting theT crowns and gelling 
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entangled in the bride’s train, smiled too and were pleased 
without knowmg why, when they chanced to lag behind 
or jostle the young couple if the priest happened to stop. 
The spark of joy that was glowing in Kitty’s heart seemed 
to have spread to every one m the church. Levm fancied 
that the priest and deacon wanted to smile just as he 
did. 

Having lifted the crowns from their heads, the priest 
read the last prayer and congratulated the married couple. 
Levin glanced at Kitty and thought he had never seen 
her like that before, so enchanting with the new light of 
happiness irradiating her face. He wished to speak to 
her, but did not know whether it was aU over yet. The 
priest helped him out of the difSculty, saying softly, 
with a smile on his kindly mouth, * Kiss your wife ; and 
you, kiss your husband ! ’ He took the candles from 
their hands. 

Levin kissed her carefully on her smiling bps, offered 
his arm, and with a feelmg of strange closeness led her 
out of the church. He could not beheve it was ail true, 
and only reahzed it when their surprised and timid glances 
met and he felt that they were already one. 

After supper that same night the young couple left 
for the country. 


CHAPTER VII 

Veonsky and Anna had already been travelling together 
in Europe for three months. They had visited Venice, 
Rome, and Naples, and had only just reached a 
small Italian town where they meant to make a longer 
stay. 

A handsome head-waiter, Ms thick hair greased with 
pomatum and parted from the nape ujiward, dressed in a 
swallow-tail coat, with a wide lawn shirt-front and a bundle 
of charms danglmg on his rotund sfcomach, with his hands 
In his pockets, his eyes screwed up contemptuously, was 
answering a bystander’s questions in a severe tone. 
Hearing steps ascending the stairs at the other side of 
the entrance, the waiter turned and recognized the 
Russian Count who occupied the best rooms in the hotel. 
He respectfully took Ms hands out of Ids pockets, bowed. 
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and said that the courier had been, and that the business 
of renting the palazzo was settled. The steward was ready 
to sign the contract. 

‘ I am very glad,’ said Vronsky. ‘And is the 
lady in ? ’ 

‘ The lady has been for a walk, but has now returned/ 
replied the waiter. 

Vronsky took ofi his soft, broad-brimmed hat and 
wiped his perspiring forehead and his hair, which he 
had allowed to grow half-way down his ears and wore 
brushed back so as to hide his bald patch. After an 
absent-minded glance at the man who was still standing 
there watchmg him, he was about to go in. 

‘This gentleman is a Russian and was asking about 
you,’ said the head-waiter. 

With a mixture of vexation at the impossibility of 
evading his acquaintances anywhere and of desire to find 
something to distract the monotony of his life, Vronsky 
looked round again at the man, who had first moved 
away and then halted ; and at the same moment the 
eyes of both brightened. 

‘ Golenishchev ! ’ 

‘ Vronsky ! ’ 

It was really Golenishchev, his fellow-student in the 
Corps des Pages. In the Corps Golenishchev had been 
a Liberal, had left the Corps a civilian, and had never 
served. On leaving the Corps the two friends had 
separated and had met but once since then. 

On that occasion Vronsky found that Golenishchev had 
chosen some high-flown Liberal activity and therefore 
felt he must despise Vronsky’s profession and activities. 
Consequently Vronsky had then treated him with the 
cold, proud aloofness of which he was master, which 
meant : ‘ You may like or dislike my waj’’ of life. It is 
a matter of absolute indifference to me, but if j^ou wish 
to know me you must respect me.’ And Golenishchev 
had remamed contemptuously indifferent to Vronsky’s 
attitude, so that that meeting ought to have separated 
them still further. Yet now they brightened up and 
exclaimed "with pleasure at recognizing one another, 
Vronsky would never have thought he could be so pleased 
to see Golenishchev, but probably he w'as himself unaw^are 
how bored he was. He forgot the unpleasant impression 
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left by their last encounter, and with an open and jo 5 ;du] 
countenance held out his hand to his old schoolfellow, 
A similar expression of pleasure replaced the former 
anxious look on Golenishchev’s face. 

‘ How pleased I am to see you 1 ’ said Vronsky, a 
friendly smile disclosmg his fine white teeth. 

‘ I heard the name of Vronsky but I did not know 
which Vronsky. I am very, very pleased.’ 

‘ Come in ! Well, and what are you doing ? ’ 

‘ Oh, I have been here over a year. I am working.’ 

‘ Ah ! ’ said Vronsky m an interested tone. ‘ Well, 
come m.’ 

And according to the usual way with Russians, instead 
of saymg what he wanted to hide from the servants in 
Russian, he began speakmg French. 

‘ You know Madame Karenma ? We are travelling 
together. I am now going to her,’ he said in French, 
attentively watching Golenishchev’s expression. 

‘ Ah ? I did not know,’ Golenishchev rephed in a tone 
of mdifierence, though he was quite aw'are of it. ‘ Been 
here long ? ’ he added. 

‘ I ? . . . Three days,’ answered Vronsky, still atten- 
tively scrutinizing his Mend’s face. ‘ Yes, he is a decent 
feUow and looks at Mie matter in the right way,’ said 
Vronsky to himself, understanding the meaning of the 
other’s look and the change of subject. ‘ I can mtroduce 
him to Anna, as he sees the matter rightly.’ 

During the three months he had spent abroad with 
Anna, Vronsky when commg across new people had 
always asked himself how the new person would be likely 
to regard his relations with Anna, and m most cases he 
had found that the men he met understood it in the ‘ right ’ 
way. But had he, and those who understood the matter 
in the ‘ right ’ way, been asked what this understanding 
amounted to, they would have been much puzzled how 
to reply. 

At bottom, those who in Vronsky’s opinion understood 
it the ‘ right ’ way did not understand it in any special 
way, but behaved in general as well-bred persons do 
with regard to all the complicated and unanswerable 
problems which surround *life on every side : they con- 
ducted themselves properly, avoiding insinuations and 
inconvenient questions. They pretended to understand 
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completely? the significance and meaning of the situation, 
to countenance and even approve of it, but to consider 
it out of place and unnecessary’ to eApiaiii all this. 

Vronsky at once guessed that Goiemshchev was one 
of that sort, and was therefore doubly pleased to ha\e 
met him ; and Golenishchev behaved to Anna, when lie 
had been introduced, as well as Vronsky could have 
wished. Evidently he avoided, without the least elfort, 
every?thing in conversation that might have sounded 
awkward. 

He had never met Anna before and was struck by her 
beauty, and still more by the simplicity Avifch which she 
accepted her position. She blushed when Vronsky 
showed Golenishchev in, and the childldre Hush that 
suffused her open and handsome face pleased him ex- 
ceedmgly. But •what pleased him most was that at 
once, and apparently intentionally to prevent any 
possibility of misapprehension in the stranger’s mind, 
she called Vronsky simply Alexis, and said that they 
iscere about to move into a house of their called a 
palazzo, which they had just taken. This straightfoiward 
and simple attitude toward her o-wn position pleased 
Golenishchev. Noticing Amia’s good-natured, bright, 
and energetic manner, he thought that, knowing both 
Karenin and Vronsky as he did, he quite understood her. 
He thought he understood what she herself was quite 
imahle to understand : how, though she was the cause of 
her husband’s unhappiness and had abandoned him and 
her son, and lost her ovu good name, she could feel 
energetic, cheerful and happy. 

‘ It is mentioned in the guide-book,’ said Golenishchev, 
referring to the palazzo Vronsky was taking. ‘ There is 
a fine Tintoretto there . . . one of his iat^r period.’ 

/I say, the weather is glorious: let us go and have 
another look at it,’ said Vronsky to Aima. 

‘ I should like to very much. I’ll just go and put on 
my hat. You say it’s hot ? ’ she asked, stopping at the 
door and looking inquiringly at Vronsky, while a bright 
flush again sn ffused her face. 

Erom her look Vronsky understood that she did not 
yet Imow what attitude lie wished to adopt toward 
Golenishchev, and w’as afraid she might not have behaved 
suitably. , * 
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He answered with a long and tender look. ‘No, not 
very hot,’ he said. 

She thought she had understood him completely and 
above all that he was satisfied with her. She gave him a 
smile and went out with rapid steps. 

The two friends looked at each other, and in both faces 
appeared an embarrassed expression, as if Golenishchev 
— ^who obviously admired her — tried but failed to hit 
on the right thmg to say about her ; and as if Vronsky 
both feared and wished that he should succeed. 

‘ Well, and so you have settled down here ? ’ said 
Vronsky in order to begin a conversation. ‘ You are 
stiU busy at the same thmg ? ’ he went on, recoUecting 
that he had heard the other was writing something. 

‘ Yes, I am wntmg the second part of Two Frinci'pleSf 
said Golenishchev, fiushmg with pleasure at the question. 

‘ To be quite exact, I mean, I am not yet writing, but am 
collecting the materials. The book wnU be much fuller 
and will deal with almost all the questions. We m Russia 
are slow to realize that we are the mheritors of Byzantium,’ 
and he began a long and heated explanation. ^ 

At first Vronsky felt uncomfortable because he did 
not know even the first part of Two Principles, which the 
author mentioned as if it were well known. But later 
on, when Golenishchev began expounding his view, and 
Vronsky was able to follow him, even though he was 
ignorant of Two Principles he listened with interest, for 
the man talked well. Yet Vronsky was surprised at, 
.and sorry to see, the irritable excitement with which 
Golenishchev spoke on the subject that interested him. 
The longer he talked the more his eyes flashed, the more 
hastily he retorted on imaginary opponents, and the more 
agitated and offended became bis face. Remembering 
him as a thin, active, good-natured, and noble boy, 
always at the head of his class, Vronsky could not under- 
stand the cause of the agitation, nor approve of it. What 
most displeased him was that Golenishchev, a man 
belonging to good Society, should put himself on the same 
level with certain scribblers who irritated him and made 
him angry. Was it worth while ? He did not like this, 
but nevertheless he felt that Golenishchev was not happy 
and he was sorry for him. Signs of distress, of insanity 
almost, were appafent in hiS mobile and rather good- 
211 



30 AKKA KARENINA 

natured face when, without even observmg that Anna 
had re-entered the room, he contmued expressing his views 
with haste and warmth. 

When Anna returned with her hat and mantle on, and 
stood beside him toying with her sunshade with quick 
motions of her beautiful hand, Vronsky with a feeling 
of relief turned from Golenishchev’s eyes which were 
fixed on him plamtively. With renewed love he 
glanced at Ins charming companion, so full of vitality 
and joy. With an effort Golenishchev recollected him- 
self, but he was at first dejected and morose. Anna, 
however, who at that time was amiably disposed to 
every one, soon revived him by her simple and cheerful 
behaviour. After trying several topics of conversation 
she led him on to the subject of art, about which he 
tallied very well, and listened to him with attention. 
They walked to the house they had taken and looked 
over it. 

‘ I am very pleased about one thmg,’ said Anna to 
Golenishchev when they had returned to the hotel. 

- Alexis will have a nice studio. You must certamly 
have that room, Alexis,’ she added, havmg understood 
that Golenishchev was to be on an intimate footing with 
them and that there was no need to pretend m his presence. 

' Bo you paint ? ’ inquired ^olenishchev, turning 
quickly to Vronsky. 

‘Yes, I went in for it long ago, and now have begun 
a little,’ answered Vronsky vdth a blush. 

‘ He is’ very talented,’ said Amia wuth a pleased smile. 

‘ Of course I am no judge, but people w'ho do know* 
say so.’ 


CHAPTER VIII 

Buring this, the first period of her freedom and rapid 
recovery, Anna was unpardonabiy happy and full of the 
joy of life. The memory of her husband’s grief did not 
poison her happiness. On the one hand this memory 
was too terrible to dwell upon, and on the other hand 
her husband’s misfortune had meant for her loo great a 
joy for repentance to be possible. The recollection of 
all that had happened to her smee her illness ; her recon- 
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ciHation with her husband, the rupture, the news of 
Vronsky’s wound, his reappearance in her husband’s 
house, the preparations for divorce, the parting from 
her home and son — aU now seemed a delnious dream 
from which she had wakened abroad and alone with 
Vronsky. The memory of the evd done to her husband 
aroused in her a feeling akin to repulsion, such as a man 
might feel who when m danger of drownmg had shaken 
of! another who clung to him. That other was drowned ; 
of course it was wrong, but it had been the only way of 
escape and it was better not to recall such terrible details. 

One comforting reflection about her conduct had come 
to her m the first moment of the rupture, and when she 
now remembered the past she also recalled that reflection. 

‘ I was the inevitable cause of unhappiness to him,’ she 
thought, ‘ but I don’t wish to profit by his calamity, I 
too am suffering and must sufler : I am losing what I 
most cherished^ — my good name and my son. I have 
done wrong, and therefore do not ask for happiness and 
do not want a divorce. I must go on suflermg from the 
degradation and by the separation from my son.’ But 
sincerely as Anna desired to sufler, she was not suflermg. 
She was not conscious of degradation. With the tact 
they both possessed, and by avoidmg Russian ladies 
abroad, the two never placed themselves in a false position 
and always met people who pretended to understand 
their mutual relations much better than they themselves 
understood them. The parting from her son, whom she 
loved, did not trouble her at &st either. The little girl, 
his child, was so sweet, and Anna had grown so attached 
to her smce she was the only child left to her, that she 
rarely thought of her son. 

The desire to live, enhanced by her recovery, was so 
powerful, and the conditions of hex life were so novel 
and pleasant, that Anna felt unpardonabiy happy. The 
better she knew Vronsky the more she loved him. She 
loved him both for his own sake and for his love of 
her. To possess him entirely was a continual joy to her. 
His nearness was always pleasant. All the traits 
of character, with which she became better and 
better acquainted, seemed inexpressibly delightful. His 
appearance, altered by civilian dress, was as attractive 
to her as to a girl, in love. Jbi all he said, thought, or 
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did, she saw something peculiarly noble and exalted. 
She herself was frightened at the rapture with which he 
inspired her ; she sought, but could not find, anything 
in him that was not fcautiful. She dared not let him 
see her consciousness of her own inferiority. To her it 
seemed that if he knew of it he would the sooner cease 
to love her, and there was nothing she now feared more 
— though she had no reason to do so — than the loss of 
his love. But she could not help being grateful to him 
for his treatment of her, and showing him how much she 
valued it. He, who in her opinion had such a decided 
vocation for statesmanship, m which he ought to ha\'e 
played a conspicuous part, had sacrificed his ambitions 
for her and never showed the least regret. He was 
even more lovingly respectful to her than before, and 
the thought that she must never be allowed to feel 'the 
awkwardness of her situation never left his mmd for a 
moment. He, so virile a man, not only never contra- 
dicted her, but where she was concerned seemed to have 
no will of his own and to be only occupied in anticipating 
her every wish. She could not help appreciating this, 
although his strained attentiveness, the atmospliere of 
sohcitude with which he surroimded her, became burden- 
some at times. 

Vronsky meanwhile, in spite of the complete fulfil- 
ment of what he had so long desired, was not completely 
happy. He soon felt that the realization of his longing 
gave him only one grain of the mountain of bliss he had 
anticipated. That realization showed him the eternal 
error men make by imagining thal: happiness consists in 
the gratification of their wishes. When first he united 
his life with hers and donned civilian clothes, he felt tiie 
dehght of freedom in general, such as he had not before 
known, and also the freedom of love~he was contented 
then, but not for long. Soon he felt rising in his soul a 
desire for desires — boredom. Involuntarily he began to 
snatch at every passing caprice, mistaldng it for a desire 
and a purpose. Sixteen hours daily had to be filled 
somehow, hving abroad as they did completely at liberty, 
quite cut off from the round of social hie that had filled 
his time in Petersburg. The pleasures of a bachelor’s life, 
enjoyed by him on his previous travels abroad, were not 
to be thought of now, for ene attempt of that kind had 
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produced in Anna an unexpected fit of depression quite 
disproportionate to the offence of a late supper with sonfe 
acquaintances. Intercourse with local Society or with 
the Russians was, in consequence of the indefiniteness 
of their relation, liewise impossible. Sight-seeing, apart 
from the fact that he had already seen everything, had 
for him — a Russian and an intelligent man — none of 
that mexplicable importance the Enghsh manage to 
attach to it. 

As a hungry animal seizes every object it meets, 
hopmg to find food in it, so Vronsky unconsciously 
seized now on pohtics, now on new books, now on 
pictures. 

As m his youth he had shown aptitude for art, and not 
knowmg how to spend his money had begun to collect 
engravings, he now settled down to pamtmg and began 
to work at it, putting mto it the surplus stock of desire 
which demanded satisfaction. 

He had a talent for understanding art and for imitating 
it with accuracy and good taste, and he imagined that 
he possessed the real power an artist needs. After 
wavering for some time between various kinds of art — 
religious, historical, genre or realistic— he began to paint. 
He understood all the different kmds and was able to 
draw inspiration from all, but be could not imagine that 
it IS possible to be quite ignorant of the different kinds of 
art and to be inspired directly by what is in one’s own 
soul, regardless of whether what one paints belongs to 
any particular school. As he did not Imow this, and was 
not inspired directly by fife but mdirectly by hfe already 
embodied in art, he found inspiration very readily and 
easily, and equally readily and easily produced pamtings 
very similar to the school of art he wished to imitate* 

He liked the graceful and effective French School 
of painting best, and m that style began painting a 
portrait of Anna dressed as an Italian, and he, as well 
as every one else who saw it, conside];ed the portrait a 
great success. 
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CHAPTER IX 

The neglected old palazzo with its high stucco ceilings, 
its wall frescoes and mosaic floors, with heaw^^ yellow 
damask hangings at the big windows, vases standmg on 
brackets and mantelshelves, carved doors, and sombre 
halls filled with pictures, — that palazzo, when they had 
moved into it, by its very appearance kept alive in Vronskj' 
the pleasant delusion that he was not so much a Russian 
landovmer and equerry without a post as an enlightened 
connoisseur and art patron, and withal a modest artist 
himself, who had renounced the world, his connections 
and ambitions, for the sake of the woman he loved. 

The role Vronsky had chosen, with their removal to 
the palazzo, was quite successful ; and having through 
Golenishchev made the acquaintance of several interest- 
ing persons, he felt tranquil for a time. He pamted 
studies from nature under the direction of an Italian 
professor, and studied Italian life in the Middle Ages. 
Mediseval Italian life had at that time become so fascinat- 
ing to him that he even began to wear his hat and throw 
his cloak across his shoulder m a mediaeval mamier which 
was very becoming to him. 

‘Here we live and know nothing,’ said Vronsky one 
morning to Golenishchev, who had come to see him. 
‘ Have you seen Mikhaylov’s picture ? ’ and he passed 
his visitor a Russian newspaper that had just anived, 
and pomted to an article on a Russian artist who w^as 
livmg in that town, and had just finished a picture 
long tallied of and bought before completion. The 
article reproached the Government} and the Academy 
for leaving a remarkable artist without encouragement 
or help. 

‘ I have,’ answered Golenishchev. * Of course he is 
not Without talent, but his tendency is quite a false one. 
He has that Ivanov-Strauss-Renan attitude toward Christ 
and religious art.’ 

‘ What is the subject of his picture ? ’ asked Anna. 

‘ Christ before Pilate. Christ is pictured as a Jew 
with all the realism of the New School’ 

Led on by this question about the subject of the picture 
to one of his favourite topidfe, he begah to explain. 
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‘ I can’t understand how one can make so gross an 
error ! In the art of the old masters Christ was given a 
defimte embodiment : therefore, if they want to depict 
not God but a revolutionary or a sage, let them choose 
some historic character — Socrates, Erankhn, Charlotte 
Corday — but certainly not Christ ! They choose the 
one person who must not be chosen as a subject for art, 
and then . . 

‘ And IS it true that this Mikhaylov is so poor ? ’ 
inquired Vronsky, tlimking that he, as a Russian Meecenas, 
ought to help this artist regardless of whether his picture 
was good or bad. 

‘ Hardly. He is a wonderful portrait-painter. Have 
you seen his portrait of Vasiichikova ? Rut it seems 
he does not want to paint any more portraits, so it is 
possible he may be in want. I say that . . .’ 

‘ Couldn’t one ask him to paint Anna Arkadyevna’s 
portrait ? ’ said Vronsky. 

‘ Why mine ? ’ said Anna. ‘ After the one you painted 
I want no other. Better have one of Annie ’ (as she 
called her little girl). ‘ There she is ! ’ she added, lookmg 
from the window at the beautiful Italian nurse who had 
taken the baby into the garden, and then immediately 
glancing round at Vronsky. The beautiful nurse, whose 
head Vronsky was paintmg for his picture, was the only 
and secret sorrow of Anna’s life. Vronsky painted her, 
admired her beauty and her ‘ medisevalness,’ and' Anna 
dared not confess to herseK that she was afraid of bemg 
jealous of the nurse ; so she treated the woman with 
Si^ecial kindness and spoilt her and her little son. 

Vronsky too looked out of the window and into Anna’s 
eyes, and at once turned to Golemshohev saying : 

‘ Ho you know this Mikhaylov ? ’ 

‘ I have met him. But he is a crank and quite unedu- 
cated. You know, he is one of those heathenish new 
folk one so often meets nowadays ; you know ! One 
of those freethuikers who have been brought up from 
the beginning in disbelief, negation, and materialism. 
Eormerly,’ Golenishchev went on, either not noticing 
or not wishing to notice that both Anna and Vronsky 
wanted to speak, ‘ formerly a freethinker was a man 
brought up with ideas of religion, law, and morality, who 
himself, through struggle and pain, had attained freedom 
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of thought ; but now a new type of born freethinkers has 
appeared. These grow up without so much as hearing 
that there used to be laws of morality and religion, and 
that there was once authority in these thmgs ; thej? grow 
up simply with the idea of negation — that is, as heathens. 
He is one of these. He is the son of a head footman, I 
thmk, and has had no education. When he entered the 
Academy and won a reputation for himself he, not bemg 
stupid, wanted to get some education. So he resorted 
to what seemed to him to be the wellsprmg of educa- 
tion — the magazines. You see, formerly a man who wished 
to get an education — a Frenchman, let us say — would 
have commenced studying aU the classics, theologians, 
dramatists, historians, and philosophers, and with what 
mental labour he would have been confronted ! But 
among us at the present day he tumbled straight into 
the literature of negation and rapidly assimilated the 
essence of the negative teaching, and there he was ! 
And that is not all. Twenty years ago he would have 
found in that kind of hterature signs of the struggle with 
authority and of an outlook centuries old, and from that 
struggle would have deduced that somethmg else had 
existed ; but as it is, he stumbles on a kmd of literature 
that does not even deign to dispute the old pomt of view, 
saying straight off, “ There is nothing but evolution, 
selection, the struggle for existence, and nothing more ” ! 
In my article I . . .’ 

‘ Do you know what we’U do ? ’ cried Anna, who for 
some time had been furtively exchanging looks with 
Vronsky and knew that the latter was not at all interested 
in the education of the artist but was only concerned to 
help him by giving him a commission for a portrait. ‘ Do 
you know what we’ll do ? ’ she resolutely interrupted 
Oolenishchev, who was in the full flow of his speech. 
^ Let us go and see him.’ 

Golenishchev pulled himself up and unwillingly agreed, 
hut as the artist lived in a distant part of the town they 
decided to hire a carriage. 

An hour later Anna, seated beside Golenishchev with 
Vronsky facing them, drove to a new ugly house in a 
distant quarter of the town. ’ Having learnt from the 
house-porter’s wife who came out to meet them that 
Mikhaylov allowed visitors unto his studio, but was at 



PART V, CHAPTER X 

that moment at his lodgings a few steps away, they 
sent her with their cards to heg permission to see his 
pictures. 


t)HAPTER X 

Mikhaylov, the artist, was at work as usual when 
Vroiisky’s and Golenishchev’s cards were brought him. 
Every mornmg he worked in the studio at his big picture. 

On returnmg home he had been angry with his wife 
because she had not managed to pacify the landlady, 
who clamoured for the rent. 

‘ Have I notj^told you scores of times not to enter 
upon discussions ? At best you are only a fool, and when 
you begin arguing in Itahan you become a treble fool ' ’ 
he said ar the end of a long dispute. 

‘ Then you shouldn’t get mto arrears ! It’s not my 
fault ! If I had any money . . 

‘ Shut up, for heaven’s sake ! ’ cried Mikhaylov with 
tears in his voice, stoppmg his ears with his hands as 
he went into his workroom behmd a partition and locked 
the door behind him. 

‘ What a duf er ! ’ he muttered to himself as he seated 
himself at the table, and having o;pned a portfolio he 
at once set to work with particular ardour at an un- 
finished drawing. 

He never worked with such ardour or so successfully 
as when things were gomg badly with him, and especially 
after a quarrel with his wife. ‘ Oh dear ! If only I 
could escape somewhere ! ’ he thought as he worked. 
He was sketching the figure of a man in a fit of anger. 
He had sketched him before, but had been dissatisfied 
with the result. ‘ Xo, the other one was better. . . . 

Where is it ? ’ He went back to his vdfe, and frowning, 
without looking at her, asked his eldest little girl where 
the paper was that he had given them. The paper with 
the drawing that he had thrown away was found, 
but it was dirty now and spotted with candle grease. 
Nevertheless, he took it, put it on his table, and, 
stepping backward and screwing np his eyes, began 
examining it. Suddenly he smiled and flung up his 
arms joyfully. 
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‘ That’s it ! That’s it ! ’ he said, and taking up his 
pencil he began drawmg rapidly. A grease spot had 
given the figure a new pose. 

He copied that new pose, and, suddenly remembermg 
the energetic pose and prominent^ chin of a shopman 
from whom he had bought cigars, he gave the figure 
that man’s face and chin. He laughed with joy, for the 
manimate, unnatural figure had become alive, and was 
just the thing. The figure was alive, clear, and well- 
defined. It was possible to correct the drawmg to 
accord with the requirements of the pose ; it was possible 
and even necessary to place the feet further apart, to 
alter the position of the left arm, and to throw back the 
hair. But while making these corrections he did not 
alter the pose but only removed what interfered with 
its character. He removed, if one may say so, the cover- 
ings which partially obscured the figure, every fresh 
stroke makmg its energy and power more apparent and 
more as it had been suddenly revealed to him by the 
effects of the grease spot. He was carefully finishing the 
drawing when the cards were brought to him. 

‘ Directly ! Directly ! ’ 

He went out to his wife. ‘ Come, Sasha, don’t be 
angry,’ he said, sipilmg timidly and tenderly. ‘ You 
were wrong and so was I. I’ll settle it aU ! ’ 

Having made it up with his wife he put on an olive- 
green overcoat with a velvet collar, and a hat, and wont 
to the studio. His successful drawing was already 
forgotten. Now he was pleased and excited by the visit 
to his studio of these grand Russians who had come in 
a carriage. 

About his picture — ^the one at present on the easel — ho 
had at the bottom of his heart a firm opinion : that no 
one had ever painted anything like it. He did not con- 
sider his picture better than all Raphael’s, but he knew 
that what he wanted to express in that picture had ne\Tr 
yet been expressed by anyone. Of that he was firmly 
convinced, and had long been so — ever since he had begun 
painting it; yet the opinion of others, whoever they 
might be, seemed to him of great importance, and disturbed 
him to fche depths of his soul. Eveiy remark, even the 
most trivial, which showed that tliose who judged it saw 
even but a small part of wlmt he himself saw in it, moved 
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him deeply. He always attributed to those judges a 
better understandmg than his own, and always expected 
to hear from them something he had himself not noticed 
m his work, often fancying that in their criticisms he had 
really found that soi^iethmg. 

With rapid steps he approached the door of his studio, 
and in spite of his excitement was struck by the soft 
light on Anna’s figure as she stood in the shadow of the 
porch listenmg to something Golenishchev was vehemently 
saying, and at the same tune evidently wishing to look 
at the approachmg artist. He was himself unconscious 
that as he approached them he seized and absorbed 
this impression, just as he had retained the tobacconist’s 
chin and hidden it away where he could find it when 
it was wanted. The visitors, already disenchanted by 
Golenishchev’s account of the artist, were stiU further 
disillusioned by his appearance. Of medium height, 
thick-set and with a loose gait, Mikhaylov in his brown 
hat, olive-green overcoat and narrow trousers (at a time 
when wide ones had long since come mto fashion), and 
especially his commonplace broad face, expressing a 
combination of timidity and a desire to be dignified, 
created an unpleasant impression. 

‘ Come m, please ! ’ he said, trying to put on an air of 
indifference, as he entered the hah and took a key from 
his pocket to unlock the door. 


CHAPTER XI 

Ok enteriog his studio the artist again cast a glance at 
his visitors and took note of Vronsky’s face, especially his 
jaw. Although his artistic perceptions never slept, and 
although he was growing more and more excited as the 
moment approached when his picture was to be criticized, 
he quickly and shrewdly, from imperceptible data, formed 
his opinion of these three persons. Of Golenishchev he 
thought, ' That one is a Russian who lives here.’ Mik- 
haylov did not remember his name or where he had seen 
him or what they had talked about ; he remembered 
only his face, as he remembered every face he had ever 
seen ; but he also remembered that it was one of the 



40 


ANNA KARENINA 


faces he had mentally put aside with the enormous class 
of falsely important faces, faces lacking expression. A 
mass of hair and a very open forehead gave a superficial 
significance to that face, which had an insignificant, 
childish, restless expression concentrated in the narrow 
bridge of the nose. Vronsky and ^ Anna, according to 
Mikhaylov’s conception, were in aU probability distin- 
guished wealthy Russians, who like all these wealthy 
Russians comprehended nothing of art but pretended 
to be amateurs and critics. ‘Probably they’ve seen all 
the antiquities, and are now going the round of the 
modern pamters, the German quack and the stupid 
English pre-Raphaelite, and to complete the series have 
come to see me too,’ he thought. Well, he knew the 
dilettantes’ way of exammmg the studios of modem 
artists (the cleverer they were the worse they were) with 
the one purpose of being able to say afterwards that 
art had deteriorated and that the more modem art one 
sees the more evident it becomes that the old masters 
were mimitable. He expected all this, saw it in their 
faces, in the careless mdifierence with which they talked 
among themselves, looked at the lay figures and busts, 
and unconcernedly walked about while waitmg for him to 
uncover his picture. But in spite of all this, as he turned 
over his studies, pulled up the blinds, and withdrew 
the sheet from his picture, he felt very excited — all the 
nioi^ so because, though he regarded distmguished and 
ivealthy flussians as mostly beasts and fools, Vronsky 
and especially Anna pleased him. 

‘ There ! ’ he said, stepping aside with his loose gait, 
and pointing to the picture. ‘ This is P%late's Admomlion 
— Matthew, chapter xxvii.,’ he went on, conscious that 
his lips w^ere beginnmg to tremble with excitement ; and 
he stepped behind the visitors. 

Burmg the few moments that they were silently gazing 
at it, Milvhaylov also regarded it with the indifferent 
eye of a stranger. In those few moments he believed 
in advance that the highest and justest of criticisms 
was going to be pronounced by these very visitors 
whom he had so despised a moment before. He forgot 
aU that he had thought of his picture during the three 
years that he had worked at it, forgot all its merits, wdiich 
he had not doubted, and saw it from the fresh point of 
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view of an indifferent stranger, and he saw nothing good 
in it. He saw in the foreground Pilate’s vexed face 
and Christ’s calm one, and behind them the faces of 
Pilate’s servants and of John, watching what was takmg 
place. Each of those faces that with so much search- 
ing, so many faults and corrections, he had evolved 
with its own character, each representmg so much pain 
and pleasure, and all of them so often placed and replaced 
to obtain harmony; all the shades of colour and tone 
elaborated with such effort — all this, regarded as a 
whole from those others’ pomt of view, now seemed 
trivialities a thousand times repeated. The face that 
was most dear to him, that of Christ, the centre of the 
picture, which had so enraptured him when he first 
discovered it, now, regsi^rded from the others’ stand- 
pomt, seemed quite worthless. He saw a well-pamted 
— and not even that, for he detected a multitude of 
errors — repetition of those innumerable Christs : Titian’s, 
Raphael’s, Rubens’s, with the same warriors and the ssime 
Pilates. It was trivial, poor, old, and even badly painted, 
weak and lacking harmony. They would be in the right 
when they began to say falsely-pohte things in the 
presence of the artist, and to pity and laugh at him 
behind his back. 

The silence grew too unbearable, though it had not 
lasted more than a minute. To break it and to appear 
calm, he made an effort and addressed Golenishchev. 

‘ I thmk I have had the pleasure of meeting you ? 
he said, glancing uneasily now at Anna and now at 
Vronsky, in order not to lose any detail of their 
expressions. 

‘ Of course ! We first met at Rossi’s. Don’t you 
remember that evenmg when the Italian lady recited 
— the new Rachel ? ’ began Golenishchev glibly, turning 
away from the picture to the artist without the slightest 
regret. Noticing, however, that Mikhaylov was waiting 
to hear his criticism of the picture, he said : 

‘Your picture has progressed very much since I last 
saw it, and now, as then, I am specially struck by the 
figure of Pilate. One can so well understand that man, 
a kind, first-rate fellow, but an official to his very back- 
bone, who does not know what he is doing. But it 
seems to me . , ^ 
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The whole of Mikhaylov’s mobile face suddenly lighted 
up His eyes brightened. He wanted to speak but 
was too agitated, and pretended to cough instead. 
Little as he valued Golenishchev’s capacity to under- 
stand art, unimportant as was his remark about the 
truth of Pilate’s official expression while what was im- 
portant remamed unmentioned, and offensive as this 
trivial (it might have seemed to him) remark before 
anythmg had been said about what was most ilhportant, 
Mikh aylov was delighted wuth it. His opinion of that 
figure was the same. The fact that this opinion was 
but one of a million of other opinions which — as jMikhaylo\^ 
•well knew — would aU have been just did not for him 
detract from the importance of Goleiiisliehev’s remark 
He took a liking for Golenishchev because of that 
remark, and his depression changed suddenly into delight 
In an instant his whole picture became ahve before his 
eyes, with the inexpressible complexity of everything 
that lives. He wished 'to say that it was just so that 
he understood Pilate, but his trembimg hps would not 
obey f him and he was unable to speak. Vronsky and 
Annaw^ere talking ui the hushed voice m wduch — partly 
not to offend the artist, and partly not to utter aloud 
a stupid remark such as is so easily made when speakmg 
about art — ^people generally talk at picture exliibitions. 
Mikhaylov thought that on them too the picture had 
created an impression, and went up to them. 

‘ How wonderful Christ’s exx^ression is ! ’ said Anna. 
That expression pleased her more than ail else she saw, 
and she felt that it was the centre of the picture, and 
that therefore praise of it would be agreeable to the 
artist. ‘ One sees he is sorry for Pilate.’ 

This too was one of a million just remarks which might 
have been made with reference to his picture and the 
figure of Christ. She said he was sorry for Pilate. 
In Christ’s expression there should be pity because there 
was love m it, a peace not of this world, a readiness 
for death, and a Imowdedge of the vanity of words. Of 
course there was an official expression in Pilate’s face 
and pity in Christ’s, for the former was the embodiment 
of carnal and the latter of spiritual life. All this and 
much more floated through Mikhaylov’s min<J; and 
pgain his face shone with ejpstasy. 
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‘ Yes, and how weil that figure is done, and what an 
atmosphere there is ! One conld walk round it,’ said 
Golenishchev, showing evidently by this remark that he 
did not approve of the content and idea of the figure. 

‘ Yes, it is wonderfully masterly ! How those figures 
m the background stand out 1 That is technique,’ said 
Vronsky, addressing Golenishchev and alludmg to a 
conversation they had had about Vronskj^’s despair 
of attaming technical mastery. 

‘Yes, yes, wonderful ! ’ chimed in Golenishchev and 
Anna, In spite of his elation, this remark about technique 
grated pamfuUy on Mikhaylov’s heart, and, glancing angrily 
at Vronsky, he suddenly frowned. He often heard the 
■word technique mentioned, and did not at all understand 
what was meant by it. He knew it meant a mechanical 
capacity to paint and draw, quite independent of the 
subject-matter. He had oHen noticed — as now when 
ins picture was being praised — that technique -was con- 
trasted with mner quality, as if it were possible to paint 
weU something that was bad. He knew that much 
attention and care were needed not to injure one’^work 
when removing the wrappings that obscure th^idea, 
and that all wrappings must be removed, but as to the 
art of pamting, the technique, it did not exist. If the 
thmgs he saw had been revealed to a little child, or to 
his cook, they would have been able to remove the 
outer shell from theii' idea. And the most experienced 
and technical painter could never paint anything by 
means of mechanical skill alone, if the outline of the 
subject-matter did not first reveal itself to his mind. 
Moreover, he saw that if technique were spoken of, 
then he could not be praised for it In all he painted 
and ever had pamted he saw defects that were an 
eyesore to him, the results of carelessness in removing 
the shell of the idea, which he could not now remedy 
without spoiling the work as a whole. And m almost 
all the figures and faces he saw traces of wrappings 
that had not been entirely removed and that spofit 
the picture. 

‘ One thing might be said, if you will allow me to make 
the remark.’ began Golenishchev. 

‘ Oh, J shall be very pleased : pray do ! ’ said Mikhaylov 
with a feigned smile. 
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‘ It is, that you have made Him a man-God, and not 
a God-man. However, I know that you wished to 
do so.’ 

‘ I could not paint a Christ whom I had not in my soul,’ 
Mikhaylov rejomed gloomily. 

‘Yes, but in that case, if I may say what I think 
. . . Your picture is so good that a remark of mine 
cannot do it any harm, besides which it’s only my 
personal opinion . . . yours is difierent, the idea itself 
IS different. But let us take Ivanov, for example. I 
consider that if Christ is to be brought down to the 
level of an historic figure, it would be better to choose 
another historic theme, a fresh one as yet untouched.’ 

‘ But if this IS the highest theme open to art ? ’ 

‘ Other themes can be found if one looks for them. 
But the fact is, art won’t stand discussion and argu- 
ment. Yet Ivanov’s picture suggests both to a believer 
and an unbeliever the question : Is this a God or not 
a God ? And the unity of impression is destroyed.’ 

‘ YTiy so ? To me it seems that for educated people 
such questions can no longer exist,’ said Mikhaylov. 

Golenishchev did not agree with this, and keeping 
to his first contention that unity of impression is indis 
pensable in art, he confuted Mikhaylov. 

The artist was perturbed, but could find nothmg to 
say in defence of his opmion. 


CHAPTER Xtl 

Anka and Vronsky had long been exchanging glances, 
regrettmg there friend’s clever loquacity, and at last 
Vronsky without waiting for his host crossed the room 
to look at another and smaller picture. 

‘ Oh, how charming ! How charming ! Wonderful ! 
Charming ! ’ he and Anna began both at once. 

‘ What is it they like so much ? ’ wondered Mikhaylov. 
He had forgotten all about that picture, painted three 
years before. He had forgotten all the sufferings and 
raptures he had gone through on account of that work, 
when it alone had occupied him unremittingly day and 
night for three months. He had forgotten it, as he 
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forgot all his finished pictures. He did not even like 
looking at it, and had only brought it out because he 
was expecting an Enghshman who wished to buy it. 

‘ That’s nothing— only an old study,’ he said. 

‘ How good ! ’ remarked Golemshehev, evidenthf sin- 
cerely impressed by the charm of the picture. 

It rexoresenfced two boys angling m the shade of a 
Willow. The elder had just thrown the Ime and, quite 
absorbed in his occupation, was carefully drawing the 
float from behind a hush; the younger one lay m the 
grass, leaning on his elbows with his fair tousled head 
in his hands, and with dreamy blue eyes gazing at the 
water. What was he thinking about ? 

Their delight in his picture aroused in llikhaylov 
his former excitement, but he feared and dislilced their 
idle mterest m his past work, and therefore, though their 
praises gave him pleasure, he tried to draw his visitors’ 
attention to a third picture. 

But Vronsky inquired whether this picture was for 
sale. To Mikhaylov, in his excitement over their visit, 
this mention of money matters was very disagreeable. 

‘ It is put out for sale,’ he replied, frowning darkly. 

When the visitors had left, Mikhaylov sat down before 
Ins picture of Pilate and Christ and mentally reviewed 
all that had been said, and even what was not said but 
only hinted by the visitors. Strange to say, what had 
had weight with him while they were there and he looked 
at things from their pomt of view suddenly lost aU 
significance now. He looked at his picture with ins 
artistic perception fully alerfc, and reached that assurance 
of the perfection, and consequent importance, of his 
picture which he needed to attain the intensity of effort 
— excluding all other interests — without which he could 
not work. 

The foreshortening of Christ’s foot was, however, 
not right. He took his palette and commenced working. 
While correctmg the foot he kept glancing at the figure 
of John in the background, which the visitors had not 
even remarked, but which he knew to be the height 
of perfection. When he had completed the foot he 
was about to do something to that figure, hut felt that 
he was too agitated. He could work neither wlien he 
T/as too mdifierent nor whenr he was too highly roused 
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and saw everything too distinctly. There was only 
one stage between calmness and inspiration, at which 
work was possible, and to-day he was too excited. He 
was about to cover his picture, but paused, and holding 
up the sheet stood a long time with a rapturous smile 
gazmg at the figure of John. At length, tearing himself 
away from it regretfully, he let the sheet fall over the 
picture and went home, tired but happy. 

Vronsky, Anna, and Golenishchev were particularly 
animated and high-spirited on their way hack. They 
talked about Mikhaylov and his pictures. The word 
talent^ which they understood to moan an innate and 
almost physical capacity, mdependent of mind and heart, 
and which was their term for everything an artist 
lives through, occurred very often in their conversation, 
since they required it as a name for something which 
they did not at all understand, but about which they 
wanted to talk. They said that it was impossible to 
deny his talent, but that his talent could not develop 
because of his lack of education — the common misfortune 
of our Russian artists. But the picture of the boys 
had gripped their memories and they kept coming back 
to it. 

‘ How charming I How well he has hit it off, and how 
simply ! He does not even understand how good it 

is. Yes, we must not miss the opportunity of purchasing 

it, ’ Vronsky declared. 


CHAPTER XIII 

Mikhaylov sold Vronsky the picture and consented 
to paint Anna’s portrait. On the appointed day he 
came and began working. 

After the fifth sittmg the portrait struck every one 
not only by its likeness but also by its beauty. It 
was strange that Mikhaylov had been able to discover 
that special beauty. ‘ One needed to know and love 
her as I love her, to find just that sweetest spiritual 
expression of hers,’ thought Vronsky, though he himself 
had only learnt to know that * sweetest spiritual expres- 
sion’ through the portrait. But the expression was 
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so true that it seemed both to him and to others that 
they had always known it. 

‘ How long have I been struggling without accom- 
plishing anytlimg ? ’ he said, referruig to the portrait 
he was pamtmg ; ‘ and he just looked, and painted 
this ! That is where technique comes m.’ 

‘That will come m good time,’ said Golenishchev, 
consolingly. In his opinion Vronsky had talent, and 
especially the education that gives a lofty outlook on 
art. Golenishchev’s conviction that Vronsky possessed 
talent was supported by the fact that he required 
Vronsky’s sympathy and praise for his articles and 
ideas, and felt that praise and encouragement should 
be mutual. 

In another man’s house, and particularly in Vronsky’s 
palazzo, Mikhajdov was quite a different man from w’-hat 
he was in his studio. He was unpleasantly deferential, 
as if fearful of intimacy with persons whom he did not 
respect. He addressed Vronsky as ‘Your Excellency,’ 
and never stayed to dmner, though Anna and Vronsky 
both mvited him, and he never came except for a sitting 
Anna was even kinder to him than to others, and w'^as 
grateful for her portrait. Vronsky was more than 
polite to him, and was evidently interested in the artist’s 
opinion of his (Vronsky’s) picture. Golenishchev never 
missed an opportunity to mstil into Mikha3dov a true 
understandmg of art. But the latter remained equally 
cold toward them all. Anna felt by his look that be 
liked looking at her, but he avoided conversation with 
her. When Vronsky talked about his art Mikhaylov 
remained stubbornly silent, and as stubbornly silent 
when they showed him Vronsky’s picture ; and he was 
evidently oppressed by Golenishchev’s discourses, to 
which he made no rejoinder. 

Altogether, his reserved, disagreeable, and apparently 
hostile attitude when they came to know him better 
much displeased them, and they were glad when the 
sittings were over, the beautiful portrait was theirs, and 
his visits ceased. 

Golenishchev was the first to express the thought 
that was in aU their minds, namely, that Mikhaylov 
was simply jealous of Vronsky. 

‘ We won’t say “ jealous ” because he has talent, but 
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he is vexed that; a man of the Court, a rich man, and 
a Count into the bargain (men like him hate aU that), 
should, without any particular difficulty, do as well 
or even better than he, who has devoted his whole life 
to the work. Especially, there is the education which 
he lacks.’ 

Vronsky took Mikhaylov’s part, but in the depth 
of his heart he believed what Golenishchev said, IVu' 
he considered that a man of that other and lower world 
must envy him. 

Anna’s portrait, the same subject painted from nature 
by both of them, should have shown him the dilTerence 
between Milrhaylov and himself ; but Vronsky did not 
see it. He merely left off paintmg Anna, deciding 
that it would be superfluous now. He went on, how- 
ever, with his medisevai picture And he, as wnll as 
Golenishchev, and especially Anna, thought it very good 
because it resembled famous pictures much more than 
Mikhaylov’s did. 

Meanwhile Milchaylov, though Anna’s portrait had 
much engrossed him, was even better pleased than 
they when the sittings were over and he was no 
longer obliged to listen to Golenishchev’s disquisitions 
on art and was able to forget Vronsky’s paintings. Ho 
knew it was not possible to forbid Vronsky to trifle with 
art, knew that he and aff, the dilettanti "had a perfect 
right to pamt what they hked — but to him it was un- 
pleasant. One camiot forbid a man’s making a big 
was doll and kissing it. But if the man came and sat 
down with his doll in front of a lover, and liegan to 
caress it as the lover caresses his beloved, it would 
displease the lover. It was this kind of unpleasantness 
that Mikhaylov experienced when %e saw Vronsky’s 
pictures : he was amused, vexed, sorry, and hurt. 

Vronsky’s interest in art and the Middle Ages did not 
last long. He had sufficient taste for art to be unable 
to finish his picture. He ceased painting it because 
he was dimly conscious that its defects, little noticeable 
at first, would become striking if be w^ent on. The same 
thing happened to him as to Golenishchev, w'ho, feel- 
ing that he had nothing to expres.s, coiiiimially deceived 
iiimseif by saying that Ms thought had not yet ripened 
and that he was bringing it to maiiulty and prepar- 
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ing materials. But Golenishchev was embittered and 
tormented by it, while Vronsky could not deceive 
and torment himself, and above all could not become 
embittered. With characteristic firmness he left off 
painting, without any explanations or excuses. 

But without that occupation his life and Anna’s — 
who was surprised at his disenchantment — appeared 
very dull in the Italian town. All of a sudden the 
palazzo became so obviously old and dirty, so disagree- 
ably familiar were the s tarns on the curtains, the cracks 
in the floor, the cracked stuccoes of the cornices, and 
so wearisome became Golenishchev, the Italian professor, 
and the German traveller, who were also always the 
same, that a change was necessary. So they decided 
to return to Russia and hve in the country. In Peters- 
burg Vronsky planned to separate his property from his 
brother’s, and Anna to see her son. The summer they 
intended to spend on Vronsky’s large family estate. 


CHAPTER XIV 

Levin had been married three months. He was happy, 
but in quite a different way from what he had expected. 
At every step he met disiUusionments in his old fancies 
and new and unexpected enchantments. He was happy, 
but having embarked on family life he saw at every step 
that it was not at all what he had anticipated. At 
every step he took he felt as a man would feel who, after 
admirmg the smooth happy motion of a little boat upon 
the water, had himself got into the boat. He found 
that besides sitting quietly without rocking he had 
to keep a lookout, not for a moment forget where he 
was going, or that there was water under his feet, and 
that he had to row, although it hurt his unaccustomed 
hands ; in short, that it only looked easy, but to do it, 
though very delightful, was very difficult. 

’ As a bachelor seeing the married life of others — ^their 
petty cares, their disputes, their jealousies — ^he used 
mentally to smile contemptuously. In his future 
married life he was sure he would have nothing of this 
kind, and even the externa? forms of his married life 
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would be quite unlike other people’s. And now, behold ! 
his hfe with his wife had not shaped itself differently, 
but was all made up of those petty trifles which he had 
formerly so despised, but which now, against Ins will, 
assumed an unusual and incontestable iniportance. 
Levin saw that the arrangement of all those trifles was 
not at all so easy as he had formerly supposed. Though 
he had imagmed his ideas about family life to be most 
exact, he, like all men, had involuntarily pictured it 
to himself as merely the enjoyment of love — which 
nothing should be allowed to hinder and from which 
one should not be distracted by petty cares. He should, 
he thought, do his work, and rest from it in the joys 
of love. She should be loved — and that was all. But, 
like all men, he forgot that she too must work; and 
was surprised how she, the poetic, charmmg Kitty, could, 
during the very first weeks and even in the first days 
of married life, think, remember, and fuss about table- 
cloths, furniture, spare-room mattresses, a tray, the 
cook, the dinner, and so forth. During their engage- 
ment he had been struck by the definiteness with which 
she declined a trip abroad and decided to go to the 
country, as if she knew of somethmg that was necessary, 
and could think of something besides then* love. He 
had been pained by it then, and now was repeatedly 
pained by her petty cares. But he saw that this was 
necessaiy to her, and, loving her, though he could not 
understand what it was aU about, and laughed at her 
worries, he could not help admirmg them. He laughed 
at the way she placed the furniture that had been brought 
from Moscow, and rearranged his and her own rooms, 
hung up curtains, decided about rooms for future visitors 
and for Dolly, arranged the room for her new maid, gave 
orders about dinner to the old cook, and entered into 
discussions with Agatha Mikhaylovna, taking the com- 
missariat into her owh hands. He saw the old cook smile 
admiringly and listen to her inexperienced and im- 
possible orders; saw that Agatha Mikhaylovna shook 
her head thoughtfully and kindly at her young mistress’s 
arrangements in the storeroom; saw that Kitty was 
peculiarly charming when she came, half laughing and 
half crying, to report that her maid, Masha," was used 
to considering her merely al a young lady in her mother’s 
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house, and that therefore no one would obey her. It 
struck him as very charming, but strange, and he thought 
it would have been better without all that. 

He did not realize the feeling of change that she was 
experiencing after her life at home. There she had 
sometimes wished for cabbage with kvas, or sweets, 
and could not have them ; but now she might order 
whatever she pleased, and could if she liked buy heaps 
of sweets, spend any amount of money, and order ail 
the puddings she pleased. 

She looked forward joyfully to Dolly’s commg with 
the children, especially because she meant to give each 
of them their favourite puddmgs, and because Dolly 
would appreciate her new arrangements. Without 
herself knowmg why or wherefore, the management 
of the house attracted her irresistibly. Institictively 
feeling the approach of spring, and knowing that there 
would be wet weather, she built her nest as she could, 
hastening to build it while yet learning how to do it. 

Kitty’s absorption m these trifles, quite contrary 
to Levin’s early ideal of lofty happmess, was one of 
his disappointments ; yet that sweet absorption, the 
meanmg of which he could not understand but which 
he could not help liking, was also one of his new 
enchantments. Another disenchantment and new en- 
chantment was afforded by their quarrels. Levin had 
never thought it possible that between him and his 
wife there could ever be any but tender, respectful, 
and loving relations ; and yet from the very beginning 
they had quarrelled : she had said he did not love her, 
but only loved himself, and began to cry and wave her 
arms. This first quarrel arose because Levin had ridden 
over to see his new farm and returned half an hour 
late, having attempted a short cut home and lost 
his way. He rode home thinking only of her, of her 
love and of his happmess, and the nearer he came the 
warmer grew his tenderness for her. He ran into the 
room with the same feelings as, and even stronger ones 
than, those with which he had gone to the Shcherbatskys’ 
house to propose — and to his astonishment was met 
with such a dismal look as he had never seen on her 
face before. He tried to kiss her but she pushed him 
away. 
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‘ What’s the matter ? ’ 

‘You seem merry . . she began, wishing to say 
something calmly stinging. 

But directly she opened her mouth, words of reproach, 
senseless jealousy, and everything else that had. been 
torturing her during the half-hour she had sat motion- 
less Y/aitmg at the window, burst from her. Then it 
was that he first clearly understood what he did ; not 
realize when leading her out of church after the wedding : 
that she was not only very close to him but that he could 
not now tell where she ended and he began. He under- 
stood this by a tormenting sensation of cleavage wh;ch 
he experienced at that moment. For an instant be 
was offended, but immediately knew he could not be 
ofiended with her because she was himself. For a 
moment he felt like a man who, receiving a blow from 
behmd, angrily and revengefully turns round to find 
his assailant and realizes that he has accidentally knocked 
himself, that there is no one to be angry with and that 
he must endure and try to still the pam. 

Never again did he feel this so strongly as this first 
time, and for a long time he could not recover his balance. 
His natural feehngs piompted him to justify himself 
and prove that she was in the wrong ; but to prove her 
in the wrong would mean irritating her still more, and 
widenmg the breach which was the cause of all the 
trouble. One impulse, an habitual one, drew him to 
shift the blame from himself and lay it upon her ; but 
another, and more powerful one, drew him to smooth 
over the breach as quickly as possible and not allow 
it to widen. To remain under so unjust an accusation 
was painful, but to justify himself and hurt her would 
be'^tiil worse. Like a man half-asleep and oppressed 
with pain, he wanted to tear off the aching part and 
cast it from him, but found on waking that the aching 
part was — himself. All he could do was to try to sooth© 
the ache and endure it, and this he did. 

They made it up. Having realized that she was in 
the wrong, though she did not acknowledge it, she became 
more tender to him, and they enjoyed a new and doubled 
happiness in their love. But this did not prevent 
such collisions recurring quite frequently, and on very 
unexpected and trivial* provocation. These collisions 
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were often caused by each not realizing what was im- 
portant to the other, and also by the fact that in those 
early days they were often in low spirits. When one 
of them was in good spirits and the other was not, peace 
was not broken ; but if both chanced to be out of 
sorts, collisions resulted from causes so trifling as to 
be incomprehensible. Often afterwards they could not 
remember what they had quarrelled about. However, 
W’hen both were in good spirits their happiness was 
doubled — and yet the early days of their married life 
were very trying. 

All that time they were conscious of peculiar strain, 
as if the cham that bound them were being pulled first 
one way and then the other. Altogether, the honey- 
moon — the first month of their marriage, from which 
Levm had expected so much — was not delightful, but 
remained in both their recollections as the most oppres- 
sive ^nd humiliating time of their lives. They both 
tried in after life to efiace from their memories all the 
ugly shameful circumstances of this unhealthy time, 
during which they were rarely in a normal state and 
rarely themselves. Only in the third month of their 
married life, after returning from Moscow where they 
had spent a month, did their life begin to run more 
smoothly. 


CHAPTER XV 

They had just returned from Moscow and were glad of 
the solitude. He was in his study and sat at the -table 
writing. She, in the dark Mac dress she had worn 
during the first days of her marriage and which |Fas 
specially memorable and dear to Mm, sat with her em- 
broidery on that same old leather-covered sofa which 
had stood in the study through his father’s and grand- 
father’s times. As he sat thinking and writmg he was 
all the while blissfully conscious of her presence. He 
had not abandoned his work on the estate, or on the book 
in which the foundations of a new farming system were 
to be explained ; but as those thoughts and that work 
formerly appeared to him trivial and insignificant in 
comparison with the gloom that* overshadowed ah exist- 
c 
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ence, so now they appeared trivial and insignificant 
m comparison with his future prospects all bathed in the 
bright sunshine of happiness. 

He went on with his work with a feeling that the 
centre of gravity of his attention had shifted, and that 
he consequently saw the matter differently and with 
greater clearness. Formerly this work had been his 
salvation from life. He used to feel that without it 
life would be too dismal, and now he needed it in order 
that his life should not be too monotonously bright. 

Having set to work again on his manuscript and read 
over what he had written, he was glad to find that the 
work seemed worth domg. Many of his former thoughts 
now appeared superfluous and extreme, but many 
omissions became clear to him when he went over the 
matter afresh. He was writing a fresh chapter on why 
agriculture was not profitable in Russia. He argued 
that Russia’s poverty was caused not only by a wrong 
distribution of landed property and a false policy, but 
that of late years those evils had been fostered by 
a foreign civilization artificially grafted upon Russia, 
especiaUy as to ways of communication — viz., the 
railways, which had conduced to a centralization 
in the cities, a growth of luxury, and consequently to 
a development of factories at the expense 'of agricul- 
ture, and, attendant upon this, to credit operations and 
speculation. It seemed to him that when the growth 
of a nation’s wealth is normal these things follow only 
after a considerable amount of labour has been devoted 
to agriculture, and after the latter has been placed in 
its rightful — or at any rate in a definite — position: 
that a nation’s wealth ought to grow proportionately 
'at the same rate in aU its branches, and especially in 
such a way that the other branches should not out- 
distance agriculture ; that means of communication 
should conform to the agricultural conditions, and that 
with our wrong methocfi of using the land, the rail- 
ways — brought about not by economic but by political 
necessity — had come prematurely, and instead of pro- 
moting agriculture as had been expected, had interfered 
with it and hindered it by stimulating the development 
of manufactures and credit. Therefore, as the one- 
sided and premature de'^elopment of a single organ in 



55 


PART V, CHAPTER XV 

an animal would mjure its general development, so 
credit, railways, and the forced growth of manufactures 
—though undoubtedly necessary in Europe, where the 
time is ripe for them — had m Russia only harmed the 
general development of wealth by thrustmg aside the 
most important current question, namely, the organiza- 
tion of agriculture. 

While he was writing his thoughts, she was thinking 
about his unnatural attention to young Prince Charsky, 
who had been very tactlessly paying court to her on 
the day before their departure from Moscow. ‘ Why, 
he’s jealous ! ’ she thought. ‘ Oh dear ! How sweet 
and silly he is, jealous of me ! If he only knew that all 
the rest of them are no more than Peter the cook to 
me ! ’ and she glanced with a feeling of proprietorship, 
strange to herself, at the nape of his red neck. ‘ Though 
it’s a pity to interrupt him at his work (but he’ll have 
time enough) I must see his face. Will he feel that I 
am lookmg at him ! I want him to turn ... I want 
it ! Well ! ’ and she opened her eyes wider, trying 
thereby to mcrease the force of her look. 

‘Yes, they divert all the sap, they produce a false 
glamour,’ he muttered, pausing, and feelmg that she 
was looking at him he turned round smihng. 

‘ Well ? ’ he asked with a smile, and rose. 

‘ He has turned ! ’ she thought. ‘ Nothing, I only 
wanted to make you turn round,’ said she, gazing at him 
and trying to discover whether he was vexed at the 
interruption. 

‘ I say, how delightful it is for us to be alone together ' 
For me, I mean . . he said, coming toward her with 
a beaming smile of happiness. 

‘ It is delightful for me too ! I shan’t go anywhere, 
especially not to Moscow.’ 

‘ And what were you thinking about ? ’ 

‘ I ? . . . I was thinking. . . . No, no ! Go and 
write, don’t let me distract you,’ she said, puckering 
her lips. ‘And I must cut out these little holes, you 
see ! ’ 

Taking up her scissors she began cutting. * 

‘ Come, tell me what it was,’ he said, sitting down 
beside her and watching the circular movement of her 
tiny scissors. # 
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‘ Oil, what was I tliitiking about ? About Moscow, 
and about the nape of your neck.’ 

‘ Why should such happiness come just to me ? It's not 
natural. It is too beautiful ’ ’ he said, kissmg her hand. 

‘ To me the more beautiful it is the more natural it 
seems ’ 

‘ Your hair comes to a pomt behind,’ he said, carefully 
turnmg her head round. 

‘ A point ? Yes, you see ! There ! But enough f 
We are engaged on serious matters ! ’ 

But their serious matters did not get on. and they 
jumped apart guiltily when Kuzma came to say that 
tea was served. 

‘ And have they returned from tovm ? ’ Levin inquired 
of Kuzma. 

‘ They’ve just come and are unpackmg.’ 

‘ Be quick and come,’ she said as she left the study, 
‘or else I shall read all the letters without you. And 
after that let’s have a duet.’ 

Left alone, having put away his papers m the new 
portfolio she had bought, he washed his hands at the 
new washstand with the new and elegant utensils that 
had also appeared through her agency. He smiled at 
his thought and shook his head disapprovmgly at it. 
A feeling resembling repentance tormented him. There 
was somethmg contemptible, effeminate, Capuan, as 
he called it, in his present life. ‘ It is not right to 
hve so,’ he thought. ‘ Soon it will be three months 
since I did anythmg worth mentioning. This is almost 
the, first day that I have really set to work seriously, 
and what has come of it ? Scarcely had I begun when 
I stopped. Even my usual duties — all almost aban- 
doned I The farm work — ^why, I hardly even go and 
see about that ! Sometimes I am sorry to part from 
her, sometimes I can see she is dull. And I used to think 
that up to the time of my marriage life would go on 
just so-so, anyhow, and not count for much ; but that 
after marriage real life was going to begin. And now 
that is nearly three months ago, and I have never spent 
my days more idly or uselessly ! No, this can’t go on. 
I must make a beginning. Of course it is not her fault ; 
there is nothing to reproach her with. I ought to have 
been firmer and upheld tny independence as a man. 
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This way I shall get into bad habits and teach them 
to her too. . . Of course it is not her fault/ he said 
to himseif. 

But it IS difficult for a dissatisfied man not to reproach 
some one else, namely, the person most closely connected 
with the subject of his dissatisfaction And Levin dimly 
felt that though she was not herself in fault — she never 
could be m fault — it was the fault of her brmgmg up, 
which was too superficial and frivolous. ‘ That fool 
Charsky ! I know she wanted to stop him but did 
not know how,’ he thought. ‘ Yes, except for the 
interest she takes in the housekeepmg, — that mterest 
she certainly has, — her clothes, and her embroidery, 
she has no real mterests. She takes no interest in our 
work, in the farm, in the peasants, or in music, though 
she IS quite good at rhat, or in books. She does nothing 
and is quite content.’ In his heart he blamed her, but 
he did not understand that she was preparing herself for 
a period of activity which was inevitably coming, when 
at one and the same time she would be her husband’s 
wife, the mistress of the house, and a bearer, nurturer, 
and educator of her children. He did not under- 
stand that, but she knew it instinctively ; and while 
gettmg ready for her gigantic task she did not reproach 
herself for the moments of careless and happy love 
that she now enjoyed while buildmg her nest for the 
future. 


CHAPTER XVI 

When Levin came upstairs his wife was sitting beside 
the new silver samovar with a new tea-service before 
her, reading a letter from Dolly, with whom she kept 
up a regular and active correspondence. She had made 
old Agatha Mikhaylovna sit at a little table with a cup 
of tea she had poured out for her. 

‘You see, your lady has made me sit with her,’ said 
Agatha Itlikhaylovna, glancing with a friendly smile at 
Kitty. 

In these words of Agatha hHkhaylovna’s Levin read 
the conclusion of the drama which had lately been enacted 
between Agatha Mikhaylovna# and Kitty. He perceived 
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that despite Agatha Mikhaylovna’s grief at the advent 
of the new mistress who had taken the rems of manage- 
ment into her own hands, Kitty had conquered and had 
made the old woman love her. 

‘ There ! I’ve read your letter,’ said Kitty, handing 
him a badly -written letter. ‘ It is from that woman, 
I think — your brother’s . . . No, I have not read it. 
.... These are from home, and from Dolly. Fancy I 
Dolly took Grisha and Tanya to a children’s party at the 
Sarmatskys’ ! Tanya went as a marquise.’ 

But Levin did not hsten. He blushed as he took 
Mary Nikoiavna’s letter. This was the second letter 
he had received from the woman who had been his 
brother’s mistress. In the first she wrote that his 
brother had sent her away for no fault of hers, adding 
with touching naivete that, though she was again m 
want she did not ask or desire anythmg, but wrote 
because she was crushed by the thought that Nicholas 
Dmitrich would perish without her, his health being so 
bad. She begged Levin to keep watch over his brother. 
This time she wrote differently ; she had found Nicholas 
Dmitrich, had joined him in Moscow, and had gone with 
him to a provincial town where he had obtained a post 
m the Civil Service But he had quarrelled with his 
chief, and they had started again for Moscow, when 
he fell so ill on the way that it was hardly likely he would 
ever get up again. She wrote : ‘ He keeps on thinking 
of you ; besides, there is no money left.’ 

‘ Read it. . . . Dolly writes about you,’ Kitty began 
with a smile, but paused suddenly, noticing the changed 
expression on her husband’s face. ‘ What’s the matter ? 
What is it ? ’ 

‘ She writes that my brother Nicholas is on his death- 
bed. I am going.’ 

Kitty’s look changed at once. Thoughts of Tanya 
as a marquise and of Dolly had quite vanished. 

‘ When are you going ? ’ she asked. 

' To-morrow.’ 

‘ I shall go too, may I ? ’ 

‘ Kitty ! What do you mean ? ’ he said reproachfully. 

‘ What, indeed ? ’ she rephed, offended that he seemed 
opposed to and vexed at her offer. ‘Why should T 
not go ? I shan’t be m ycrur way. I . . .’ 
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‘ I am going because my brobher is dyingj’ said Levin, 

‘ but why should you . . . ? ’ 

‘ Why ? Por the same reason as you.’ 

‘ At such an important time, she thinks only of how 
dull it will be for her alone here,’ he thought ; and this 
motive in connection with something so important 
vexed him. 

‘ It is impossible,’ he replied sternly. 

Agatha Mikhaylovna, seeing that a quarrel was 
immment, softly put down her cup and went out. Kitty 
did not even notice her. The tone m which her husband 
had said these words hurt her, especially as he evidently 
disbelieved what she had said. 

‘ And I say that if you go I shall go with you. I will 
certamly go ! ’ she said hastily and angrily. ‘ Why is 
it impossible ? Why do you say it is impossible ? ’ 

‘ Because it means gomg goodness knows where, and 
by what roads ! to what mns • You would be in my 
way,’ said Levin, endeavourmg to keep cool. 

‘ Not at aU ’ I shan’t want an 3 rthmg, and where you 
can go I can.’ 

‘ Well, if only because that woman is there, with whom 
you cannot associate . . .’ 

‘ I don’t know and don’t want to know anything 
about who and what is there. I know that my husband’s 
brother is dying, that my husband is going to him, and 
that I am going -with my husband in order . . ,’ 

‘ Kitty, don’t be angry ! But just think, this matter 
is so important — it hurts me to thmk that you are 
mixing up with it your weakness, your dislike of 
remaining alone. Well, if you feel dull alone — weU, go 
to Moscow ! ’ 

* There, you see ! You always attribute bad and vile 
motives to me,’ she began, with tears of anger and resent- 
ment. ‘ I am all right, not weak, nor anything. ... I 
feel that it’s my duty to be with my husband when he is 
in trouble, but you wish to hurt me on purpose, you 
purposely don’t want to understand me ! ’ 

‘ No, this is awful . . . being a sort of slave ! ’ ex- 
claimed Levin, unable to restrain his annoyance any 
longer, but immediately conscious that he had dealt 
a blow to himseif- 

‘ Then why did you marry ? You might have been 
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free ! Why, since you are repenting ? ’ she said, and 
jumped up and ran into the drawmg-room. 

When he came in after her, she was sobbing. He 
began speaking, trying to find words not so much to 
dissuade as to pacify her. But she did not listen and 
did not agree to anything he said. He stooped and took 
her resisting hand ; he kissed her hand, her hair, and 
again her hand, but she remamed silent. But when 
he took her face in his hands and said ‘ Kitty ! ’ she 
suddenly recovered, cried a little, and then they made 
it up. 

It was settled that they would start together the next 
day. Levin told his wife he believed she only wanted 
to go that she might be of use, and agreed that Mary 
Nikolavna’s presence at his brother’s would not make 
it at aU improper; but he was going, dissatisfied in 
the depths of his heart with both himself and her. He 
was dissatisfied with her because she could not face 
letting him go when it was necessary (and how strange 
it was to think that he, who such a short time ago dared 
not believe in the happiness of her loving him, now felt 
unhappy because she loved him too much !), and dis- 
satisfied with himself because he had not mamtamed 
his authority. Still less could he with conviction agree 
that the woman who was with his brother did not matter, 
and he thought with terror of all the encounters that 
might take place. The single fact that his wife, his 
Kitty, would be in the same’^room with a girl ofi the 
streets made him shudder with repulsion and horror. 


CHAPTEB XVII 

The hotel in the provincial town where Nicholas Levin 
was lying ill was one of those provincial hotels 
arranged after new and improved models, with the best 
intentions of cleanliness, comfort and even elegance, but 
which, owing to the people who use them, very soon 
degenerate into mere dirty pothouses with pretensions 
to modem improvements, these very pretensions making 
them worse than the old-fashioned iung which were 
simply dirty. This hotek had already reached this 
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stage : everything — the soldier in a dirty uniform 
smoking a cigarette at the front door, acting as a hall- 
porter, the dismal and unpleasant ornamental cast- 
iron staircase, the free and easy waiter m a dirty dress 
coat, the general room with a dusty bouquet of wax 
flowers decoratmg the table, the dust and slovenliness 
everywhere, mingled with a kmd of modem, self-satisfied 
railway -induced state of bustle. AIL this caused a feehng 
of depression in the Levins after their fresh home life; 
especially as the air of artificiality about this hotel was 
quite irreconcilable with what was awaiting them. 

As usual, after the inquiry as to what priced rooms 
they desired, it turned out that there was not a single 
good room vacant : one good room was occupied by a 
railway inspector, another by a lawyer from Moscow, 
a third by the Princess Astafyeva from the country. 
There was just one dirty room to be had, but they were 
promised that an adjoining one would be free by the 
evenmg. Vexed with his wife because his expectations 
were being realized — ^namely, that, at the moment of 
arrival when his heart was seized with agitation at the 
thought of his brother’s condition, he was obhged to 
consider her instead of runmng to him at once — Levin 
led her to the room. 

‘ Go, go I ’ she said with a timid, guilty look at him. 
He went out silently, and at the very door came upon 
Mary Nikola vna, who had heard of his arrival but 
had not dared to enter. She was just the same as he 
had seen her in Moscow — ^the same stuff dress without 
coUar or cufis, and the same kindly, dull, pock-marked 
face, only somewhat stouter, 

‘ Well ? How is he ? What is it ? ’ 

‘ Very bad ! Does not get up. He was expecting you 
aU the time. He . . . you . . . are with your wife ? ’ 

For a moment he did not understand the cause of 
her confusion, but she immediately explained it. 

‘ I will go ... I will go to the kitchen,’ she brought 
out. ‘ He will be pleased. He heard, and he knows 
and remembers her abroad.’ 

Levin understood that she referred to his wife, and did 
not know what to say. 

‘ Come along, come ! ’ he said. 

But he had hardly moved when the door opened 
211 
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and Kitty looked out. Levin blushed with shame 
and vexation at his wife for having placed herself and 
him in this awkward position ; but Mary Nikolavna 
blushed stiU more. She shrank together, flushed tiU 
tears filled her eyes, and seizmg the ends of her shawl 
began twisting them in her red fingers, not knowing 
what to say or do. 

At the first glance Levin saw an expression of eager 
curiosity in the look with which Kitty gazed at this 
incorhprehensibie and terrible woman, but it lasted only 
an instant. 

‘ Well, how is he ? How is he ? ’ she said, addressing 
first her husband and then the woman. 

‘ Dear me, we can’t talk in the corridor ! ’ said Levin, 
looking crossly at a man who was just passmg along with 
jerky steps, ostensibly on busmess of his own 

‘ Well, then, come in,’ said Kitty to Mary Nikolavna, 
w'ho had regamed her self-control ; ‘ or better still, 

yon go on and send for me,’ she continued, noticing her 
husband’s frightened look, and then returned to their 
room. Levin went to his brother. 

He had not expected what he sAw and felt when he 
reached his brother’s side. He had expected to find 
him in that state of self-deception which, he had heard, 
was frequent in consumptive cases and which had so 
struck him at the time of his brother’s visit to him in 
the autumn. He had expected to find the physical 
signs of approaching death more definite : greater 
weakness, greater emaciation, but still the same sort 
of condition generally. He had expected to feel the 
same sorrow at the loss of a loved brother and the same 
horror of death he had then experienced, but to a greater 
degree, and had prepared himself for all this ; but what 
he found was quite different. 

In the dirty little room with a painted dado spotted 
with spittle, behind the thm partition-wall of which 
could be heard the sound of voices, in stuffy, smelly, 
foul air, on a bed drawn away from the wall, lay a body 
covered with a blanket. One arm of that body lay 
outside the blanket, and the enormous hand, like a rake, 
seemed to be attached in some incomprehensible way 
to a long thin spindle that was quite straight from the 
end to the middle. The head lay on its side on the 
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pillow. Levin could see the moist thin hair on the | 
temples and the drawn transparent-looking forehead. 

‘ Impossible that this terrible body can be my brother } 
Nicholas,’ he thought. But he drew nearer, saw the j 

face, and doubt was no longer possible. In spite of 
the dreadful change on the face. Levin had only to 
glance at those hvmg eyes raised toward him, to notice 
the slight movement of the mouth beneath the clammy 
moustache, in order to understand the dreadful truth 
that this dead body was his hvmg brother. 

The glittermg eyes glanced severely and reproachfully 
at the brother who was entermg, and this glance immedi- 
ately established living relations between living people. 
Levm at once felt the reproach in the look fixed on him, 
and a sense of repentance because of his own happiness. 

When Constantine took him by the hand, Nicholas 
smiled. The smile was very famt, hardly perceptible, 
and m spite of it the stern expression of the eyes did 
not change. 

‘ You did not expect to find me like this ? ’ he said, 
speakmg with difficulty. 

‘ Yes . . . no . . said Levin, confusing his words. 
‘How IS it you did not let me know sooner, I mean 
at the time of my marriage ? I inquired for you 
everywhere.’ ; 

He was impelled to speak in order not to remam | 
silent, but did not know what to say, especially as his 
brother made no reply but only gazed fixedly at him, 
evidently trying to fathom the meaning of every word. 
Levm told his brother that his wife had come with him. 
Nicholas seemed pleased at this, but said he was afraid 
the condition he was m might Lighten her. A sHence 
followed. Suddenly Nicholas moved and began to ' 
talk. From his expression Levin expected him to say 
something specially significant and important, but 
Nicholas only talked about bis health. He found fault | 

with the doctor, and regretted that he could not have I 

a celebrated Moscow doctor ; so Levin understood that 
he was still hoping. 

Taking advantage of the first moment of silence, 
Levm got up, wishing to free himself if only for a few 
minutes from his painful sensations, and said he would 
fetch his wife. • 
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‘ AH right, and I will have the place cleaned up a bit. 
It is dirty here, and it smells, I should think. Masha f 
Tidy up,’ said the mvahd with an effort. ‘ And when 
you have finished, go away,’ he added, with a questionmg 
look at his brother. 

Levin did not reply. He went out and stopped in 
the corridor. He had said he would brmg his wife, 
but now, analysing the impressions he was experiencing, 
he made up his mmd that he would on the contrary 
try to dissuade her from entering the sick-room. ‘ Why 
should she too be tortured as I am ? ’ he reflected. 

‘ Well, how is he ? ’ Kitty asked with a frightened 
look. 

‘ Oh, it’s awful ! Awful ! Why did you come ? ’ 
said Levm. 

Kitty was silent a moment, looking timidly and piti- 
fully at her husband ; then she approached and took 
hold of his elbow with both hands. 

‘ Kostya, take me to him ! It will be easier for us to 
bear it together 1 Just take me there and then go 
away,’ she began. ‘ Try and realize that for me to 
see you and not to see him is much more painful. There 
I can perhaps be of use to him and you. Please let me ! ’ 
she entreated as if her happiness depended on it. 

He was obhged to yield, and having recovered, and 
quite forgotten Mary Nikolavna, he returned with Kitty 
to his brother. 

Steppmg lightly and glancmg repeatedly at her 
husband, showing him a b^rave face full of sympathy, 
she entered the sick-room, and, turning without haste, 
noiselessly closed the door. With noiseless steps she 
advanced toward the bedside, went round so that he 
need not turn his head, and at once grasping his enormous 
skeleton hand with her fresh young one, pressed it, and 
mth that sympathetic, quiet animation which gives 
no offence and is natural only to women, she began to 
talk to him. 

‘ It was in Soden we met, but we were not acquainted,’ 
she said. ‘ You little thought I should one day be 
your sister ? ’ 

* You would not have known me again ? ’ he asked, 
with a smile that had lit up his face at her entrance 

‘ Oh yes, I should ! Wiiat a good thing it is that 
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3^ou did send us word I Not a day jiassed without 
Kostya’s thinking and being anxious about you.’ 

The sick man’s animation did not last long. She had 
not finished speaking before that stern reproachful look 
of jealousy, felt by the dying for the living, settled on 
his face. 

‘ I’m afraid you are not quite comfortable here,’ she 
said, turning away from his penetratmg glance and 
looking round the room. ‘We shall have to ask the 
landlord for another room, and see that we axe nearer 
to each other,’ she said to her husband. 


CHAPTER XVIII 

Lbvii^j could not look at his brother calmly and could 
not be either natural or tranquil in his presence When 
he entered the sick-room his eyes and his attention 
became clouded without his being conscious of it, and 
he did not see or 'distmguish the various details of his 
brother’s condition. He smelt the terribly foul air, 
saw the dirt and disorder, the agonizing posture of the 
body, and heard the groans; but he felt there was no 
help for it. It never entered his head to consider aU 
these details and imagine how that body was lying 
under the blanket, how the emaciated, doubled-up shins, 
loms, and back were placed, and whether it would not 
be possible to place them more comfortably or do some- 
thing, if not to make him comfortable, at least to make 
bis condition a little more tolerable. A cold shudder 
crept down his back when he began to think of those 
details. He was convmced beyond doubt that nothing 
could be done to prolong that life or to alleviate those 
sufierings, and the sick man was conscious of his brother’s 
conviction that there was no help for him, and this irri- 
tated him. This made Levin’s position still harder. 
To be in the sick-room was torture to Levin, but to 
be absent from it was stiU worse. He went out con- 
tmually on all sorts of pretexts, coming back and going 
out again, incapable of remaining alone. Hut Kitty 
felt and acted quite differently. When she saw the 
invalid she pitied him, and that pity produced in her 
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woman’s soul not the horror and repulsion which it 
evoked in her husband but a need for action, for finding 
out all the particulars of his condition, and a desire to 
help him. Those very details, the thought of winch 
alone filled her husband with horror, at once arrested 
her attention. She sent for the doctor, sent to the 
chemist’s, made the maid she had brought with her 
help Mary Nikolavna sweep, dust, and wash ; and 
herself washed and scrubbed some articles and spread 
something under the blanket. At her command things 
were brought m and taken out of the sick-room, ^he 
herself went several times to their own room and, without 
paying any attention to the people she met, brought 
back with her sheets, pillow-cases, towels, and shirts. 

The waiter, who was servmg a meal to some engineers 
in the drawmg-room, came up several times at her 
summons with a cross look on his face, but could not 
help fulfilling her orders; she gave them with such 
kindly msistence that it was impossible to disobey her 
Levm disapproved of all this, not believing that any 
good could come of it to the mvahd. Above all he was 
afraid that his brother might get angry about it. But 
the sick man, though apparently indifferent to it all, 
was not angry but only ashamed, and on the whole 
appeared rather interested m what she was doing for 
him. When Levin opened the door, on his return from 
the doctor’s whither Kitty had sent him, he saw the 
invalid at the moment when at Kitty’s command Mary 
Nikolavna and the waiter were putting a clean shirt 
on him. The long white skeleton back with the enor- 
mous shoulder-blades and protruding ribs and vertebras 
was bare, and Mary Nikolavna with the w^aiter’s help 
somehow got one of the shirt-sleeves twisted and could 
not guide the long limp arm into it. Kitty, having 
hurriedly shut the door behind Levin, was not looking 
that way ; but the invalid moaned and she came toward 
him. 

‘ Be quick ! ’ she said. 

‘ Don’t come here,’ muttered the sick man angrily. 
‘ I can myself . . .’ 

‘ What do you say ? ’ asked Mary Nikolavna. But 
Kitty had heard, and understood that he felt embarrassed 
and uncomfortable at being stripped m her presence. 
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‘ I’m not looking,’ she said, helping the arm m. ‘ Mary 
Nikolavna, you go round to the other side and put it 
right,’ she added. 

‘ There is a little bottle m my handbag,’ she went on, 
turnmg to her husband. ‘ You know, in the side pocket ! 
Please go and get it, and meanwhile everything will be 
put straight here.’ 

When Levin returned with the bottle he found the 
uivahd arranged m bed and everythmg around him 
quite altered. Instead, of the foul smell there was an 
odour of vinegar and of scent, which Kitty — pouting 
her lips and puffing out her rosy cheeks — was blowing 
through a little glass tube. There was no trace of dust 
left about ; there was a mat beside the bed ; on the 
table medicine bottles and a bottle of water were neatly 
placed, also a pile of folded hnen which would be 
required later, and Kitty’s embroidery. On another 
table by the bedside were a glass of some refreshing 
drink and some powders. The invalid himself, washed 
and with his hair brushed, lay between clean sheets 
in a clean shirt, its white collar round his abnormally 
thin neck, gazing with a new look of hope at Kitty and 
not takmg his eyes off her. 

The doctor whom Levin had fetched, and whom he 
had found at a club, was not the one who had hitherto 
attended Nicholas, with whom the patient was dis- 
satisfied. The new doctor took out a stethoscope and 
sounded him, shook his head, prescribed some medicine 
and gave extremely precise instructions about giving 
the medicine and about diet He ordered raw or very 
lightly boiled eggs, and seltzer water with new milk 
at a certain temperature. When the doctor had gone 
the patient said somethmg to his brother of which Levin 
caught only the last words : ‘ your Kate ’ ; but by the 
look he gave her Levin saw that his brother was 
praising her. He asked ‘ Kate,’ as he called her, to 
come nearer. 

‘ I feel much better,’ he said. ‘ Had I been with you 
I should have recovered long ago. How pleasant ! ’ 

He took her hand and drew it toward his lips, but as 
if fearful that this might be disagreeable to her he changed 
his mind, let her hand drojv merely stroked it 
Kitty took his hand in bothief hers and pressed it. 
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‘ Now turn me over on the left side and go to bed,’ 
he murmured. 

No one heard what he said, but Kitty understood him. 
She understood because her mind incessantly watched 
for his needs. 

‘ On the other side.’ she said to her husband, ‘ he 
always sleeps on that side. Turn him over. It is 
unpleasant to call the servants, and I cannot do it. 
Can you ? ’ she said, addressing Mary Nikolavna. 

‘ I am afraid to,’ answered Mary Nikolavna. 

Dreadful as it seemed to Levin to put his arms round 
that terrible body, to ^asp those parts under the blanket 
which he did not wish to remember, yet submitting 
to his wife, with that determined expression which she 
knew, he thrust his arms under the blanket, and despite 
his great strength was struck by the strange heavmess 
of those emaciated limbs. While he was tummg him, 
with the enormous lean arm about his neck, Kitty quickly 
and unostentatiously turned and beat the pillow, and 
arranged the invalid’s head and the hau that again 
clung to the temples. The patient retained his brother’s 
hand in his. Levin felt that he wished to do somethmg 
with his hand and was pulling at it, and yielded with a 
sinking heart. Yes, his brother drew the hand to his 
lips and kissed it. Levin, tremblmg, chokmg with 
sobs and unable to utter a word, left the room. 


CHAPTER XIX 

‘ Thou hast hid these things from the wise and prudent, 
and hast revealed them unto babes,’ thought Levin 
while talking with his wife that night. 

He thought of the Gospel text not because he considered 
himself wise — ^he did not — ^but because he could not help 
knowing that he was more intelligent than his wife and 
Agatha Mikhaylovna ; he could not help knowing that 
when he thought about death he thought with all the 
powers of his soul. He knew too that many great and 
virile minds, whose thoughts on that subject he had read, 
had pondered it, and yetj^did not know a hundredth part 
of what his wife and Agatha Mikhaylovna knew on the 
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subject. Different as were those two women, Agatha 
Mikhaylovna and Kitty — or ‘ Kate ’ as Nicholas called 
her, and as Levin was also fond of calling her now — m 
that respect they were exactly ahke. Both knew with 
certainty what Life was and what Death was, and though 
they would have been quite unable not only to answer 
but even to understand the questions which confronted 
Levm, neither doubted the importance of those phenomena, 
and they both had exactly the same outlook upon them 
— an outlook shared not only by them but by milhons 
of others. The proof that they knew surely what death 
was, lay in the fact that they knew without a minute’s 
hesitation how to behave with the dymg and did not 
fear them. But Levin and others, though they were 
able to say a great deal about death, evidently did not 
know anythmg, for they feared it and had no notion 
what to do when people were d3dng. Had Levin now 
been alone with his brother Nicholas, he would have 
looked at him with horror, and would have waited about 
in still greater horror not knowing what to do next. 

More than that, he did not know what to say, how 
to look, or how to step. To talk of mdifferent thmgs 
seemed an affront, and he could not do it ; to talk of 
death and dismal things was likewise impossible, and 
it was equally impossible to keep silent. ‘ I fear that 
if I look at him he will think I am watching. If I don’t 
look, he will imagine I am thinking of something 
else. If I walk on tiptoe ho wiE be displeased, and 
yet I am ashamed to tread on the whole of my foot.’ 
But Kitty evidently did not think and had no time to 
think of herself. She, prompted by some inner convic- 
tion, thought of him, and everythmg came out right. 
She talked to him about herself and about her wedding, 
smiled, sympathized, caressed him, mentioned cases of 
recovery, and it was all successful, so she evidently knew 
what she was about. The proof that her and Agatha 
Mikhaylovna’s behaviour was not iustmctive, animal, 
and unreasoning lay in the fact that they both demanded 
for the dying man something of greater importance 
than mere physical care, somethiag that had nothing 
in common with physical conditions. Agatha Mikhay- 
lovna, speaking of the old man who had died, had said : 
* Well, God be thanked ! H-e received Communion and 
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Extreme Unction ; God grant everybody to die so ' ^ 
Just in the same way Kitty* besides all her cares about 
linen, bedsores, and cooling drmks, had managed on the 
very first day to persuade the invalid of the necessity 
of receivmg Communion and Extreme Unction. 

When Levm returned to their two rooms for the night 
he sat with hangmg head not knowmg what to do. Not 
only could he not think of supper, of getting ready for 
the night, of considering what they were to do ; he 
could not even talk to his wife : he was ashamed to. 
Kitty, on the contrary, was more active than usual and 
even more animated. She ordered supper to be brought, 
unpacked their things herself, helped to make the beds, 
ana did not forget to sprmkie msect powder on them. 
She was in that highly-wrought state when the reasoning 
powers act with great rapidity: the state a man is in 
before a battle or a struggle, in danger, and at the 
decisive moments of life — those moments when a man 
shows once for aU what he is worth, that his past was not 
lived in vain but was a preparation for these moments. 

All she did was well done, and before midnight every- 
thing was sorted, clean, and neat, so that their apart- 
ments showed a resemblance to her own rooms at home : 
beds made, combs, brushes and looking-glasses laid 
out, and covers spread. 

It seemed to Levm that it would be inexcusable to 
eat, sleep, or even to talk, and he felt that his every 
movement was improper. She, however, sorted combs 
and brushes, and did it all in such a way that there 
was nothing oft’ensive about it. 

However, they could not eat anything, nor sleep for 
a long time, and even did not go to bed till very late. 

‘ I am very glad I have persuaded him to receive 
Extreme Unction to-morrow/ she said as she sat in 
her dressing-jacket before her folding-glass and combed 
her soft fragrant hair with a small comb. ‘ I have never 
been present, but Mama told me that there are prayers 
for the restoration of health . . 

‘ Do you really think he can recover ? ’ he asked, 
looking at the back of her round little head, at the narrow 
parting which closed every time she drew the comb 
forward. 

‘ I asked the doctor. He says he can’t live more than 
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three days. But how can they know ? Still, I am very 
glad I persuaded him,’ she said, turning her eyes toward 
her husband from behmd her hair. ‘ Everything is 
possible,’ she added with the peculiar and rather cunning 
expression which always appeared on her face when she 
spoke of religious matters. ' ■ 

Since their talk about religion during their engage- 
ment neither he nor she had ever started a conversation 
on that subject ; but she continued to observe the rites, 
went to church, and prayed, always with the same quiet 
conviction that it was necessary to do so. In spite of 
his assurances to the contrary she was persuaded that 
he was a Christian, hke, and even better than, herself, 
and that all he said about it was one of his funny male 
whims, like his sayings about her embroidery : that 
good people darn holes, while she cut holes on purpose 
. . , and so on. 

‘ Yes, you see that woman Mary Xikolavna could 
not arrange all that,’ said Levm. ‘ I ... I must 
confess I am very, very glad you came. You are purity 
itself, and . . .’ He took her hand and did not kiss 
it (to do so with death so near seemed to him un- 
becoming), but only pressed it, looking guiltily mto her 
brightenmg eyes. 

‘ It would have been so painful for you alone,’ she 
said, and raismg her arms high so that they hid her cheeks, 
now flushed with pleasure, she twisted her braided hair 
and pinned it up at the back of her head. 

‘ No,’ she continued, ‘ she did not know how to . . . 
Luckily I learnt a good deal m Soden ’ 

‘ Can there have been such sick people there ? ’ 

‘ Oh, worse.’ 

‘ It is so terrible to me that I cannot help seeing him 
as he was when young. ... You would not believe 
what a charming lad he was, and I did not understand 
him then.’ 

‘ I quite believe it, quite. I feel that we should have 
been friends, he and I . . .’ she said, and, frightened 
at her own words, she glanced at her husband, and tears 
filled her eyes. 

‘ Yes, would have been,'" he said sadly. ‘ He is reaUy 
one of those of whom it is said, they are not for thB 
world.’ 
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‘ However, we have hard days before us — let us go 
to bed,’ said Kitty with a glance at her tiny watch. 


CHAPTER XX 

DEATH 

Next day the patient received Communion and Extreme 
Unction. During the ceremony he prayed fervently. 
In his large eyes, fixed upon an icon which had been 
placed on a httle table covered with a coloured cloth, 
was a look of such passionate entreaty and hope that 
Levm was frightened at seemg it. He knew that this 
passionate entreaty and hope would onty make the 
parting from the life he so loved more difficult. Levm 
knew his brother and the dii-ection of his thoughts, 
knew that he had become a sceptic not because it was 
easier for him to live without faith, but because step 
by step modern scientific explanations of the phenomena 
of the universe had driven out his faith ; he knew there- 
fore that this return to the old faith was not legitimate, 
not a similar result of thought, but was only a temporary, 
selfish and irrational hope of recovery. Levin knew too 
that Kitty had strengthened that hope by tales of extra- 
ordinary recoveries of which she had heard. Knowing 
all this, Levin suffered much as he saw that look full 
of entreaty and hope, that emaciated hand hfted with 
effort, in making the sign of the cross, to touch the 
drawn skm of the forehead, the protrudmg shoulder- 
blades and the hollow hoarse chest which could no longer 
contain that life for which the invalid was praj^mg. 
During the sacrament Levin did that wdiich, agnostic 
though he was, he had done a thousand times before. 
He said, addressing himself to God, ‘ If Thou dost exist, 
heal this man (such thmgs have often happened), and 
Thou wilt save both him and me i ’ 

After receiving Extreme Unction the invalid suddenly 
felt better. He did not cough once for a whole hour, 
smiled, kissed Batty’s hand, thankmg her with tears 
in his eyes, and said he felt well, had no pain, but had 
an appetite and felt stronger. He even sat up when they 



PART V, CHAPTER XX 


73 


brought him some soup, and asked for a cutlet too 
Hopeless as his case was, obvious as it was that he could 
not recover, Levin and Kitty were for that hour both 
in the same state of excitement, happy yet timid and 
fearful of being mistaken. 

‘ Better ? — Yes, much better — Wonderful ! — It is not 
at all wonderful. — Still, he’s better ! ’ they said in whispers, 
smilmg at one another. But this illusion did not last 
long. The invalid fell quietly asleep, but awoke hah an 
hour later with a fit of coughing, and immediately every 
hope fled from those around him and from himself. The 
reality of his suSermgs destroyed it, leaving no trace 
nor even any recollection of the former hopes, in Levin, 
Kitty, or the patient himself. 

Not referring to what he had believed half an hour 
previously, as though he were ashamed to remember 
it, Nicholas told them to give him a bottle of iodine 
covered with perforated paper for inhalmg. Levin 
handed it to him, and at once the look of passionate 
hope with which the invahd had received Extreme 
Unction was fixed on his brother, demandmg from him 
a confirmation of the doctor’s words to the efiect that 
mhalmg iodine worked miracles. 

‘ Kitty is not here ? ’ he asked hoarsely, glancing 
round when Levin had reluctantly confirmed the doctor’s 
statement. 

‘ No ? Then I can tell you . . . It’s for her sake 
I went through that comedy — she is such a dear ! But 
you and I cannot deceive ourselves hke that ! Now, in 
this I do believe,’ he said, clutching the bottle with his 
bony hand and beginning tl§i inhale from it. 

Between seven and eight o’clock that evening Levin 
and his wife were drinking tea in their room when Mary 
Nikolavna rushed m breathless. 

‘ He is dying I ’ she whispered. ‘ I’m afraid he’ll die 
immediately.’ 

Both ran to his room. He was sitting up with his 
long back bent, leaning his elbows on the bed and hanging 
Ms head. 

‘ What do you feel ? ’ asked Levin in a whisper, after 
a pause. 

‘ I feel I am departing,’ uttered Nicholas with an 
effort, but very distmctly, if he were pressing the 
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words out of his body. He did not lift his head but 
only turned up his eyes, failing to reach his brother’s 
face. ‘ Kate, go away,’ he added. 

Levin jumped up and in a commanding whisper told 
her to leave the room. 

‘ Departing ! ’ Nicholas repeated. 

‘ Why do you think that ? ’ asked Levin, in order to 
say something. 

‘‘ Because I am departing,’ he repeated, as if that 
word pleased him. ‘ It’s the end.’ 

Mary Nikolavna approached. 

‘ You had better lie down, you would feel easier,’ she 
said. 

‘ I’ll soon be lying,’ he said softly. ‘ Dead ! ’ he added 
cynically and angrily, ‘ Well, lay me down if you like.’ 

Levin daid his brother on his back, sat down beside 
him, and holding his breath gazed at his face. The 
dying man lay with closed eyes, but at intervals the 
muscles of his forehead worked as if he were thinking 
deeply and intently. Levin involuntarily meditated 
upon what was taking place within his brother at that 
moment, but, in spite of all the efforts of his mind to 
follow, he saw by the expression of that calm stern face 
and the play of the muscle above one eyebrow that 
somethmg was becoming clear to the dying man whieli 
for Levm remamed as dark as ever. 

‘ Yes, yes ! That’s so ! ’ Slowly pausing between 
the words, the dying man murmured, ‘ ^Vait a bit.’ 
He was silent again. ‘ That’s so 1 ’ he drawled in a 
tone of rehef, as if he had found a solution. ‘‘ Oh God ! ’ 
he muttered with a heavy sigh. 

Mary Nikolavna felt his feet. ‘ Growing cold,’ she 
whispered. 

For a long, a very long, tune as it seemed to Levin 
the invalid lay motionless, but he still lived and at long 
intervals sighed. Levin was already wearied by the 
mental strain. He felt that despite aU his mental efforts 
he could not understand what was ‘ so ’ and was already 
lagging far behmd his dying brother. He was no longer 
able to reflect on the actual problem of death, and could 
not hinder thoughts about what he would soon have 
to do *. to close his brother’s eyes, dress him, order a 
coffin. And strange to s^y he felt quite cold, and ex- 
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perienced neither joy nor grief nor a sense of loss, still 
less of pity, for his brother. If he had any feeling left 
for him it was more like envy of that knowledge which 
the dying man now possessed and which he might not 
share. 

For a long time he sat leaning over Nicholas, waiting 
for the end. But the end did not come. The door 
opened and Kitty appeared. Levin rose to stop her, 
but at that moment he heard the dying man move. 

‘ Don’t go,’ said Nicholas, and stretched out his hand. 
Levm gave him his hand, signing angrily with the other 
to his wife. 

With his brother’s hand in his. Levin sat half an hour, 
then an hour, and yet another hour. He now no longer 
thought about death at all. He was wondering what 
Kitty was doing, who lived in the next room, and 
whether the doctor had a house of his own. He wished 
to eat and sleep. Carefully disengaging his hand he 
felt his brother’s feet. They were cold, but he was 
still breathing. Levm tried to go out on tiptoe, but the 
invalid moved again and said, ‘ Don’t go. . , 

Day began to dawn, but the sick man’s condition 
remamed the same. Levin gently disengaged his hand, 
and without looking at his brother went to his own room 
and fell asleep. When he woke, instead of the news 
he expected, that his brother was dead, he heard that 
his former condition had returned. He again sat up, 
coughed, ate and talked, no longer of death, ex- 
pressed hopes of recovery, and was even more irritable 
and depressed than before. No one, neither his brother 
nor Kitty, could comfort him. He was angry with 
every one, said disagreeable things, blamed everybody 
for his sufferings,, and demanded that they should fetch 
a celebrated doctor from Moscow. To all questions of 
how he felt, he gave the same answer, with an 
angry and reproachful look : ‘ I am suffermg terribly, 
mtolerably 1 ’ 

The sick man suffered more and more, especially from 
bedsores which would no longer heal, and he grew more 
and more irritable with those about him, particularly 
because they did not bring the doctor from Moscow. 
Kitty tried to help him and comfort him m every possible 
way, but it was all in vain, and Levin saw that she herself 
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was worn out physically and mentally, though she would 
not admit it. That consciousness of death which had 
been evoked in them all by his farewell to hfe on the 
night he had sent for his brother was destroyed. Every 
one knew he would soon and inevitably die, that he 
was already half dead. Every one wished that he would 
die quickly, and they ah, concealing that feehng, brought 
him bottles of medicme, went to fetch medicmea and 
doctors, and deceived him and themselves and one 
another. It was all a lie: a repulsive, insulting, blas- 
pl|emous He ; and as a result of his character, and because 
he loved the dying man more than the others did. Levin 
felt that he most pamfuHy. 

Levin, who had long vrished to reconcile his brothers, 
even if only at the moment of death, had written 
to Sergius Ivanich, and having received his answer 
read it to Nicholas. Sergius Ivanich wrote that he 
could not come personally, but, in touchmg words, 
asked his brother’s pardon. The invahd made no 
comment. 

‘ What am I to write to him ? ’ asked Levm. ‘ I hope 
you are not angry with him ? ’ 

‘No, not at all,’ answered Nicholas, vexed at the 
question. ‘ Tell him to send me a doctor.’ 

Another three days of torture went by. The sick 
man was still in the same condition. Every one who 
saw him now desired his death : the waiters in the hotel, 
the proprietor, aU the other visitors there, the doctor, 
Mary Nikolavna, Levin, and Edtty. Only the mvaHd 
himself did not show that desire, but on the contrary 
was angry because the doctor had not been fetched, and 
he continued taking medicme and talking of Hfe. Only 
at rare moments, when opium made him forget his in- 
cessant sufferings for a moment, did he sometimes when 
half asleep express what was stronger in his soul than 
in any of the others’ : ‘ Oh, if only it were over ! ’ 
or ‘ When vcill this end I ’ 

His sufferings, regularly moreasiug, did their work 
of preparing him for death. There was no position 
that did not cause him pain ; no moments of forgetful- 
ness ; no part of his body that did not hurt and torment 
him. Even the memories, impressions, and thoughts, 
within his body now aroused in him the same sort of 
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repulsion as the body itself. The sight of other jiersons, 
their words, his own recollections, gave him nothmg 
but pain. Those about him felt this, and unconsciously 
did not permit themselves either to move freely, talk, 
or express their own wishes in his presence. His life 
was quite swallowed up in a consciousness of sufl’ering 
and a desire to be released from it. 

It was clear the change was taking place within Mm 
which would bring him to regard death as a fulfilment 
of his desires, as happiness. Formerly every separate 
desire caused by sufiermg or privation, such as hunger 
or thirst, was relieved by some bodily action which 
brought enjoyment ; but now privation and su:fiermg 
were not followed by relief, but the attempt to obtain 
relief occasioned fresh sufiermg. Therefore ah his 
desires were merged into one : a desire to be released 
from all this pam and from its source — his body. He 
had no words to express his desire for this liberation, 
and therefore did not speak of it ; but went on from 
habit demanding satisfaction of those wishes that could 
be fulfilled. ‘ Turn me on the other side,’ he said, and 
immediately afterwards asked to be put back as he 
had been. * Give me some beef tea . . . take it away. 
. . . Teh me something ! Why don’t you speak ? ’ 
Then as soon as they began to talk he shut his eyes and 
expressed weariness, indiference, and disgust. 

On the tenth day after their arrival m that town 
Kitty fell ill. She had a headache, was sick, and could 
not leave her bed aU the morniug. 

The doctor explamed her lUness as the result of fatigue 
and agitation, and ordered mental tranquillity. 

After dinner, however, Kitty got up and went as 
usual to the sick man, takmg her embroidery. Nicholas 
looked at her sternly when she entered, and smiled 
contemptuously when she said she had been ill. That 
day he oontuiually blew his nose and moaned piteously. 

‘ How do you feel ? ’ she asked him. 

‘ Worse,’ he answered with an effort. ‘ It hurts ! ’ 

' Where does it hurt ? ’ 

‘ Everywhere.’ 

‘ To-day it will end, you’U see,’ said Mary Nikolavna 
in a whisper, but so that the invalid, whose senses were 
very acute, was, as Levin saw, sure to hear her. Levin 
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said ' Husli ' ’ and turned to look at his brother. Nicholas 
had heard, but the words had no effect on him ; his look 
remained reproachful and strained. 

‘ Why do you think so ? ’ Levm asked, when she had 
foUowod him into the corridor. ^ 

‘ He has begun to clutch at himself,’ rephed Mary 
Nikolavna. 

‘ Clutch ? How ? ’ 

‘ Like this,’ she said, pullmg at the folds of her stuff 
dress. And Levin noticed that all day long the sick 
man really kept catching at himself as if wishing to 
pull something off. 

Mary Nikolavna’s prophecy was fulfilled. Toward 
night the patient could no longer raise his hands, and 
only gazed straight before him without changing the 
attentive concentrated expression of his eyes. Even 
when his brother or Kitty bent over him so that he 
could see them, he did not look at them. Kitty sent 
for the priest to read the prayers for the dying. While 
the priest read, the djdug man showed no sign of life : 
Ms eyes were closed. Levin, Kitty, and Mary Nikolavna 
stood by the bedside. The prayers were not yet ended 
when the dying man stretched himself, sighed and opened 
his eyes. Having finished the prayer, the priest touched 
the cold forehead with his cross which he then wrapped 
m his stole, and after standmg in silence another two 
minutes, touched the enormous bloodless hand, which 
was growing cold. 

‘ He has passed away,’ said the priest and turned to 
go ; but suddenly the clammy moustache of the dymg 
man moved and from the depth of his chest through the 
stillness came his voice, sharp and distinct : 

‘ Not quite ! . . . Soon.’ 

A moment later his face brightened, a smile appeared 
under the moustache, and the women who had gathered 
round him began zealously to lay out the body. 

The sight of his brother and the proximity of death 
renewed in Levin’s soul that feeling of horror at the 
inscrutability, nearness, and inevitability of death 
which had seized him on that autumn evening when 
his brother had arrived in the country. That feeling 
was now stronger even than before ; he felt even less 
able than before to understand the meaning of death, 
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and its inevitability appeared yet more terrible to him; 
but now, thanks to his wife’s presence, that feeling did 
not drive hint to despair ; m spite of death, he felt the 
necessity of living and lovmg. He felt that love had 
saved him from despair, and that that love under the 
menace of despair grew still stronger and purer. 

Scarcely had the unexplamed mystery of death been 
enacted before his eyes when another mystery just as 
inexpheable presented itself, calling to love and life. 

The doctor confirmed their supposition about Kitty. 
Her illness was pregnancy. 


CHAPTER XXI 

Feom the moment that Karenin understood from his 
conversations with Betsy and Oblonsky that all that was 
asked of him was that he should leave his wife in peace 
and not trouble her with his presence and that his wife 
herself wished this, he felt so lost that he could decide 
nothing for himself, did not know what he now wanted, 
and having placed himself in the hands of those who 
with so much pleasure busied themselves with his affahs, 
he consented to everything. Only after Anna had left 
his house, and the English governess sent to ask him 
whether she was to dine with him or alone, did he for 
the first time clearly understand his position, and he was 
horror-struck at it 

What was most painful in his situation was his inability 
to reconcile his past hfe with the present state of thmgs. 
It was not the past when he Hved happily with his 
wife that perplexed him, the transition from that past 
to the consciousness of his wife’s infidelity he had already 
painfully passed through ; that had been trying, but 
it was comprehensible. Had his wife then, after con- 
fessing her infidelity, left him, he would have been 
grieved and unhappy, but he would not have felt himself 
to be in such an unintelUgihle impasse as now. He 
could not at aU reconcile his recent forgiveness, his 
emotion and love for his sick wife and for another 
man’s baby, with the present position : with the fact 
that, as if in reward for »U that, he was now left 
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alone, disgraced, ridiculed, not wanted by anyone and 
despised by alL 

The first two days after his wife’s departure Karenin 
received petitioners, and his private secretary, attended 
Committee Meetings, and went to the dming-room to 
dinner as usual. Without rendering account to himself 
why h© did it, during those two days he tried with all 
his might to appear calm and even indifferent. When 
answering questions as to what should be done with 
Anna’s rooms and belongings, he made the greatest efforts 
to seem like a man by whom what had taken place had 
not been unforeseen, and who did not consider it extra* 
ordinary. In this he succeeded : no one could have 
observed in him any signs of despair. But on the third 
day, when Korney brought him a bill from a firm of 
milliners which Anna had forgotten to pay, and mformeci 
iiim that the shopman had come m person, he had him 
brought in. 

‘ Excuse me, your Excellency, for takmg the hberty 
of troubling you ! But if you wish us to address our- 
selves to her Excellency, please be so good as to let 
us have her address ! ’ 

Karenin appeared to he considering, when suddenly 
he turned round and sat down at the table. Dropping 
his head on his hands he sat thus for a long time, tried 
several times to speak, but stopped short. 

Comprehending his master’s emotion, Korney asked 
the assistant to come agam another time. Karenin, 
left alon'e, realized that he could not any longer mam- 
tain an appearance of firmness and calm. He ordered 
the carriage that was waiting, to be unharnessed, said 
that he would receive no one, and did not appear at 
dinner. 

He felt that he could not bear the general pressure 
of contempt and harshness which he had clearly seen 
in the faces of that shop-assistant and of Korney, and 
of every one without exception whom he had met during 
those two days, He felt that he could not divert from 
himself people’s hatred, because that hatred was caused 
not by his badness (had it been so be might have tried 
to be better) but by his disgraceful and repulsive 
misery. He knew that for that reason — because his 
heart was rent in pieces^ — ^hey would be pitiless toward 
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him. He felt that people would destroy him, as dogs 
kill a tortured dog that is whinmg with pain. He knew 
that the only way of escape from men was to hide his 
wounds from them. He had unconsciously tried to do 
so for two days, and now felt himself luiable to continue 
the unequal struggle. 

His despair was heightened by the consciousness 
that he was quite alone m his sorrow. Not only was 
there not a soul in Petersburg to whom he could express 
what he felt, who would pity him, not as a high official, 
not as a member of a society, but simiily as a suSering 
human being — but nowhere at all had he any such 
friend. 

Karenin had been left an orphan. There were two 
of them : he had a brother. They could not remem- 
ber their father, and their mother died when Alexis 
Alexandrovich was ten years old. They had small 
means. Their uncle, Karenm, a high official and at 
one time a favourite with the late Emperor, brought 
them up. 

Having taken a medal on finishing, both at school 
and at the university, Karenin, bj^ his uncle’s help, 
started at once on a conspicuous path in the Civil Service, 
and from that time devoted himself entirely to official 
ambition. Neither at school nor at the university, nor 
afterwards, in the Service, did he enter •into friendly 
relations with anyone. His brother was nearest to his 
heart, but he served under the Ministry of Foreign 
ASairs and always lived abroad, where he died soon 
after Alexis Alexandrovich’s marriage. 

At the time when he was Governor of a Province, 
Anna’s aunt, a rich provincial lady, introduced him, 
w’'ho though not a young man was a young Governor, 
to her niece, and contrived to put him in such a position 
that he was obliged either to propose or leave the town. 
Karenm hesitated long. At that time there were as 
many reasons for the step as against it, but there was 
no such decisive reason as to make him neglect his rule 
of refraining when in doubt. But Anna’s aunt intimated 
to him, through an acquaintance, that he had aheady 
compromised the girl, and that he was in honour bound 
to propose to her. He proposed, and devoted to hi^ 
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betrothed and to his wife all the feeling of which he was 
capable. 

His attachment to Anna excluded from his soul any 
need he had felt for affectionate relations with other 
persons ; and now, among all his acquaintances, he 
had no intimate friend. He was connected with many 
people, but had friendly relations with none. He knew 
many persons whom he could invite to dmner, could 
ask to take part in anythmg he was interested in or 
to use their influence for some petitioner, and with 
whom he could frankly discuss the actions of other men 
and of the Government; but his relations with these 
persons were confined to a sphere strictly hmited by 
custom and habit from which it was impossible to escape. 
There was a fellow-student at the umversity with whom 
he had subsequently become friendly, and to whom he 
might have spoken of his grief ; but that fellow-student 
was now curator in a distant educational district. Of 
the Petersburg people the most intimate and most likely 
were the doctor, and Michael Vasilich Slyudin, his private 
secretary. 

Slyudin was an unaffected, intelligent, kindly and 
moral man, who, Karenin felt, had a personal hkmg for 
himself ; but their five years’ ofificial activity together 
had built a barrier in the way of any intimate talk between 
them. 

Once Karenin, having finished signing documents, 
remained silent a long time, glancing now and then 
at Michael Vasihch, and tried several times but was 
unable to begm speaking. He had prepared a phrase : 

‘ You have heard of my misfortune ? ’ but it ended by 
his saying merely the usual, ‘ Then you will get this 
ready for me ? ’ and letting him go. 

The other person, the doctor, was also weii-inciined 
toward Karenm, but they had long ago come to a tacit 
understanding that they were both overwhelmed with 
work and had no time to spare. 

Of his women friends, including the principal one 
among them, the Countess Lydia Ivanovna, Karenm 
did not think at all. AB women, as such, appeared 
to him dreadful and repulsive. 
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CHAPTER XXII 

KAKBNm had forgotten the Countess Lydia Ivanovna, 
but she had not forgotten him. At that most painful 
time of lonely despair she came to his house and entered 
his study unannounced. She found him m the posture 
in which he had long sat, resting his head on his hands. 

‘ Xai force la consigne I " ^ she said as she entered with 
hurried steps, breathing heavily from her rapid move- 
ment and from excitement. ‘ I have heard everything. 
Alexis Alexandrovich, my dear friend ! ’ she continued, 
Irmly clasping his hand in both hers and gazing with 
,ier beautiful dreamy eyes into his. 

Karenin rose frowning, and disengagmg his hand 
moved a chair toward her. 

‘ If you please, Countess I — I do not receive because 
i am iU,’ he said, and his hps trembled. 

‘ My dear friend ! ’ repeated the Countess with her 
eyes fixed on him ; and suddenly the inner corners of 
her eyebrows rose, formmg a triangle on her forehead, 
and her plain yellow face grew still plainer ; but Karenin 
felt that she was sorry for him and ready to cry. 
He was moved, and seizmg her plump hand began 
’:issmg it. 

I ‘ My dear friend ! ’ she repeated in a voice broken 
.jy emotion, ^ you must not give way to sorrow. Your 
orrow is great, but you will find consolation.’ 

‘ I am broken, I am stricken ! I am no longer a man ' ’ 
aid Karenin, releasing her hand but continumg to gaze 
into her tearful eyes. ‘ My position is terrible because 
f caimot find support anywhere, cannot find it even m 
myself.’ 

‘ You will find support ; do not seek it in me, though 
I want you to believe in my friendship,’ she replied 
with a sigh. Love is the only support, that love which 
He has bequeathed us I His yoke is easy,’ she went 
on with that ecstatic look he knew so wefl. ‘He will 
support you and help you ! ’ 

Though it was evident that she was touched hy her 
bwn lofty sentiments, and though her words proceeded 
from that new, ecstatic, mystic influence which had 
a ‘ IVe forced my Vay m.’ 
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lately spread througli Petersburg and which Karenin 
had considered siiperiiuoiis, it was pleasant to him to 
hear them now. 

‘ I am wcak—I am done for ! I did not foresee it, 
and don’t understand it now ! ’ 

‘ hj[y dear friend ! ’ Lydia Ivanovna said once more. 

‘ It is not the loss of what no longer exists, it is not 
that,’ continued Karenm. ‘ I don’t regret that, but I 
cannot help feeling ashamed before others of the position 
I am in. That is wrong, but 1 can’t help it, I can’t.’ 

‘ It is not you who have performed that great act 
of forgiveness which fills me and everybody else with 
rapture, but He that dwells within your heart,’ said ‘ 
the Countess Lydia Ivanovna, turning up her eyes'^ 
ecstatically, ‘ and therefore you must not be ashamed 
of your action.’ 

Karenm froivned, and bendmg his hands backward 
began cracking his fingers. 

" One must know all the details,’ he said m a high- 
pitched voice. ‘ Human strength has its limits, Countess, 
and I have reached the limits of mine. All day long 
I have had to take domestic decisions resultmg from ’ 
(he emphasized the word ‘ resulting ’) ‘ my new solitary 
position. The servants, the governess, the bills . 

These petty flames have burnt me, and I was unable 
to bear it. At dinner . . . yesterday, I very nearly 
left the table. I could not bear the way my son looked 
at me. He did not ask me the meanmg of it all, but 
he wanted to ask, and I could not endure his look. He 
was afraid of looking at me. But this is not all. . . .’ 

Karenm was gomg to mention the bill that had been 
brought him, hut his voice shook and he paused.* He 
could not think of that biU, made out on blue paper, 
for a bonnet and ribbons, without pitying himself. 

‘ I understand, dear friend,’ said the Countess Lydia 
Ivanovna. ‘I understand it all. Not in me will you 
find help and consolation, though I have come to help 
you if 1 can. If 1 could take all those tnvial humiliating 
cares ofl your shoulders ? ... I see that a woman’s 
word, a woman’s direction, is wanted. Will you entrust 
it to me ? ’ 

Karenm silently and gratefully pressed her hand. 

‘ We win look after Serezha together. I am not good 
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in practical matters, still I wiU undertake it — I will 
be your housekeeper. Do not thank me. I am not 
doing it of myself. . . 

‘ I cannot help thaakmg 5’'ou ’ 

‘ But, my dear friend, do not give way to that feeling 
you were speaking about — of bemg ashamed of that 
which IS the utmost height of Christianity ! '‘He that 
humbleth himself shall be exalted,” and you must not 
thank me ’ You must thank Him, and ask Him for help. 
In Him alone you will find peace, comfort, salvation, and 
love I ’ And raising her eyes to Heaven she began to 
pray, as Karenin understood from her silence. 

Karenin listened to her now, and those very expres- 
sions, which formerly had seemed to him if not dis- 
agreeable at least superfluous, now seemed natural 
and comforting. He did not like that new ecstatic 
influence. He was a believer, interested in religion 
chiefly from a political point of view, and this new teacli- 
mg which allowed itself some novel interpretation, just 
because it paved the way for disputes and analyses, 
was repugnant to him on principle. He had formerly 
regarded the new teaching with coldness and even 
hostility, and had never discussed it with the Countess 
Lydia Ivanovna (who was carried away by it), but had 
carefully and silently evaded her challenges. Now for 
the first time he listened to her words with pleasure 
and without mental rejoinder. 

‘ I am very, very grateful to you, both for your actions 
and your words,’ said he when she had finished praying. 

The Countess Lydia Ivanovna once more pressed 
both the hands of her friend. 

‘ Now I am going to act,’ she said, smilmg and wiping 
the traces of tears from her face. ‘ I am going to see 
Serezha. Only in extreme cases will I apply to you,’ 
and she rose and went out. 

The Countess went to Serezha’s part of the house 
and there, watering the frightened boy’s checks with 
her tears, told him that his father was a saint and that 
his mother was dead. 

The Countess kept her word. She really took upon 
herself the care of arranging and managing Karenin’s 
household, but she had not exaggerated when she said 
she was not good at practical matters. None of her 
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directions could be carried out without alteration, and 
the alterations w'ere made by Karenin’s valet, Korney, 
wlio now inipercej)tibly directed the whole househokl 
(,)uietly and tactfully, while helping his master dress, 
he would inform him ot anything that was necessary. 
But nevfU'thekHs Lydia Ivanovna’s help was in the 
highest degre(‘ effective, for it gave Karenin the moral 
sup])ort of tiie consciousness of her affection and respect, 
and especially of the fact that she had nearly converted 
him to Bhristianity (as it consoled her to believe) ; that 
!s to say, she liad ciianged him from an apathetic, indolent 
believer into a fervent and firm adherent of that new 
intorpretatioii of the Christian teaching which had lately 
spread m Petersburg. For Karenin it was easy to accept 
that interpretation. Like Lydia Ivanovna and others 
who shared these views, Karen m was quite devoid of 
that deep imaginative faculty of the soul by which ideas 
aroused by the imagination become so vivid that they 
must be brought into conformity with other ideas and 
with reality. He saw nothing impossible or incongruous 
in the notion that death which exists for the unbeliever 
<lid not exist for him, and that as he possessed complete 
faith—of the measure of which he himself was the judge 
~ tlicre was no longer any sin in his soul, and he already 
cx]iericnced complete salvation here on earth. 

it is true that the frivolity and falseness of this view 
of his faith were vaguely felt by Karenm. He knew that 
when, without thinking that his forgiveness was the 
act of a Higher Power, he had surrendered to his faith, 
he had experienced more joy than when, as now, he was 
perpetually thinking that Christ lived in his soul, and 
that -while signing documents he was fulfilling His will. 
But it was absolutely necessary for Karenin to think 
thus ; it was so necessary for him in his humiliation to 
possess at least this imaginary exaltation, from the height 
of which he, the despised of all, was able to despise 
others, that he clung to this mock salvation as if it were 
the real thing. 
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CHAPTER XXIII 

The Countess Lydia Ivanovna when quite a young and 
ecstatic gill was married to a rich, aristocratic, very 
good-natured, and most jovial profligate. About two 
months after their marriage her husband left her, and 
only answered her ecstatic assurances of tenderness 
with ridicule and even with animosity — which those 
who knew the Count’s good-nature, and who saw no 
fault in the ecstatic Lydia, were quite unable to explain. 
Since then, though not divorced, they lived apart ; and 
when the husband did meet his wife he always treated 
her with an unchanging venomous irony which seemed 
inexplicable. 

The Countess Lydia had long ago ceased to be in love 
with her husband, but since then had never ceased to 
be in love with somebody else. She was in love with 
several persons at once, both men and women ; she 
had been in love with almost every one who was specially 
notable. She was in love vdth all the new Princes and 
Princesses who became connected with the Imperial 
family, she was in love with a Metropolitan, a Suffragan, 
and a priest. She had been in love with a journalist, 
three Slavs, Komisarov,^ one of the Ministers, a doctor, 
an English missionary, and now with Karenin All 
these passions, ever waxing or waning, did not interfere 
with her carrying on very widespread and complicated 
relations with the Court and Society. But from the 
time she took Karenm under her special protection 
after his misfortune — from the time she exerted herself 
in his house, labouring for his welfare— she felt that 
ail her other passions were unreal, and that she now 
truly loved only Karenin. The feelmg she now had for 
him seemed to her stronger than any of her former 
sentiments. Analysing that feeling, and comparing it 
with her previous loves, she saw clearly that she would 
not have been in love with Komisarov had he not saved 
the Tsar’s life, nor with Ristich-Kudzhitsky but for the 
Slavonic question ; but that she loved Karenm for 
himself, for his lofty, misunderstood soul, for the high- 

1 A man who sayed the life of Alexarwier II. by biocMng the pistol from 
the hand of a would-be assassin. 
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latcbecl tone of his voice with the long-drawn inflectioas 
whieli she thougiit charming, for his w’^eary eyes, for his 
character, and for his soft hands with their swollen 
veins. She was not only glad to meet him, but searched 
hib face for signs of the impression she created on him 
Hhe wished to please him not merely by words, but 
her whole self. For his sake she now paid more atten- 
tion to her dross than ever before. She caught herseK 
iiieriitatmg on what might have been had she not married 
and had he been free. She blushed with excitement 
when he entered the room, and could not repress a smile 
of delight wiien he said something agreeable to her. 

For some days the Countess Lydia Ivanovna had 
lieen greatly excited. She had heard that Anna and 
Vronsky were in Petersburg. It was necessary to save 
Karenin from meeting her, necessary even to save him 
from the painful knowledge that that dreadful woman 
was in the same town with him, and that he might come 
f! cross her at any moment. 

Lydia Ivanovna found out through acquamtances 
iviiat ‘ those disgusting people,’ as she called Amia 
and Vronsky, mtended to do, and tried so to direct 
her friend’s steps during those days that he should not 
meet them. A young adjutant, a comrade of Vronsky’s, 
through whom she had her information, who hoped 
through her influence to obtain a concession, told her 
lhat they had finished their affairs and were leaving 
Petersburg next day. Lydia Ivanovna w^as beginning 
to breathe freely again, when next morning she received 
a note and with horror recognized the handwriting. 
It was Anna Karenina’s. The envelope was as thick as 
parchment ; there was a large monogram on the narrow 
yellow sheet, and the letter had a delicious perfume. 

‘ Who brought it ? ’ 

‘ A commissionaire from the hotel.’ 

It was some time before the Countess Lydia Ivanovna 
could sit down to read the letter. Her agitation brought 
on a fit of asthma, to which she was subject. When 
she grew calmer, she read the following, written in 
French : 

' Madame la Comtesse ! — The Christian feelings 
which fill your heart entourage me to what I feel to 
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be the unpardonable boldness of writing to you. I 
am unhappy at being parted from my son. I entreat 
you to permit me to see him once before my departure. 
Forgive me for reminding you of myself. I address 
myself to you, instead of to Alexis Alexandrovich, only 
because I do not wish to give pain to that high-minded 
man by reminding him of myself. Knowing your friend- 
ship for h^m, I feel that you will understand me. Will 
you send Serezha to me, or shall I come to the house 
at an apjpointed time, or will you let me know when 
and where I can meet him away from home ? I do 
not anticipate a refusal, knowing the magnanimity of 
the person on whom the decision depends. You cannot 
imagine the yearnmg I have to see him, and therefore 
cannot imagine the gratitude which your help will awaken 
in me —Anna.’ 

Everything in that letter irritated the Countess Lydia 
Ivanovna : its matter, the hint contained in the word 
‘ magnanimity,’ and especially what seemed to her its 
free and easy tone. 

‘ Say there will be no answer,’ said the Countess Lydia 
Ivanovna, and at once opened her blotter and wrote 
to Karenin that she hoped to meet him about one o’clock 
at the Palace, at the Birthday Reception. 

‘ I must talk over an important and sad matter with 
you, and we can arrange where. Best of all at my house, 
where I will have j^our special tea ready. It is necessary. 
He sends a cross, but He also sends strength to bear it,’ 
she added, to prepare him somewhat. 

The Countess Lydia Ivanovna generally wrote two 
or three notes a day to Karenin. She bleed that way 
of communicating wuth him, which had an elegance and 
secrecy absent in their personal interviews. 


CHAPTER XXIV 

The congratulations at the Palace were over. Meeting 
as they were going out, acquaintances chatted about 
the latest news, the newly awarded honours, and the 
changes among the highest officials. 
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‘ How would it do to appoint Countess Mary Borisovna, 
Minister ot War ? and Princess Vatkovskaya, Chief 
of the Staff ? ’ said a grey-haired old man in a gold- 
emhroidercd uniform to a tall and beautiful Maid of 
Honour, in answer to her question about the promotions. 

' And me, aide-de-camp/ replied the Maid of Honour 
with a smile. 

* Voiir jiost is already assigned to you : in the Ecclesi- 
astical department with Karenin as your assistant.’ 

‘ How do you do, Prince ? ’ added the old man, shaking 
hands with some one who had just come up. 

' What w^'ere you saying about Karenm ? ’ inquired 
the Prince. 

' Pie and Putyatov have received the Order of Alexander 
Nevsky.’ 

‘ i thought he had it already.’ 

‘ No. Just look at him,’ said the old man, pointing 
with his gold-trimmed hat to Karenin who, in Court 
uniform, with a new red ribbon round his shoulder, 
stood in the doorway with an important member of 
the State Council. ‘ As happy and contented as a brass 
farthing,’ he added, pausmg to shake hands with an 
athletic, handsome chamberlain. 

‘ No, lie has aged,’ said the chamberlain. 

‘ From hard work. He is always writing projects 
now. He w'lU not release that unfortunate fellow until 
he has exjiouncled everything, point by point.’ 

‘ Aged indeed ! 11 fait des passions I ^ I think that 
now the Countess Lydia Ivanovna is jealous of his 
w ife.’ 

‘ Oh, come I Please don’t say anything bad about 
the Countess.’ 

‘ But is it bad that she is in love with Karenin ? ’ 

‘ And is it true that his wife is here ? ’ 

‘ Of course not here in the Palace, but she is in Peters- 
burg. X met her and Alexis Vronsky walking arm in 
arm on the Morskaya.’ 

‘ G^est un liormne qui rCa pas ^ . . .’ began the cham- 
berlain, but stopped short to make way for and to bow 
to a member of the Imperial family who passed by. 

In this way they chattered unceasingly about Karenin, 
blaming him and laughing at him, while he, barring the 

1 He lias Ipve allairs 1 • 2 That’s a man who has not . . , 



91 


PART V, CHAPTER XXIV 

way to the member of the State Council whom he had 
buttonholed, and not pansmg for a moment ior fear he 
might slip away, expounded point by point some financial 
project of his. f 

Almost at the same time that his wife had left Karenm, 
the most painful thing that can befall an official — the 
cessation of his ascent in the Seiwice — had befallen him. 
That cessation was an accomplished fact, clearly visible 
to every one, though Karenm himself had not yet realized 
that his career was at an end. Whether it was his con- 
flict with Stremov or the misfortune with his wife, or 
simply that he had reached his predestined limit — at 
any rate it had that year become obvious to every one 
that his career was over He still held an important 
post, was member of many Commissions and Committees, 
but he was finished, and from him nothing further was 
to be looked for. Whatever he might say, whatever 
he might propose, he was listened to as if all ho was 
proposing had long been known and was what no one 
wanted. But Karenin was not sensible of this : on 
the contrary, being now outside Government work, 
he saw more clearly than ever the defects and mistakes 
made by others, and considered it his duty to point 
out how those mistakes might he rectified. Soon 
after the partiilg with his wife he began writing a 
pamphlet on the new legal procedure — the first of an 
innumerable senes of unwanted pamphlets on every 
administrative department which it was his fate to 
WTite. 

But Karenm, far from noticing the hopelessness of 
his position in officialdom and being troubled by it, 
was more satisfied with his work than ever. 

‘ He that is married careth for the things that are 
of the world, how he may please his wife . . . but he 
that is unmarried careth for the things that belong 
to the Lord and how to please the Lord,’ says the Apostle 
Paul ; and Karenin, who was now guided in all his 
actions by the Scriptures, often recalled that text. He 
thought that since he had been without a wife he had 
served the Lord by means of these very projects more 
than before. 

The evident impatience of the Member of the Council 
did not trouble Karenin, wko left off expounding his 
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jtrojcct only when the Councillor, profiting by a royal 
personage’s passing, slipped away. 

Left alone, Karenin bowed his head, collecting his 
thoughts, and then turned absent-mindedly toward 
tiio door whore he hoped to meet the Countess Lydia 
Ivanovna. ' How strong and healthy they all are 
])hysicaily,’ he thought, glancing at the powerfully -built 
chamberlain with his well- brushed and perfumed whiskers, 
and at the iredneck of a Prince m a tightly -fitting uniform, 
whom he had to pass on his way. ‘ It is truly said that 
everything in the world is sin,’ he thought, again glancing 
out of liio comers of his eyes at the chamberlain’s 
calves. 

Moving his feet deliberately, Karenin, with his usual 
air of v'eanness and dignity, bowed to those gentlemen 
\Uio were talkmg about him, and his eyes searched 
/luough tlie doorway for the Countess. 

‘ Ah, Alexis Alexandrovich ! ’ cried the old man with 
a malevolent gleam in his eyes as Kareimi passed 
!nni bowing coldly. ‘ I have not yet congratulated 
you,’ he went on, pointing to Karenin’s newly-awarded 
ribbon. 

' Thank you,’ replied Karenin. ‘ What a hemitiful 
flay it IS,’ he addeef, laying, as was his wont, peculiar 
stress on the word " beautiful.’ 

He knew that they were laughing at him, but he no 
longer looked for anything except hostility from them; 
he was already accustomed to it. 

Having caught sight, ]ust as she entered, of the Countess 
Ijvdia Ivanovna’s yellow shoulders emerging from her 
rorset, and of her beautiful dreamy eyes summoning 
him, Karenin smiled, revealmg his white impeccable 
teeth, and went up to her. 

Lydia Ivanovna’s dress had cost her a great deal of 
trouble, as was the case with all her attire of late. Her 
purpose in dressing was now quite the reverse of what 
she had had in view thirty years ago. Then she had 
wished to adorn herself somehow, the more the better ; 
now, on the contrary, she was obliged to be adorned so 
unsuitably to her age and figure, that she was only con- 
cerned that the incongruity between these adornments 
and her own appearance should not be too dreadful. 
As far as Karenin was concerned she attained her object. 
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and to him &h<3 seemed attractive. In his eyes she was 
the only islet, not of kindly feelmg only but of affection, 
in the ocean of hostility and ridicule which surrounded 
him. 

As he now ran the gauntlet of those mocking eyes 
he was drawn toward her enamoured look as naturally 
as a plant is drawn toward the sun. 

‘ I congratulate you,’ she said, indicating the ribbon 
by a look. 

Repressmg a smile of pleasure, he shrugged his shoulders 
and closed his eyes, as if to say that it could not give 
him pleasure. The Countess Lydia Ivanovna knew very 
well that it was one of his greatest pleasures, though 
he would never confess it. 

‘ How is our angel ? ’ asked she, meanmg Serezha. 

‘ I can’t say I am quite satisfied with him,’ replied 
Kaienm, raismg his eyebrows and openmg his eyes. 

' And Sitnikov too is dissatisfied wdth him.’ SitniJiov 
was the tutor to whom Serezha’s secular education was 
entrusted. ‘ As I told you, he shows a certain coldness 
toward those most important questions which should 
stir the soul of every man and child,’ he went on, speakmg 
on the only subject which interested him outside the 
Service — the education of his son. 

When with Lydia Ivanovna’s help he had returned 
to hie and activity, he bad felt it his duty to take his 
son’s education m hand. Never havmg occupied him- 
self with educational matters before, he devoted some 
time to studying the matter theoretically. After reading 
several books on anthropology, pedagogics, and didactics, 
he formed a plan of education, and havmg engaged the 
best Petersburg educationalist for supervision, he set to 
work. And this undertakmg occupied him continually. 

‘ Yes, but his heart 1 I see m him his father’s heart, 
and with such a heart a child can’t he bad ! ’ said Lydia 
Ivanovna, enthusiastically. 

^ Perhaps. Well, as far as I am concerned I do my 
duty, which is all I can do.’ 

' Will you come and see me ? ’ said the Countess after 
a pause. ‘ We must talk over something painful to you. 
I would have given anything to save you from certain 
memories, hut other people think differently. I had 
a letter from her. She is here in Petersburg.’ 

211 i>3 
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Ka, renin started at the reference to his wife, but im- 
mediately his face assumed a death-like immobilit^y 
which showed utter helplessness m the matter. 

* I expected it,’ he said. 

The Countess Lydia Ivanovna looked at him ecstatic- 
ally, and her eyes filled with tears of rapturous admiration 
at the loftiness of his soul. 


CHAPTER XXV 

When Karenin entered the Countess Lydia lyanovna’s 
snug little boudoir, which was full of old china and had 
its walls covered with portraits, the hostess was not 
yet there. 

8he was changing her dress. 

Upon a round table covered with a cloth stood a 
Chmeso tea service and a silver kettle over a spirit lamp. 
Karenin glanced absent-mindedly at the numberless 
familiar portraits decorating the boudoir, and sittmg 
down by the table opened a New Testament that was 
on it. The rustle of the Countess’s silk dress roused 
him. 

‘ Well, now we can sit down quietly,’ said she with 
an agitated smile, as she squeezed herself in between 
the tabic and sofa, ‘ and have a chat over our tea.’ 

After a few v/ords of preparation the Countess, breath- 
ing heavily and hlushmg, handed him the letter she had 
received. 

When he had read the letter Karenin was silent for 
a long time. 

‘ I don’t consider that I have a right to refuse,’ he 
said timidly, raising his eyes. 

‘ My dear friend, you see no evil in anyone ! ’ 

‘ On the contrary, I see that everythmg is evil. But 
is it right . . 

His face exjiressed uncertainty and a desue for advice, 
support, and guidance in a matter he did not understand. 

‘ No,’ she interrupted him, ‘ there are limits to every- 
thing ! I understand immorality,’ she said, not quite 
sincerely, for she never could have understood that 
which leads women to immorality, ‘ but I do not under- 
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stand cruelty . . . and to whom ? To you ’ How 
can she stay in the town you are in ? But it’s quite 
true, “ Live and learn ” ! And I am learning to under- 
stand your loftiness and her baseness.’ 

‘ But who will throw the stone ? ’ said he, evidently 
pleased with his idle. ‘ I have quite forgiven her, and 
therefore cannot refuse her what her love for her son 
demands.’ 

‘ But is it love, dear friend ? Is it sincere ? Granted 
that you have forgiven her, and do forgive her ; but 
have we the right to act thus toward the soul of that 
angel ? He thmks she is dead. He prays for her and 
asks God to forgive her her sins, and it is better so. But 
this . . . what will he think ? ’ 

‘ I had not thought of that,’ said Karenm, evidently 
agreeing with her. 

The Countess covered her face with her hands and 
remamed silent. She was praying. 

‘ If you ask my advice,’ she said, when her prayer 
was ended and she uncovered her face, I do not advise 
you to do it I Ho I not see how you are suffering, how 
this has reopened all your wounds ! Of course as usual 
you are not thinking of yourself. But what can it 
lead to ? Renewed pain for yourself, and pain for the 
child ! If there is anything human left in her, she herself 
should not desire it. No, I advise you unhesitatingly 
not to allow it, and with your permission I will write 
to her.’ 

Karenin agreed, and the Countess Lydia Ivanovna 
wrote in French as follows ; 

‘ Madame ! — To remind your son of you might lead 
to his asking questions which it would be impossible 
to answer without implanting in his soul a spirit of 
condemnation for what should be holy to him, and 
therefore I beg you to take your husband’s refusal in 
the spirit of Christian love. I pray the Almighty to 
be merciful to you.— Countess Lydia.’ 

This letter achieved the secret purpose which the 
Countess Lydia Ivanovna hid even from herself. It 
wounded Anna to the depths of her soul. 

Karenm too, on returning home from Lydia Ivanovna’s, 
could not give his attention* to his usual occupations 
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nor find that spiritual peace of a believer who has found 
salvation, which he had felt before. 

The memory of his wife who was so guilty toward 
him, and toward whom he was so saintly, as the Countess 
Lydia Ivanovna had justly told him, should not have 
upset him ; but he was not at ease : he could not under- 
stand the book he was reading, could not drive away 
tormenting memories of his relations with her, and of 
the mistakes which, as it now appeared to him, he had 
committed in regard to her. The memory of the manner 
in which, when returning from the faces, he had received 
her confession of unfaithfulness (especially the fact that 
he had demanded of her only external propriety and 
had not challenged Vronsky) tormented him like remorse. 
The memory of the letter he had written to her also 
tormented him ; above all his forgiveness, which no 
one wanted, and his care for another man’s child, burned 
his heart with shame and regret. 

He now felt a similar sense of shame and remorse 
when thinldng of his whole past with her, and recalling 
the awkward words in which, after much hesitation, 
he had proposed to her. 

‘ But wherein am I to blame ? ’ he asked himself, 
and as usual that question suggested another : Did 
those others — those Vronskys and Oblonskys and those 
fat-calved chamberlains — feel differently, love differently, 
marry differently ? And there rose before his mind’s 
eye a whole row of those vigorous, strong, self-assured 
men, who had always involuntarily attracted his curiosity 
and attention. He drove these thoughts from him, 
and tried to convince himself that he was not living 
for the present temporal life but for eternal life, and 
tliat his soul was full of peace and love. But the fact 
that in this temporary insignificant life he had committed, 
as it seemed to him, some trivial errors, tormented him 
as much as if the eternal salvation in which he believed 
did not exist. But this temptation did not last long, 
and soon that tranquil elevation, thanks to which he 
could forget the things he did not wish to remember, 
was re-estabhshed in his soul 
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CHAPTER XXVI 

‘ Well, Kapitoiuch ? ’ said Serezha, as on the day before 
his birthday he returned rosy and bright from a walk, 
and gave his overcoat to the tall old hail-porter, who 
looked smilingly down from his height at the little fellow. 

' Web, has the bandaged official been to-day ? Has 
Papa seen him ? ’ 

‘ He has seen him. As soon as the secretary left, 
I announced him,’ answered the haU-porter with a wmk. 

‘ Let me take it of! for you.’ 

‘ Serezha ! ’ said his tutor, a Slav, stopping in the 
doorway that led to the mner rooms, ‘ take it oS your- 
self.’ But Serezha, though he heard his tutor’s weak 
voice, paid no heed to it. He stood holding on by the 
porter’s shoulder-strap and looking mto his face. 

‘ WeU, and has Papa done what he wanted ? ’ 

The hall-porter nodded affirmatively. 

The bandaged official, who had called seven times 
to petition Karenin about somethmg, interested both 
Serezha and the hall-porter. Serezha had met him m 
the haU, and had heard him piteously begging the porter 
to announce him to Karenin, and saying that he and 
his children were face to face with death. 

Suice then, having again met the official in the hall, 
Serezha had become interested in him. 

‘ And was he very glad ? ’ he asked. 

‘ How could he help being glad ? He nearly jumped 
for joy as he went away.’ 

‘ And has anything been brought ? ’ inquired Serezha, 
after a pause. 

‘ WeU, sir,’ said the porter, shaking’ his head and 
whispering, ‘ there is something from the Countess.’ 

Serezha knew at once that the hall-porter was speaking 
of a birthday present for him from the Countess Lydia 
Ivanovna. 

‘ You don’t say so ? Where is it ? ’ 

‘ Korney has taken it in to your Papa. I should think 
it’s a fine thiag.’ 

‘ What size ? About so big ? ’ 

‘ Not quite, but a fine thing.’ 

‘ A book ? ’ , 
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^ No, just a thing. Go, go I Vasily Lukich is calling 
you,’ said the hall-porter, hearing the approaching step 
of the tutor, and gently disengaging the little hand m 
the half-drawn-off glove which held him by his shoulder- 
strap, as he nodded and winked toward the tutor. 

‘ Vasily Lukich, one moment ! ’ said Serezha with 
that bright and affectionate smile which always overcame 
the conscientious Vasily Lukich- 

Serezha was in too high spirits, too happy not to 
share with his friend the hall-porter another family 
joy about which he had heard from Lydia Ivanovna’s 
niece, whom he met walkmg in the Summer Gardens. 
This joy appeared to him particularly important because 
it coincided with the satisfaction of the official, and his own 
happiness that a present had been brought. To Serezha 
it seemed that this day was one on which everybody 
ought to be happy and gay. 

‘ Do you know, Papa has received the Order of 
Alexander Nevsky ? ’ 

‘ Of course I do ! People have already been calling 
to congratulate him,’ 

‘ Well, and is he pleased ? ’ 

‘ How can he help being pleased at the Tsar’s favour ? 
It shows he’s deserved it,’ replied the hall-porter sternly 
and seriously. 

Serezha grew thoughtful as he peered into the hall- 
porter’s face, which ho had studied in minute detail — • 
especially the chin which hung beneath the grey whiskers 
and which no one saw but Serezha, who always looked 
up at him. 

‘ And your daughter, has she been here lately ? ’ 

The hall-porter’s daughter was a ballet-dancer, 

‘ How can she come on week-days ? They have to 
learn too, and so must you, sir ! Go along 1 ’ 

On entering the schoolroom, instead of sitting down 
to his lessons, Serezha told his tutor of his guess that 
the parcel that had been brought must be a railway 
ti*ain. 

‘ \yiiat do you think ? ’ he asked. 

But Vasily Lukich only thought that Serezha must 
prepare his grammar lesson, as bus teacher was oommg 
at two. 

‘ Oh, but just tell me, Vasily Lukich ! ’ said Serezha, 
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suddenly, after sitting down at the table with a book 
in his hand. ‘ What is higher than the Alexander 
Nevsky ? You know Papa has received the Order 
of ^Alexander Nevsky ? ’ 

Vasily Lukich replied that the Order of Vladimir was 
higher 

‘ And higher still ? ' 

‘ The highest is the St. Andrew.’ 

‘ And higher still ? ’ 

‘ I don’t know.’ 

‘ Even you don’t know ! ’ And Serezha, leaning his 
elbows on the table, began to reflect. 

His reflections were most complex and varied. He 
imagined his father suddenly receivmg the Orders of 
Vladimir and Samb Andrew, and how much kinder in 
conseq^uence he would be to-day at lesson- time, and 
how he himself when he grew^ up would receive all the 
Orders, and that they would invent one higher than the 
Saint Andrew. As soon as it was invented he would 
gain it. A yet higlier one would he mvented, and he 
would immediately get that one too. 

In these reflections time passed until the teacher 
arrived. The lesson on the attributes of Time, Place, 
and ^Maimer of Action had not been learnt. The teacher 
was not only dissatisfied but also saddened. His sadness 
touched Serezha. He did not feel guilty for not having 
learned his lesson, for try as he would he positively could 
not do it. While the teacher was explainmg, he believed 
him and seemed to understand, but as soon as he was 
left alone he positively could not , remember or under- 
stand how so short and simple a word as suddenly could 
be an attribute of the manner of action ; but all the same he 
was sorry he had grieved his teacher. 

He chose a moment when the teacher was looking 
silently into the book : 

‘ Michael Ivanovich, when is your birthday ? ’ ho 
suddenly asked. 

‘ You would do better to think of your work. Birth- 
days do not signify anything to reasonable beings. It 
is just a day like any other, on which we must work.’ 

Serezha looked attentively at his teacher, at his thin 
little beard and his spectacles which had sHpped down 
the bridge of his nose, and became so engrossed in thought 
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that he no longer heard what his teacher was explainmg. 
He was aware that the teacher himself did not believe 
what he was saying ; he felt that by the tone in which 
the words were uttered. ‘ But vrhy have they ail agreed 
to speak m the same way about the dullest and most 
useless things ? Why does he repulse me ? Why does 
he not love me 2 ’ he "asked himseH sadly, and could find 
no answer. 


CHAPTER XXVII 

Aiter the teacher’s lesson Serezha had a lesson from 
his father. Before his father came Serezha sat at the 
table playmg with a pocket-knife and thinking. Among 
his favourite occupations -was keeping a look out for his 
mother when he went out walkmg. He did not believe 
in death in general, and especially not m her death, 
despite what Lj^dia Ivanovna had told him and his 
father had confirmed, and therefore even after he had been 
told slie was dead, he -went on looking for her wdien on 
his walks. He imagined that every well-developed and 
graceful woman mih dark hair was his mother. At the 
sight of any such woman a feelmg of such tenderness 
awoke in his heart that he grew breathless and tears 
came to his eyes. He expected that at any moment 
she would approach and Mt her veil. Then he would 
see her whole face, she would smile, embrace him, and 
he would smell her peculiar scent, feel the tenderness 
of her touch, and cry with joy as he had done one evening 
when he lay at her feet and she tickled him, while he 
shook with laughter and bit her white hand with the 
lings on the fingers- Later on, when he accidentally 
heard from his nurse that she was not dead, and his 
father and Lydia Ivanovna explained that to him she 
was dead because she was bad (which he could not 
at all believe, for he loved her), he continued to look 
out for and w'ait for her. There had been a lady with 
a puiple veil in the Summer Garden to-day whom he 
had watched with a sinking heart as she came toward 
him along the path. The lady did not come up to them 
and disappeared somewherea To-day Serezha was more 
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than ever conscious of a flow of love for his mother in his 
heart, and now as he sat lost in thought, waiting for his 
father, he notched the whole edge of the table with his 
knife, looking before him with shining eyes and thinking 
about her. 

Vasily Lukich roused him. ‘ Your Papa is coming ! ’ 

Serezha jumped up, approached his father, kissed his 
hand, and looked at him attentively, trying to find 
some sign of his joy at receiving the Order of Alexander 
Xevsky. 

‘ Have you had a nice walk ? ’ asked Karenin, as he 
sat down in his arm-chair, drew toward him an Old 
Testament and opened it. Although Karenin had more 
than once told Serezha that every Christian ought to 
be well acquainted with Bible history, he often in Old 
Testament history had to consult the hook, and Seiezha 
noticed this. 

‘ Yes, Papa, it w'as very amusing,’ answered Serezha, 
sitting down sideways on his chair and begiimmg to 
rock it, which was forbidden. ‘ I met Nadcnka ’ 
(Xadenka was Lydia Ivano^ma’s niece, who was being 
educated at her aunt’s house). ' She told me you had 
received another Order, a new one. Are you glad, 
Papa ? ’ 

* First of all, don’t rock your chair,’ said Karenin 

‘ Secondly, it’s not the reward but the work that is 
precious. I wish you understood that. You see, if 
you take pains and learn in order to get a reward, the 
work will seem hard ; but when you work ’ (Karenin 
said this remembering how he had sustained himseif 
that morning by a sense of duty m the dull task of signing 
a hundred and eighteen papers) — ‘ if you love your 
work, you will find your reward in that.’ 

Serezha’s eyes, that had been shining with afiection 
and joy, grew dull and drooped under his father’s gaze. 
It was the same long-famfliar tone in which his father 
always addressed him, and to which Serezha had already 
learnt to adapt himself. His father always talked to 
him, Serezha felt, as if he were some imagmary boy 
out of a book, quite unlike Serezha ; and with his father 
he always tried to pretend to be that hoy out of a 
book. 

* You understand me, I hope,’ said the father. 
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‘ Yes, Papa,’ answered the boy, pretending to be 
that imagmar}^ boy. 

The lesson consisted in learning by heart some verses 
from the Gospels and repeating the beginning of the Old 
Testament. Serezha knew the Gospel verses pretty 
well, but whilst saying them he became so absorbed 
in the contemplation of a bone in his father’s forehead, 
vhich turned very sharply above the temple, that he 
became confused and put the end of one verse where 
the same word occurred after the beginning of another. 
It was evident to Karenm that the boy did not under- 
stand what he was saying, and this irritated him. 

He frowned and began an explanation that Serezha 
had heard many times already, and could never remember 
because he understood it too clearly ; just as he could not 
remember that the word suddenly was an attribute of the 
manner of action, Serezha looked at his father with 
scared eyes, and could only think of whether his father 
would make him repeat what he had just said, as he 
sometimes did. This thought frightened him so much 
that he no longer understood anything at aU. However, 
his father did not make him repeat it, but went on to 
the lesson from the Old Testament. Serezha related 
the events themselves quite weU, but when he had to 
answer questions as to what some of the events sym- 
bolized, he knew nothing about it. though he had been 
punished before for not knowing this lesson. The part, 
however, about which he could not say anything at all 
but only floundered, cut the table, and rooked his chair, 
was that about the antediluvian patriarchs. He did 
not know any of them except Enoch, who was taken 
up to Heaven alive. Previously he had remembered the 
others’ names, but now he had quite forgotten them, 
chiefly because Enoch was his favourite in the whole 
Old Testament, and attached to Enoch’s being taken 
up to Heaven there was a long string of thought in his 
head, which now occupied his mind while he looked 
fixedly at his father’s watch-chain and at a half -unfastened 
button of his waistcoat. 

He did not in the least believe in death, which was 
so often mentioned to him. He did not believe that 
people he loved could die, nor above aU that he himself 
would die. That seemed io him quite impossible and 
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incomprehensible. But he was told that everybody would 
die ; he had even asked people whom lie trusted and 
they all confirmed it ; hrs nurse too said so, though 
reluctantly. But Enoch had not died, so not every- 
body died, ‘ and why should not anybody deserve the 
Scime in God’s sight, and be taken up to Heaven alive ? ’ 
thought Serezha. Bad people, that is to say those he 
did not like, might die ; but the good ones might aU 
be like Enoch, 

‘ Well, who w^ere the patriarchs ? ’ 

‘ Enoch, Enos . , 

‘ But you have already mentioned them. This is 
bad, Serezha, verj’ bad ! If you do not take pains to 
know "what is most necessary for a Christian, then what 
can interest you ? I am displeased wuth you, and Peter 
Ignaty ch ’ — this was the chief educationalist — ‘ is also 
displeased with you. ... I shall have to punish you.’ 

His father and the educationalist were both displeased 
with Serezha, and be really leamt badly. Yet it could 
not at all be said that he was an mcapable boy. On 
the contrary he was far more capable than the boys 
whom the educationalist set before him as models. His 
father from his point of view considered that the boy 
did not try to leam what he was being taught. As a 
matter of fact, he could not learn it. He could not, 
because there were more urgent demands on his soul 
than those put forward by his father and the educa- 
tionalist. The two kmds of demands were opposed, 
and he was in direct conflict with his instractois. He 
was nme years old and quite a child, but he knew his 
soul, it was dear to him, and he guarded it as the eyelid 
guards the eye, and never let anyone enter his heart 
without the key of love. His instructors complamed 
that he would not leam, yet his soul was overnowmg 
with longmg for knowledge. So he leamt, from 
Kapitonich, from his nurse, from Nadenka, and from 
Vasily Lukich, but not from his teachers. The water 
which his fathers and the educationalists expected would 
turn their mill-wheels had long since leaked out and was 
working somewhere else. 

His father punished Serezha by not letting him go to 
see Lydia Ivanovna’s niece Xadenka, hut this punish- 
ment turned out luckily for Serezha. Vasily Lukich 
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was in good spirits and showed him how to make wind- 
mills. Ho spent all the evening working, and dreaming 
how a windmill could be made on which one could ride, 
either by seizing one of the sails or by tying oneself to 
It and spinning round. He did not think about his mother 
all the evening ; but when in bed he suddenly remembered 
her, and prayed m his own words that to-morrow, on 
his birthday,' she should stop hiding herself and should 
come to him. 

‘ Vasily Lukich ! Do you know for what I have been 
praying extra ? ’ 

‘ To learn bettor ? ’ 

‘No.’ 

‘ For toys ? ’ 

‘ No. You will never guess ! It’s lovely, but a 
secret I When it comes true, I will tell you. You have 
not guessed. ’ 

‘ No, I can’t guess. You’d better teU me,’ said Vasily 
Lukich, smiling, which he rarely did. ‘ Well, he down, 
and I’U put out the candle.’ 

‘ But I can see better without a candle what I have 
been praying for ! There, I nearly told you the secret ! ’ 
said Serezha with a merry laugh. 

When the candle had been taken away he heard and 
felt his mother. 8he stood above him and caressed 
him with a loving look. But then windmills appeared, 
and a knife, and all became confused, and he fell asleep. 


CHAPTER XXVIII 

When Vronsky and Anna reached Petersburg they put 
up at one of the best hotels : Vrons% separately on the 
first floor, and Anna with the baby, the nurse, and a 
maid, upstairs in a large suite consistmg of four rooms. 

On the day they amved Vronsky went to see his 
brother. There he met his mother, who had come from 
Moscow on business. His mother and his sister-in-law 
received him just as usual, asked him about his trip 
abroad and spoke of mutual acquaintances, but did 
not say a single word about his union with Anna. His 
brother, however, having come to see him next morning, 
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asked about her, and Alexis Vronsky told him frankly 
that he regarded his union with her as a marriage, that 
he hoped to arrange a divorce for her, and would then 
marry her, and that meanwhile he considered her his 
wife, just like any other wife, and he asked his brother 
to say so to their mother and to his own wife. 

‘If the world does not approve of it, I don’t care,” 
said Vronsky, ‘ but if my relatives wish to treat me as 
a relation, they must adopt a similar attitude toward 
my mfe.’ 

The elder brother, who had always respected his 
younger brother’s opinions, was not sure whether he 
was right or wrong, until the world had decided the 
pomt ; but for his own part he had nothing agamst it 
and went up with Alexis to see Anna. 

In his brother’s presence Vronsky spoke to Anna 
merely as to a close acquaintance, as he always did in 
the presence of a third party ; but it was assumed that 
his brother knew of their relations, and they spoke of 
Anna’s going to Vronsky’s estate. 

Respite all his experience of the world, Vronsky, in 
the new position in which he found himself, was making 
a terrible mistake. He might have been expected to 
understand that Society was closed to him and Anna; 
but some sort of vague notion got into his head that 
though it used to be so in olden times, yet now, when 
there was so much progress (without noticing it, he had 
become an advocate of every kind of progress), public 
opinion had changed and it was possible that they would 
be received in Society. ‘ Of course they will not receive 
her at Court, but intimate friends can and should see 
things the right way,’ he thought. 

It is possible to sit for some hours with one’s legs 
doubled up without changmg one’s position if one 
Imows there is nothing to prevent one’s doing so, but 
if a man knows that he must sit with his legs doubled 
up he will get cramp, and his legs wih begin to jerk and 
strain in the direction in which he would Hke to stretch 
them. This was what Vronsky experienced with regard 
to Society. Though in the depths of his soul he Imew 
that Society was closed to them, he tried whether it 
would not change and whether it would not receive 
them. But he very soon ncsfciced that though the great 
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world was open to him personally, it was closed to Anna. 
As in the game of cat and mouse, the arms that were 
raised to allow him to get inside the circle were at once 
lowered to prevent Anna from entermg. 

One of the first Petersburg Society ladies he met was 
his cousin Betsy. 

‘ At last ! ’ she exclaimed joyfully when they met. 
' And Anna ? I am so glad ! Where are you staying ? 
I can imagine how dreadful our Petersburg must appear 
to you after your delightful journey ; I can picture 
to myself your honeymoon in Rome. And the divorce ? 
Is it aU arranged ? ’ 

He noticed that Betsy’s dehght cooled down when 
she learnt that Anna had not yet been divorced. 

' They mil throw stones at me, I know,’ she said, 
' but I shall come and see Anna. Yes, I will cei*tainly 
come. Y'oii are not staying here long ? ’ 

And really she came to see Anna that same day; 
but her manner was very different from what it had 
formerly been. She was evidently proud of her bold- 
ness and wished Anna to appreciate the fidelity of 
her friendship. She did not stay more than ten 
minutes, chattering Society gossip, and as she was leaving 
said : 

" You have not told mo when you will be divorced ? 
Of course I have kicked over the traces, but others, 
straight-laced people, will give you the cold shoulder 
until you get married. And it is so simple nowadays ! 
pa se fait.^ So you are ieavmg on Friday ? I am sorry 
we shan’t see one another again ! ’ 

Prom Betsy’s tone Vronsky might have realized what 
he had to expect from Society, but he made another 
attempt with his relations. Of his mother he had no 
hopes. He knew that his mother, who had been so 
delighted with Anna when she first made her acquaint- 
ance, was now merciless toward her for having caused 
the ruin of her son’s career. But he placed great hopes 
on Varya, his brother’s wife. She, he thought, would 
cast no stones, but would simply and resolutely go and 
see Anna and receive her at her own house. 

The day after his arrival Vronsky called on her, and 
having found her alone, expressed his wish. 

1 It K a that is done. 
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‘ You know how fond I am of you, Alexis,’ she replied 
when she had heard him out. ‘ and how ready I am to 
do anything for you ; but I have kept silent because 
I knew I could be of no use to you and Anna Arkadyevna,’ 
She pronounced the formal ‘ Anna Arkadyevna ’ with 
peculiar precision. ‘ Please don’t think I am condemning 
you. Not at all ! Perhaps in her place I should have 
done the same. I do not and cannot enter into details,’ 
she added, looking timidty mto his gloomy face. ‘ But 
we must call things by their real names. You wish 
me to go and see her and to receive her, and so rehabili- 
tate her in Society ; but please understand that I cannot 
do it ! I have daughters growing up, and I must move 
m Society, for my husband’s sake. Suppose I go to 
see Anna Arkadyevna ; she will understand that I cannot 
ask her to my house, or must do it in such a way that 
she does not meet those who see things differently. 
That W’ould offend her. I am not able to raise her . . .’ 

‘ But I don’t consider that she has fallen lower than 
hundreds of people whom you do receive ! ’ said Vronsky 
still more gloomily, and rose in silence, having under- 
stood that his sister-in-law’s determination w^as tinai. 

‘ Alexis, don’t be angry with me ! Please understand 
that it IS not my fault,’ said Varya, looking at him with 
a timid smile. 

‘ I am not angry with you,’ he said just as gloomily, 
‘ but I am doubly pained. I am jJ^iuied too because 
this breaks our friendship. No, not breaks it, but 
weakens it. You understand that for me too there 
can be no other course ! ’ 

With those words he left her. 

Vronsky understood that it was vain to make any 
further attempts and that they would have to spend 
those few days in Petersburg as in a strange town, avoid- 
mg contact with their former world in order not to lay 
themselves open to unpleasantnesses and insults which 
were so painful to him. One of the most disagreeable 
features of his position m Petersburg was that Karenin 
seemed to be everywhere and his name in every mouth. 
It was impossible to start any conversation* without its 
turning upon Karenin, impossible to go anywhere with- 
out meeting him. So at least it ^seemed to Vronsky, 
as a man with a sore finger feels that he is continually 
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knocking that finger against everything as if on 
purpose. 

The stay in Petersburg seemed to him still more 
trying because he noticed all the time in Anna a new 
and to iiim mcomprehensible mood. At one moment she 
appeared to be in love with him, and at the next would 
turn cold, iiTitable, and impenetrable. Something tor- 
mented her and she hid it from him, appearing not 
to notice the insults that were poisoning his life, and 
which should have been still more painful to her with 
her acuteness of perception. 


CHAPTER XXIX 

One of Anna’s reasons for returning to Russia was to 
see her son. From the day she left Italy the thought 
of that meeting did not cease to agitate her. The nearer 
they came to Petersburg the greater its joy and import- 
ance appeared. She did not ask herself how she should 
contrive it. It seemed to her natural and simple that 
slie should see her son wdien she was m the same town 
with him. But on reaching Petersburg her present social 
position presented itself clearly to her, and she realized 
that it would be difficult to arrange the meeting. 

She had been in Petersburg two days. The thought 
of her son did not leave her for an instant, but she had 
not yet seen him. She felt she had not the right to 
go straight to the house where she might encounter 
ivarcuin. Possibly they might even not admit her. 

It was painful to her even to think of writing to and 
commg into contact with her husband : she could be calm 
only when she did not think of him. To meet her son 
when he w'as out for a walk, after finding out when and 
where he went, was not enough : she had been preparmg 
herself so for that meeting, had so much to say to him, 
and so much wanted to embrace and kiss him I Serezha’s 
old nurse mi^hi have helped and advised her, but she 
was no longer in Karenin’s household. In this un- 
certainty, and in searching for the old nurse, two days 
had gone by. 

Having heard about Karenin’s intimate friendship 
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with tliQ Countess Lydia Ivanovna, Anna on the third 
day resolved to write her a letter, which cost her much 
effort, and in which she intentionally mentioned that 
permission to see her son must depend on her husband’s 
magnanimity. She knew that if that letter were shown 
to him he, continuing his magnanimous rOle, would not 
refuse her request. 

The commissionaire who delivered her letter brought 
back the most cruel and unexpected reply : that there 
would be no answer ! Never had sl:^e felt so humiliated 
as when, having called m the commissionaire, she heard 
from him the full account of how he had waited and 
had then been told that there would be no answer. Anna 
felt herself humiliated and wounded, but she saw that 
the Countess Lydia Ivanovna was right from her own 
point of view. Her grief wms the more poignant because 
she had to bear it alone. She could not share it with 
Vronsky and did not wish to. She knew that, though 
he was the chief cause of her misei’y, the question of 
her seeing her son would seem to him quite unimportant. 
She knew he would never be able to appreciate the depth 
of her anguish, and that his coldness if the matter were 
mentioned w'ould make her bate him. And she feared 
that, more than anythmg else m the world, and there- 
fore hid from him everything concerning her son. 

Having spent aU that day at the hotel considering 
how she might see her son, she resolved to. write to her 
husband. She had already composed the letter when 
she received Lydia Ivanovna’s reply. The Countess’s 
silence had made her feel humble, but the letter and 
what she read between its lines so irritated her, its 
malevolence seemed so revoltmg when compared with 
her passionate and legitimate love for her son, that she 
became indignant with others and ceased to blame 
herself. 

‘ That coldness, that pretence of feeling 1 ’ she said 
to herself. ‘They want to wound me and torture the 
child, and shall I submit to them ? Not on any account ! 
She is worse than I. Anyhow, I don’t lie ! ’ And 
there and then she resolved that next day, Serezha’s 
birthday, she would go straight to her husband’s house, 
and would bribe the servants or deceive them, but would 
at any cost see her *son and destroy that monstrous 
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falsehood with which they surrounded the unfortunate 
child. 

(She drove to a toyshop, purcha.sed a lot of toys, and 
devised a plan of action. She would go early in the 
morning, at about eight, w^hen Karenin would certamly 
not be up. She would have ready m her hand some 
mone\>' to give to the hall -porter and the footman, m 
order" that they should let her in. Without raising her 
veil she would say she had been sent by Serezha’s god- 
fatlier to wish him many happy returns of the day and 
that she W’as to pui the toys by his bedside The only 
thing she did not prepare was what she would say to 
her son. Much as she thought about that she could 
not prepare the words. 

Next morning Anna went alone, and at eight o’clock 
got out of the hired carriage and rang the bell at the 
front door of the house which used to be her home. 

‘ Go and see wdiat it is. It’s some lady,’ said Kapitonioh, 
w’ho was not yet dressed, and in overcoat and goloshes 
peeped from the wmdow at the veiled lady standing 
close to the door. His assistant, a lad whom Anna 
did not know, had hardly opened the door when she 
entered, and taking a three-rouble note from her muff 
hastily thrust it into his hand. 

‘ Serezha . . . Sergey Alexeyich I ’ she said, and 
walked on. After examining the note the porter’s 
assistant stopped her at the inner glass door. 

‘ Whom do you w’ant ? ’ he asked. 

She did not hear his words, and made no reply. 

Noticing the stranger’s confusion, Kapitonich himself 
came out, admitted her, and inquired what she wanted 

‘ I come from Prince Skorodumov to see Sergey 
Alexeyich,’ said she. 

‘He is not up yet,’ said the hah-porter, carefully 
scrutinizing her face. 

Anna had not foreseen at all that the totally un- 
altered appearance of the hall of the house where she 
had lived for nine years would so deeply affect her. 
One memory ^ after another, both Joyful and painful, 
rose in her mind, and for a moment she forgot why she 
had come. 

‘ Would you like to wait ? ’ said Kapitonich, helping 
her off with her cloak. • 
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Having done so he glanced again at her face and, 
recognizing her, silently bowed low. 

‘ Come in, Your Excellency,’ he said. 

She wished to speak, but her voice refused to utter 
a sound ; with a look of guilty entreaty at the old man 
she went mth light steps up the stairs. Bending forward 
and catching the steps with his goloshes, Kapitonich 
ran after her, trying to overtake her. 

‘ The tutor may be there and not yet dressed. I will 
announce you.’ 

Anna continued to ascend the familiar steps without 
undei standing what the old man was saying. 

^ This way, please ! To the left * Please excuse its 
not being quite clean. He has been moved to the old 
sitting-room now,’ said the hall-porter, panting. ‘ Allow 
me ! Please wait a little, Your Excellency. I’ll just 
look in,’ he said, having overtaken her. He opened a 
big door and vanished behind it. Anna paused and 
waited. ‘ He’s only just woke up,’ said the porter when 
he came out again. 

Just as he spoke Anna heard the sounds of a child 
ya'wmmg; she recognized her son by the sound of the 
yawm and pictured him vividly before her. 

‘ Let me in, let me m ! ’ she cried, and entered at the 
big door. To the right of the door stood a bed on which 
sat the hoy, his nightshirt unbuttoned, bending his 
little body backward, stretching himself and finishing 
his yawn. At the moment when his lips were closing 
they extended into a blissful sleepy smile, and with 
that smile he again feU slowly and sw^eetly backwards. 

‘ Serezha ! ’ she whispered, drawing nearer with in- 
audible steps. 

During the time they had been parted and under the 
influence of that gush of love which she had felt for him 
of la+e she had always imagined him as a little fellow 
of four, the age when she had loved him best. Now 
he was not even as she had left him ; he was still further 
removed from the four-year-old child ; he had grown 
still more and had got thinner. What did it mean ? 
How thin his face was I How short his hair ! How long 
his arms ! How changed since she had left him ! But 
still it was he : the slope of the head was his, the lips 
were his, the soft ueck and the -broad shoulders. 
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* Serezha ! ’ she repeated, jusc above the child’s ear, 

He raised hirascH again on Ins elbow, moved his tousled 
iieacl from side to side as if seeking for something, and 
opened ins eyes. Silently and questionmgly he gazed 
for a few moments at his mother, who stood motionless 
before him ; then suddenly smiling blissfully, he closed 
fiis lieavy eyelids and fell once more, not backwards, 
but forwards into her arms. 

“ Serezha, iny dear little boy ! ’ she uttered, catching 
her breath and embracing his plump little body. 

^ Mama ! ’ he muttered, vTigglmg about m her arms 
so as to touch them with different parts of his body. 

Sleepily smilmg with closed eyes, he moved his plump 
haiitls from the back of his bed to her shoulders, leaning 
against her and enveloping her in that sweet scent of 
sleepiness and warmth which only children possess, and 
began rubbmg himself agamst her neck and shoulder. 

‘ I knew ! ’ he said, opening his eyes. ‘ To-day is 
my birthday. I knew you would come ! I’ll get up 
liircctly . . .’ 

While saying this he was agam falling asleep. 

Anna watched him with greedy eyes. She noticed 
hov he had grown and changed durmg her absence. 
•She recognizecl and yet did not quite recognize his bare 
legs, now so big, which he had freed from the blanket, 
and lus checks, now grown thinner, and the short locks 
(tf hair at the back of his head, where she had so often 
kissed him. She touched it all, and could not speak : 
tears were choking her. 

‘ Wliat are you crying about. Mama ? * he asked, now 
quite awake. ‘ Mama, what are you crying about ? ’ he 
exclaimed in a fretful voice. 

‘ 1 won’t cry ... I am crying for joy ! It is so 
long since I saw you. I won’t, I won’t,’ she said, 
swallowing her tears and turning away. ‘ But it’s time 
for you to get dressed,’ she said after a pause when she 
hud recovered ; and without releasing his hands she sat 
down by liis bed on a chair on which his clothes were 
lying ready. 

" How do you dress without me ? How do you . . 
She tried to speak simply and cheerfully, but could not, 
and turned away again. 

‘ I don’t wash with cold water. Papa says I mustn’t. 
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You have not seen Vasily Lukich ? He will come 
presently. And you are sitting on my clothes ' ’ 

And Serezha burst out laughing. She looked at hmi 
and smiled. 

' Mama ! Dearest, darling ’ ’ he shouted, again 
throwing himself upon her, and embracmg her, as if he 
only now, having seen her smile, clearly realized what 
had happened. 

‘ You don’t want that,’ he said, taking off her bonnet ; 
and on seeing her without it, he began kissing her again 
as though he had onh just seen her. 

‘ Well, and what did you think about me ? You did 
not think I was dead ? ’ 

‘ I never believed it ! ’ 

‘ You didn’t believe it, my darling ? ’ 

^ I knew ! I knew ! ’ he cried, repeating his favourite- 
phrase, and seizing her hand, which was caressing lus 
hair, he pressed her palm to his mouth, coveruig it with 
kisses. 


CHAPTEPv XXX 

Meanwhile VavSily Lukich, who had not at first under- 
stood who the lady w^as, having realized from what he 
heard that she was the mother who had left her husband 
and whom he, having come to the house only after she 
had left it, had never seen, hesitated whether to go 
in or not, or whether to tell Karenin. Having at last 
concluded that his duty was to get Serezha up at the 
appointed time, and that therefore he need not consider 
who was sitting there — the boy’s mother or anyone 
else — but that he must do his duty, he dressed, w'ent 
up to the door, and opened it. 

But the caresses of the mother and son, the sound 
of their voices and what they were saying, made him 
change his mind. 

He shook his head, sighed, and closed the door again. 
‘I will wait another ten minutes,’ he said to himself, 
coughing and wiping away his tears. 

Meanwhile among the servants there was great com- 
motion. They all knew that the mistress had come, 
that Kapitonich had admitted her, and that she was 
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now in the nursery. But the master always went to 
the nursery before nine, and they all understood that a 
meeting between him and his wife was mconceivable 
and must be prevented. Korney, the valet, went dowm 
into the hall-porter*s room to inquire who had let her 
in, and hearing that it was Kapitonich who had done 
so, he reprimanded the old man. The hall-porter re- 
mained obstinately silent ; but when the valet said he 
‘ ougiit to get the sack,’ Kapitonich rushed at Korney 
and, flourishing his hands about before Korney’s face, 
began to speak out : 

' Yes, I daresay you would not have let her in ! I’ve 
been in service here ten years, and have had nothing 
but kindness : you had better go up and tell her, “You 
be off, jiiease ' ” You’re an artful one, you are ! You’d 
better look after yourself and how to fleece the master 
of fur coats ' ’ 

‘ Soldier 1 ’ said Korney, contemptuously, and turned 
to the nurse who had just entered. ‘ Now, judge for 
yourself, Mary Efimo'ma,’ he said to her ‘ He’s let her 
in without telling an 3 "body ; and Ale.vis Ale.vandrovich 
will be ready in a minute and will go to the nursery,’ 

‘ Pear ! j3ear ! What a biismess ! ’ said the nurse. 
‘ You must detain him somehow, Komey Vasilich — the 
master, I mean ! And I’ll run and get her out of the 
way. What a business ’ ’ 

When the nurse entered, Serezha was just telling 
his mother how he and Nadenka fell down together 
when ice-hilling, and turned three somersaults. She 
wm listening to the sound of his voice, saw his face and 
the play of his features, felt his hands, but did not under- 
stand what he was saying. She must go away, must 
leave him — that was all she thought and felt. She 
heard Vasily Lukich’s step as he came to the door and 
coughed, and then the steps of the nurse as she entered ; 
but she sat as if turned to stone, powerless to speak or 
rise. 

‘ Madam, dear ! ’ the nurse began, coming up to' Anna 
and kissmg her hands and shoulders. ‘ What joy ' God 
has sent our little one on his birthday 1 And yon have 
tiot changed at all.’ 

‘ Oh, nurse dear, I did not know jmu were in the 
house,’ said Anna, rousmg''herself for a moment. 
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‘I don’t live liere; I live vrith my daughter, and 
have only come to wish him many happy returns, Anna 
Arkadyevna, dear I ’ 

Suddenly the nurse burst mto tears and agam began 
to kiss Anna’s hand. 

S^ezha, with bright eyes and .beammg smile, holding 
his mother with one hand and his nurse with the other, 
jumped with his plump bare feet on to the carpet. The 
tenderness of his beloved nurse for his mother sent him 
mto raptures. 

‘ Mama ! She otten comes to see me, and when 
slie comes . . ’he began, but stopped, noticing that 
his nurse was whispermg something in his mother’s ear, 
and that a look of fear and of something like shame, 
that did not at all suit her face, appeared there. 

She came up to him and said, ' My darling ! ’ 

She could not say good-bye, but the expression of 
her face said it and he understood. ‘ Darling, darling 
Kutik ! ’ she said, calling him by the pet name she 
used when h^ vjas quite little, ‘ you w’on’t forget me ? 
You . . but she could say no more. 

How many things she thought of later that she might 
have said ! But now she did not know what to say 
and could not speak. But Serezha understood all she 
wanted to tell him. He understood that she was unhappy 
and that she loved him. He had even understood 
what the nurse had said in a whisper. He had caught 
the w^ords ‘ always before nine o’clock,’ and he under- 
stood that they referred to his father and that his mother 
and father must not meet. This he had grasped, but 
he could not make out why that look of fear and shame 
appeared on her face. . . . She could not have done 
wrong, and yet seemed afraid and ashamed of some- 
thing. He wanted to ask a question which would clear 
up his doubts, but dared not ; he saw that she suffered 
and he was sorry for her. He pressed against her in 
silence, and then whispered : 

‘ Don’')} go — he is not coming yet ! ’ 

His mother moved him away from her, to see whether 
he really believed what he was saying ; and in the 
frightened look on his face she saw not only that he 
was speaking about his father, but that he was, as it 
were, asking her what he ought to think of him. 
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‘ Serezha, my darling ! ’ she said, ‘ love him ! He is 
better and kinder than I am, and I am to blame toward 
him. \Mien you are grown up you will be able to 
judge.’ 

^ There is nobody better than you ! . . he cried 
out in desperation through his tears, and seizing her 
by her shoulders ho hugged her with all his might, his 
arms trembling with the eilort. 

‘ Darling Utile one ’ ’ said Anna, and began to cry in 
the same weak and childlike way as he. 

At that moment the door opened and Vasily Lukich 
entered. 

Steps were heard approaching the other door, and the 
nurse said in a inghtencd whisper, ‘ Coming ! . . .’ and 
handed Anna her iionnet. 

tSerezba sank down on his bed and began to sob, hiding 
his face in his hands. Anna moved the hands away, 
Ivissed him again on Ins wet face, and went rapidly out. 
Karenin was advancmg tow^ard her When he saw 
her, ho stopped and bowed his head. 

Despite what .she had just said, — that ho was better 
and Ivuisder than she avas — after castmg at him a rapid 
glance which took in his whole figure to the minutest 
detail, she was seized by a feeling of loathing and anger 
toward him and of jealousy ioi her son. She swiftly 
let down her veil and with quickened steps almost ran 
out of the room. 

She had not had time even to unwrap the toys she 
had chosen wnth so much love and sadness the day before, 
and she took them back wdth her. 


CHAPTER XXXI 

Geeatx^y as Anna had desired to see her son, and long as 
she had thought of and prepared herself for the mterview, 
she had not at all expected that it would affect her so 
pow'erfuUy On returnmg to her lonely suite in the 
hotel she could not for a long time understand why 
she ivas there. ‘Yes, it is all ended and I am alone 
again,’ she said to herself ; and wdthout taking off her 
bonnet she sat down m an easy-cJiair by the fireplace. 
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With her eyes fixed on a bronze clock, standing on a 
table between the windows, she began pondering. 

The French maid, whom she had brought from abroad, 
came and asked whether she would not dress. She 
looked at her in astonishment and replied, ‘ Later.’ 
A waiter offered her coffee. ‘ Later,’ she said. 

The Itahan nurse, havmg smartened up the baby girl, 
came m and held her out to Anna. The plump, well- 
nourished baby, as usual when she saw her mother, 
turned her httlc hands — so fat that they looked as if 
the wrists had threads tied tightly round them — palms 
downward and, smfiing with her toothless mouth, began 
w'aving them as a fish moves its fins, makmg the starched 
folds of her embroidered frock rustle. It was impossible 
not to smile, not to kiss the little thing ; impossible 
not to hold out a finger to her, which she caught, scream- 
ing and wriggling the whole surface of her little body , 
impossible not to approach one’s lips to her mouth and 
let her draw them in, her way of kissing. And Anna 
did all these things. She took her in her arms, dandled 
her, and kissed her fresh cheek and bare elbows ; but, 
at the sight of this child, she realized still more clearly 
that what she felt for her could not even be called love 
in comparison with her feeling for Serezha. Everything 
about this baby was sweet, but for some reason she 
did not grip the heart. Upon the first child, though 
by an unloved man, all Anna’s unsatisfied capacity 
for loving was lavished ; but the girl was born under 
most trying conditions and had not received a hundredth 
part of the care given to the first child. Besides, every- 
thmg about the baby was still prospective, while Serezha 
was already an individual and a beloved one ; thoughts 
and feelings were already struggling in his mind; he 
understood and loved and judged her, she thought, 
recalling his words and looks. And from him she wrns 
for ever sundered, not only physically but spiritually, 
and there was no remedy for it. 

She returned the baby to its nurse, sent them^ away, 
and opened a locket with Serezha’s portrait as a baby 
about the same age as the little girl. Rising, she re- 
moved her bonnet and took from the table an album m 
which were photographs of her son at different ages. She 
wanted to compare these likenesses and began drawing 
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them out of the album. She took them all out but 
one, the last and best of the photo^aphs. He was 
there in a white shirt, astride a chair, his brows frowning 
while his mouth smiled. This was his most character- 
istic and best expression. She caught hold of a comer 
of tliis photo several times with her deft little hand, 
the slender white fingers of w'hich moved with special 
strenuousness that day, but each time they slipped 
and she could not get the picture out. There was no 
knife on the table, and she drew out the photo next 
to it (one, taken m Rome, of Vronsky with long hair 
and wearing a round hat), and with it pushed out her 
son’s photo. ‘ Yes, there he is ! ’ she said with a glance 
at Vronsky’s likeness, and suddenly remembered that 
he was the cause of her present grief. She had not 
called him to mind aU that mommg ; but now, havmg 
caught sight of that manly, noble face, so familiar and 
dear to her, she felt an unexpected flow of love toward 
him. 

‘ But where is he ? How can he leave me alone m 
my anguish ? ’ she suddenly thought with a sense of 
reproach, forgetting that she herself had hidden from 
him all* that concerned her son. She sent to ask him 
to come up to her at once. She awaited him, thinking 
with a sinking lieart of the words in which she would tell 
him everything and of the expressions of his love which 
would comfort hei*. The servant returned with the reply 
that he had a visitor, but would come up at once, and 
vished to know whether he might bring with him Prince 
Yashvin, who had just arrived in Petersburg. ‘ So he 
won’t come alone,’ she thought, ‘ he won’t come so that 
J can tell him everything, but will bring Yashvin. . . .’ 
And suddenly a strange idea crossed her mind : what 
li he had ceased to love her ? 

Going over in her mind the events of the last few 
days, she thought she perceived in everything a con- 
firmation of that dreadful thought : in the fact that 
he had not dined at home the day before, and that he 
had insisted on having separate apartments while in 
Petersburg, and that even now he was not coming alone, 
perhaps to avoid a tiiie-a-tete with her. 

‘ But he must tell me. I must know it ! If I know 
it, then I know what I shall do,’ she told herself, power- 
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less to imagine the position she would find herself in when 
she was convinced of his indifl'ereiice. Hhe imagined that 
lie had ceased to love her, and she was almost in despair : 
which roused in her a feeling of peculiar excitement. 
^She rang for her maid, and going into the dressing-room 
paid more attention to her toilet than she had done all 
these days, as if, having ceased to love her, his love 
might be recalled by her wearing the dress and having 
her hair done in the style most becoming to her 

She heard the bell before she was ready. Wlicn she 
entered the drawing-room not his eyes but Yashvin’s 
met hers. Vronsky was examinmg her son’s photos, 
which she had forgotten on the table, and did not hurry 
to look at her. 

‘ We are acquainted,’ she said, placing her little hand 
in the enormous hand of the embarrassed Yashvin, 
whose confusion did not seem to accord with his huge 
figure and rough face. ' We have been acquainted since 
last year’s races. . . . Let me have them,’ she added, 
^with a rapid movement taking from Vronsky the photos 
he was lookmg at, and glancmg at him impressively 
with glistening eyes, ‘ Were the races good this year ‘i 
I saw the races on the Corso in Pi^ome instead ! But 
of course you don’t care for life abroad,’ she went on 
with a pleasant smile. ‘ I know you and know all your 
tastes, though we have met so seldom.’ 

* I am very sorry to hear it, for my tastes are mostly 
bad,’ said Yashvin, biting the left h*dc of his moustache. 

After a short talk, noticing that Vronsky looked at 
the clock, Yashvin asked her whether she would be 
staying long in Petersburg, and straightening his immense 
body picked up his cap. 

‘ Xot long, I thmk,’ she replied with embarrassment, 
glancing at Vronsky. 

‘ Then we shall not meet again ? ’ said Yashvin, rising ; 
and then turning to Vronsky he asked, ‘ Where are you 
dining ? ’ 

" Come and dine with me,’ said Anna resolutely, as 
if vexed with herself for her embarrassment, yet blushing 
as she always did when she revealed her position to a 
fresh person. ‘ The dinners here are not good, bu|.^ at 
any rate you will see one another. Of all his regimental 
friends Alexis liked you best.* • 
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' I shall l)e very pleased,’ said Yashvm, with a smile 
\vhic‘h showed Vionsky tliat he liked Anna very much. 

'^"ashvin bowed and went out. Vronsky remained 
behind. 

' ^'oii are going too ? ’ she asked. 

‘ i am late as it is,’ he answered. ‘ Go on ! I shall 
catch you up in a minute ! ’ he shouted to Yashvin. 

She took his hand and looked lixedly at him, trying 
to think of something to say to prevent his leaving 
her. 

‘ Wait — T have something to tell you,’ she said, and 
raising his short hand she picssed it to her neck. ‘ Was 
it wrong of me to ask him to dinner ? ’ 

‘ You have done very well,’ he replied, showing his 
comjiact row of teeth m a calm smile, and kissing her 
hand. 

‘ Alexis, you have not changed toward me ? ’ she 
asked, squeezing liLs hand in both hers, ‘ Alexis, I am 
in torment here ! When are we going ? ’ 

‘ tSoon, very soon ! You would hardly believe how 
trying our life here is to me too,’ he said, drawing away 
his hand. 

‘ W'eU, then go ! Go ! ’ she said in an offended tone, 
and quickly left him. 


CHAPTER XXXII 

When Vronsky returned Anna had not yet come home. 
He was told that, soon after he left, a lady came to see 
her and they wont away together. Her departure with- 
out mentionmg where she was going, her prolonged 
absence, and the fact that she had been away some- 
where in the morning without telling him about it, added 
to her striiiigely excited look that morning, and the 
animosity with which in Yashvin’s presence she had 
almost snatched her son’s photographs out of his hands, 
made Vronsky reflect. He decided that it was neces- 
sary to have an explanation with her, and he waited 
for Jier in the drawing-room. But Anna did not return 
alone ; she brought with her her old maiden aunt, 
Princess Oblonskaya. She it was who had been to see 
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Anna that morning, and they had been shopping together. 
Anna seemed not to notice the worried look of inquiry 
on Vronsky’s face, but chattered gaily about what she 
had been " buymg. He saw that something unusual 
was taking place withm her : her eyes glittered wnth 
an expression of stramed attention when her look rested 
on him, and in her speech and motions there was that 
nervous quiclmess and grace which, durmg the first 
period of their intimacy, had so captivated him, but 
■which now troubled and alarmed him. 

The table was laid for four. They were all assembled 
and about to enter the httle dmmg-room, when Tush- 
kevich arrived with a message for Anna from the 
Princess Betsy. The Princess asked to be excused for 
not coming to say good-bye ; she was not well, but 
asked Anna to come and see her between half -past six 
and nine. Vronsky glanced at Anna wdien that definite 
time was mentioned, which showed that care had been 
taken to prevent her meeting anyone there ; but Anna 
did not seem to observe it. 

‘ I’m sorry that between half-past six and nine is just 
the time when I cannot come,’ she replied with a famt 
smile. 

‘ The Prmcess wiU be very sorry.’ 

‘ And I too.’ 

‘ I expect vou are going to hear Patti ? ’ asked 
Tuskevich. 

‘ Patti ? That’s an idea ! I w'ould go if I could get 
a box.’ 

‘ I could get you one,’ said Tushkevich. 

‘ I should be very, very grateful if you would ! ’ 
replied Anna. ‘ But won’t you stay and dine with 
us?’ 

Vronsky slightly shrugged his shoulders. He could 
not in the least understand what Anna was after. Why 
had she brought the old Princess, why had she asked 
Tushkevich to stay to dmner, and, strangest of all, why 
was she sending him to get her a box for the opera ? Was 
it conceivable that, in her position, she was going to 
the opera when Patti was to smg, and when ail the 
subscribers, her Society acquaintances, would be present ? 
He looked seriously at her, but she answered bun with 
the same provocative glance of high spirits or despera- 
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tioB, the meaning of which he could not make out. At 
dinner Anna was aggressively merr 3 ,% seeming to flirt 
witfi both Tuslikevich and Yaslmn. After dinner 
Tuslilcevich went to get a box and Yashvin to have a 
smoke. Vronsky went with Yaslivin down to his own 
rooms, Imt after sitting with him a while, ran upsWirs 
again Anna was already dressed in a light silk dress 
cut low ill front and trimmed with velvet — a dress she 
had had made in Paris ; and on her head she wore some 
rich, white lace, which outlined her face and set off her 
brilliant beauty to great advantage. 

' You are really going to the theatre ? ’ said he, trying 
not to look at her. 

‘ Why do you ask in such a frightened way ? ’ she 
said, again offended because he did not look at her 
‘ Why should 1 not go V ’ 

She appeared not to grasp the meaning of her 
words. 

‘ Of course there is no reason whatever.’ he replied 
with a frown. 

‘^J’hat’s just what I say,’ she answered, purposely 
ignoring the sarcasm of liis tone and calmly pullmg up 
her long perfumed glove. 

‘ Anna ! li’or heaven's sake, what has come to you ? ’ 
he said, trying to recall her to her senses, as her husband 
once used to do. 

* I don’t understand your question.’ 

‘ You know It is out of the question for you to go.’ 

‘ Why 1 lam not gomg alone ! The Princess Barbara 
has gone to dress, and is coming with me.’ 

He shrugged his shoulders with a bewildered and 
despaii’ing look. 

" But don’t you know . . . ? ’ he began. 

‘ I don’t want to know ! ’ she almost screamed. ‘ I 
don’t ! Do I repent of what I have done ? No ! No 1 
No ! If it had to begin again from, the beginning I 
should do just the same. For us, for you and me, only 
one thing is important: whether we love each other. 
No other considerations exist. Why do we live here, 
separated and not seeing one another ? Why can’t I 
go ? I love you, and it’s all the same to me,’ she said, 
changing from Trench into Russian, while her eyes as 
she looked at him glittd5:ed with a light he could not 
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understand, ‘ so long as you have not changed toward 
me ! Why don’t you look at mo ? ’ 

He looked at her. He saw all the beauty of her face 
and of her dress, which suited her as her dresses always 
did. But now it was just this beauty and elegance that 
irritated him. 

‘My feehngs cannot change, you know that; but I 
beg you not to go ! I entreat you 1 ’ he said, again 
speaking French with tender entreaty in his voice but 
with a cold look in his eyes. 

She did not hear his words, but saw the coldness of 
his look, and repHed irntalily : 

‘ And I beg you will explam why I should not go.” 

‘ Because it might cause you . . . ’ He became con- 
fused. 

‘ I don’t understand you at all ! Yashvin n^est pas 
comptomettant,^ and Prmcess Barbara is no worse 
than other people. Ah, here she is ! ’ 


CHAPTER XXXIII 

Vro'N'Sky for the first time felt vexed and almost angry 
with i\mia for her unwiilmgness to realize her position. 
This feeling was strengthened by the fact that he could 
not tell her the reason of his vexation. Had he told 
her frankly what he thought he could have said : 

*■ To appear dressed as you are at the theatre, accom- 
panied by the Princess, whom everybody knows, means 
not only to aclmowledge your position as a fallen woman, 
but to throw doVn a challenge to Society — which means, 
to renounce it for ever.’ 

But he could not say this to her. ‘ But how can she 
fail to understand it ? And what is happening to her ? ’ 
he asked himsel|. He felt that his regard for her had 
diminished and his consciousness of her beauty increased 
simultaneously. 

He went down frowning to his rooms, and taking a 
seat beside Yashvin, who sat with his long legs stretched 
out on a chair drinking brandy and seltzer, ordered the 
same for himself. 

^ YashTin’s society is not compromising. 
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‘ Yon were talking about Lankorsky’s Powerful. He 
H a good horse, and 1 advise you to buy him,’ said Yash^dn, 
glaiK'ing at his comrade’s gloomy countenance. ‘ It’s 
true iic has a goose rump, but his legs and«head leave 
nothing to be desired.’ 

‘ I think I’ll take him,’ replied Vronsky. 

This conversation about horses interested him, but 
he never forgot Anna, and involuntarily hstened to the 
steps in the corridor and glanced at the clock on the 
mantelpiece. 

‘ Aiuia Arkadyevna sent me to say that she has gone 
to the theatre,’ said a servant. 

Yashvin emptied another glass of brandy into the 
sparkling water, drank it, and then rose, buttoning his 
coat. 

‘ Y^ell, let us go,’ he said, smilmg slightly under cover 
of his big moustache, and showmg by that smile that 
lie understood the cause of Vronsky’s depression, but 
did not attach importance to it. 

* I’m not going,’ said Vronsky dismally. 

‘ Well, I have got to, I promised Then au revoir » 
But why not come to the stalls ? Take Krasinsky's 
place,’ Yashvin added as he went out. 

‘ No, I have something to do.’ 

‘With a wife one has trouble, but with one who is 
not a 'wife it’s worse,’ thought Yashvin as he left the 
hotel- ‘ 

Left alone, Vronsky got up and began pacing the 
room, 

‘ What is on to-day ? The fourth abonnement, . . . 
Alexander wiU be there with his wife, and probably 
IVIother also. That’s to say, all Petersburg will be 
there. . . . Now she has gone m, taken off her cloak 
and come forward into the light. Tushkevich, Yashvm, 
the Princess Barbara . . he pictured them to himself. 
‘ And -what of me ? Am I afraid, or have I put her 
under Tushkevieh’s protection ? Whichever way one 
looks at it, it’s a stupid position. . . . Why does she 
put me in such a position ? ’ he said with a wave of 
his arm. 

As he made this gesture he struck the little table on 
which the seltzer and a decanter of brandy were standing 
and almost knocked it ovfir. In trying to save it from 
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falling he overturned il, and m liis vexation kicked it 
and rang the bell. 

‘ If you wish to remain in my service,’ he said to the 
valet when the latter came m, ‘ remember your duties, 
dliere must be none of this sort of tbmg. You must 
ek*ar it away.’ 

Tiie valet, conscious that he was not to blame, was 
about to defend himself, but, glancuig at his master, 
saw by his face that there was nothing lor it but to keep 
silence ; so, stoopmg quickij", he knelt on the carpet 
and began sorting out the w'hole and broken glasses and 
bottles. 

' That’s not your busmes.s ! Send a waiter to clear 
it up, and get out my dress suit ! ’ 


Vronsky entered the theatre at half-past eight. The 
performance was in full swmg. The attendant, an old 
man, helped him off with hi& overcoat, recognized him, 
and, addressing him as ‘Your Excellency,’ suggested 
that he need not take a ticket for his coat, but should 
merely call for ‘ Theodore ’ when he wanted it. There was 
nobody m the brightly illuminated corridor except the 
attendant and two footmen, who, wnth their masters' 
coats over their arms, stood listening outside a door 
Through a door shghtly ajar came the sounds of a muffled 
staccato accompaniment by the orchestra and of a female 
voice rendering a musical phrase wuth precision. The 
door opened to let an attendant slip through, and the 
nearly completed phrase struck Vronsky’s ears distinctly. 
The door was closed immediately and he did not hear 
the end of the phrase nor the trill after it, but Imew 
from the thunder of applause behind the door that the 
trill was finished. When he entered the auditoiium, 
briQiantly illuminated by chandeliers and bronze gas 
brackets, the noise still contmued. On the stage the 
singer, in a glitter of bare shoulders and diamonds, was 
bowmg low and smiling as she picked up with the help 
of the tenor — who held her hand — bouquets that had 
been clumsily flung across the foothghts ; she w'Ont up 
to a gentleman, with hair shmy with pomatum and 
parted in the middle, who was stretching his long arms 
across the footlights to hand her something — and the 
211 



126 


ANNA KAKENINA 


whole audience in the stalls and in the boxes stirred, 
leaned forward, shouted and applauded. The conductor 
from his raised seat helped to pass the bouquets, and 
rearranged his white tie. Vronsky w^ent to the middle 
» of the door, then stopped and looked around him. 
To-day he paid less attention than ever to the familiar 
surroundmgs : the stage, the noise, and all that well- 
knowm, uiimterestmg, motley herd of audience in the 
packed theatre. 

In the boxes sat the same kind of ladies with the 
same kind of ofUcers behiiifl them as usual ; the same 
kind of people, heaven only knew who ; the same gaily- 
dressed women, uniforms, frock coats ; the same dirty 
crowd m the galleiy ; and ui the whole of that throng, 
in the boxes and front seats, some forty real men 
and women. To these oases Vronsky at once turned 
his attention and immediately got mto touch with 
them. 

The act had just finished when he came in, so before 
going to his brother’s box he went up to the front row 
and paused beside Sorpukhovskoy, who was standing 
with his knee bent, tapping the wall of the orchestra 
with his heel. He had noticed Vronsky afar ofi and 
welcomed him wuth a smile. 

Vronsky had not yet seen Anna, he intentionally 
avoided looking her way; but from the direction in 
which people were lookmg he knew where she was. 
He glanced around unobtrusively, but did not look 
at her : prepared for the worst, he looked for Karenin. 
Luckily for him, Karenin was not m the theatre that 
evening. 

‘ How little of the military man is left in you ! ’ re- 
marked Serpukhovskoy. ‘ You might be a diplomatist, 
an artist, or anything of that kind.’ 

‘ Yes, as soon as I returned home I put on a black 
coat,^ Vronsky replied with a smile, slowly taking out 
his opera-glasses. 

‘ Now m that, I confess, I envy you ! I, when I come 
back from abroad and put this on again, regret my 
freedom,’ he said, touchmg his shoulQer-knot. 

Serpukhovskoy had long ago ceased to trouble himself 
about Vronsky’s career, but was as fond of him as ever 
and was particularly amiable to him now. 
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‘ A pit}’ you were late tor the first act ! ’ 

\'ronRky, listening with one ear, levelled his glasses 
ilrst at the lower tier and then at the boxes in the dress 
circle, talcing them all in review. Xext to a lady wear- 
ing a turban, and a bald old man who blmked angrilv 
just as Vronsky’s moving glass reached him, he suddenly 
saw Anna’s proud head, strikingly beautiful, and smilmg 
m its frame of lace. She was m the fifth box in the 
lower tier, some twenty paces from him. Slie sat in 
the front of the box and, slightly turning back, was 
saying something to Yashvin. The poise of her head 
on her fine broad shoulders, and the gleam of restramed 
excitement in her eyes and her whole face, remmdcxl 
him precisely of how he had seen her at the ball in 
I^Ioscow. But her beauty affected him very differently 
HOW’. There was no longer anything mysterious in 
ins feelings for her, and therefore though her beauty 
attracted him even more strongly, it also offended him. 
8he was not looking his way, but he felt that she had 
alread}’ seen him. 

When Vronsky directed his glasses that w’ay again he 
noticed that the Princess Barbara was very red, and 
that she was laughing unnaturally and looking round 
incessantly at the next box, while Anna, tapping with 
her closed fan the red- velvet edge of the box, was gazing 
fixedly somewhere else, not seeing, and evidently not 
wishmg to see, what was takmg place in the next box 
Yashvin’ s face wore the expression it had when he was 
losmg at cards. He w’as frownmg and drawing the left 
side of his moustache further and further into his mouth, 
looking askance at the adjommg box. 

In that box to the left were the Kartasovs. Vronsky 
know them and knew that Anna had been acquamted 
with them. The wife, a thha httle w^oman, was standing 
up in her box with her back to Anna, puttmg on an 
opera-cloak which her husband was holding for her. 
Her face looked pale and angry and she was speaking 
excitedly. Kartasov, a stout bald-headed man, kept 
glancing round at Anna ‘while trying to pacify his wife, 
When the wife left the box the husband loitered behuid, 
try mg to catch Anna’s eye and evidently wishmg to 
bow to her. But Anna, with obvious intention, took 
no notice of him and, tummg round, was saying some- 
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thing to Yashvin, -whoso cropped head was bent toward 
her. Kartasov went out without bowing and the box 
remained cmxity. 

Vronsky could not make out what had taken place 
between the Kartasovs and Anna, but he saw' that it 
was something humiliating for Anna. Ho realized that 
from what lie had seen, and especially from Anna’s face, 
wins he knew, was summoning her utmost strength to 
sustain the role she had undertaken. She fully succeeded 
111 playing that rule — of external tranquillity. Those 
who did not know' lier and her set, and heard none of 
the expressions of pity, indignation, or surprise uttered 
by the women because slie had allowed herself to appear 
in public and to show herself so ostentatiously m her 
lace headdress and in all her beauty, admired the com- 
posure and loveliness of the w'oman, and did not suspect 
that she felt as though pilloried. 

Knowdng that something had happened, but not know- 
ing just what, Vronsky felt painfully agitated, and, 
hoping to find out something, set out for his brother’s 
box. Intentionally leaving the auditorium at the 
opposite side to where Anna -was, he encountered the 
C'ommander of his old regiment, w’ho stood talking to 
two acquaintances. Vronsky heard them mention the 
name of Karenm, and noticed how the Commander 
liavStened to call him loudly by name, -with a significant 
glance at the others. 

‘ Ah, Vronsky ! When are you coming to see us 
at the regiment ? We can’t let you go away without 
a feast. Y^ou are one of o-ur very own 1 ’ said the 
Commander. 

' I shall not have time , . , I’m very sorry ! Some 
other time,’ said Vronsky, and ran up the stairs to his 
brother’s box. 

In the box was Vronsky’s mother, the old Countess, 
with her iron-grey curls. Varya and the Princess Soro- 
kma he met in the corridor outside. 

Having conducted the Piincess Sorokina back to 
Vronsky’s mother, Varya held out her hand to her 
brother-in-law and at once began to talk of the 
matter that interested iimi. He had rarely seen her 
so excited. 

‘I consider it mean and disgusting, and Madame 
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Kartasova had no right to do it ! Madame Karenina . . 
she began. 

‘ But what is it ? I don’t know.’ 

‘ Haven’t you heard ? ’ 

‘ You know I shall be the last to hear of it ! ’ 

' Is there a creature more venomous than that 
Kart/isova ? ’ 

' But what has she clone ? ’ 

* i\ly husband told me. . . . vShe insaltcd Madame 
Karenina. Her husband began conversing with her 
from his box, and Kartasova flew at him ’ It seems she 
said somethmg insulting out loud, and then went out.’ 

‘ Count, your maman w'ants you,’ said the Princess 
Sorokina, looking out of the box door. 

‘ I have been expecting you ail the time,’ said his 
mother with a sarcastic smile. ‘ I never see anything 
of you.’ 

Her son saw that she could not repress a smile of 
satisfaction. 

‘ Good evening, mmnan I I was coming to you,’ 
he replied coldly. 

‘ Why don’t you gofaire la cour a ^ Madame Karenbie ? ’ 
she added, when the Princess Soroldna had stepped 
aside. ‘ Elle fait sensation. On ouUie la Patti pour 
elk! 2 

‘ Maman J I asked you not to speak to me about 
that subject,’ he answered frowning. 

‘ I am saying what every one says.’ 

Vronsky did not reply, and after a few' words addressed 
to the Prmcess Sorokma he left the box. In the door- 
way he met his brother. 

‘ Ah, Alexis ! ’ said his brother. ‘ What a shame ! 
That woman is a fool, that’s ah. ... I was just going 
to see her ! Let’s go together.’ 

Vronsky did not Hsten to him. He hurried down- 
stairs feeling that he must do somethmg, he knew not 
what. He was disturbed both by vexation with Anna for 
placing herself and him in this false position, and by pity 
for her sufieruigs. He descended to the stalls and went 
straight to Anna’s box, in front of which stood Stremov 
talking to her. 

1 Pay court 

» She IS mahmg a sensation. They •are forgetting Patti because of her. 
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' There are no more tenors. Le 7noule en esi 
bn sf' / ’ ^ 

Vronsky bowed to her and stopped to shake hands 
With Streraov. 

‘ I think you got here late and missed the finest aria," 
said Anna to him, with a mocking glance as it seemed 
to him. 

‘ I am a poor judge,’ he rephed, looking severely at 
her. 

‘ Like Prince Yashvin, who considers that Patti smgs 
too loud ’ she returned wdth a smile. 

* ‘ Thank you ! ’ she said, taking with her small gloved 
hand a x^rogramme Vronsky had picked up for her; 
and suddenly at that instant her beautiful face quivered. 
She rose and went to the back of the bos. 

Noticing that during the next act her box remained 
empty, Vronsky left the theatre amid cries of ‘ hush ’ from 
the audience, which had become quiet to hsten to a 
cavatina. He went to his hotel. 

Anna had already returned. When Vronsky entered 
she was still dressed as she had been at the theatre. 
She was sitting in the first arm-chair by the wall, fixedly 
gazing before her. She glanced at him and immediately 
resumed her foi'mer posture. 

‘ Anna ! ’ he said. 

‘ It’s all your fault ! Your fault I ’ she exclaimed 
with tears of despair and spite in her voice, and rose. 

‘ But I asked, I entreated you not to go 1 — I knew 
it w^ould be unpleasant for you 1 ’ 

‘ Unpleasant ! ’ she cried. ‘ It was awful ! However 
long I may live I shall never forget it I She said it was 
a disgrace to sit near me.’ 

‘The words of a silly woman,’ he said. ‘But why 
risk it ? Why provoke . . .’ 

‘ I hate your calmness 1 You should not have driven 
me to it. If you loved me . . .’ 

‘ Anna ! Is it a question of my love ? . . 

‘ Yes ! If you loved me as I love you, if you suffered 
the anguish I do . . she rephed with a frightened 
glance at him. 

He was sorry for her and yet vexed with her. He 
assured her of his love, because he saw that that alone 

1 The mould fossthem is smabhed. 
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could paoiiy her now, and did not reproach her with 
words, though he reproaclied her in his heart. 

And those assurances of love, which to hun appeared 
so trivial that he felt ashamed to utter them, she drank 
ui, and gradually became calm. Next day. fully recon- 
ciled, they left for the country. 



PAirr VI 

CHAPTER I 

DolIjY and her children were spending the summer with 
her sister Kitty at Polirovsk. The house on her own 
estate was quite dilapidated, so Levin and his wife 
persuaded her to spend the summer with them. Oblonsky 
t|uite approved of this arrangement. He said he greatly 
regretted tliat his duties prevented his spending the 
summer with his family in the countr}q which would 
have given him the greatest pleasure ; and he remained 
in Moscow, visiting the country occasionally for a day 
or two at a time. Beside the Obionskys with all their 
(‘hiidren and their governess, the Levins had other 
visitors— the old Princess, who considered it her duty 
to watch over her mesperienced daughter in that con- 
dition ; and also Varenka, Kitty’s friend from abroad, 
who was keeping her promise to visit her friend now 
that she was married. All these were relations and 
Mends of Kitty’s, and, though Levin liked them, he re- 
gretted his own— the Levm— world and order of things, 
which was being submerged by this infinx of 'the 
Bhcherbatsky element,’ as he put it to hinaseK. Only one 
of his relatives, Sergius Ivanich, visited him that summer 
—and he was a man of the Koznyshev type and not a 
Levin, so that the Levin spirit was quite overwhelmed. 

In the Levin house, so long empty, there were now 
so many people that nearly every room was occupied, 
and the old Princess was obliged almost daily to count 
those present before sitting down to a meal. If there 
chanced to be thirteen, she would make a grandchild 
sit at the side-table. And Kitty, who conducted her 
household with great assiduity, had no little trouble 
to procure ail the chickens, turkeys, and ducks, of which, 
with the visitors’ and the children’s summer appetites, 
very many wm required. . 

132 



PART VI, CHAPTER 1 133 

The whole laiuily was as&einblecl at dirinei. Dolly \s 
chiiclren, their governess, and Vareiika were planning 
where they should hunt for mushrooms ; Koznyshev, 
who by his intellect and learning eomiuanded a respect 
almost amoinitiiig to veneration from all the visitors, 
surprised every one by jommg m the conversation about 
mushrooms. 

' You must take me too ! I am ver}' fond of looking 
for mushrooms,’ he said with a glance at Varcnka. ‘ 1 
consider it a very good occupation.’ 

‘ Why, certainly ! We shall be very pleased,’ replied 
Varenka with a blush. Kitty and Doily exchanged sig- 
iiilicant looks. Tlie mtellectual and learned Koznyshev’s 
offer to go and gather mushrooms witii Vareiilra con- 
iirnied a suspicion that had greatly occupied Kitty’s mind 
of late. She liastened to say something to her mother 
"O that her glance should pass unnoticed. 

After dinner Koznyshev sat down by the drawing-room 
wmclow, contmuing his conversation with his brother 
over a cup of coffee and glancmg now and then at the 
door through which tlie children, who were preparing 
to set out on the musliroom hunt, would enter. Levin 
sat down on the wmdow-siU beside his brother. 

Kitty stood near her husband, evidently waiting for 
the end of the conversation — which did not interest 
her — before speaking to him. 

' In many w’ays you have changed since your marriage, 
and for the better,’ said Koznyshev, smiling at Kitty 
and apparently not much interested in his conversation 
wdth his brother ; ' but you have remained true to your 
passion for defending the most paradoxical views.’ 

‘ Kate, it is not good for you to be standing,’ said her 
husband, with a meaning look, moving a chair toward 
her. 

‘ Ah, weU ! there’s no time now%’ added Koznyshev 
as the children came running in. 

In advance of them ah, at a sideways gahop, came 
Tanya in tightly pulled-up stockmgs, running toward 
Koznyshev, flourishmg a basket and his hat. Having 
boldly approached him, her beautiful eyes beaming 
(eyes so l^e her father’s), she gave him his hat and made 
a movement as if to put it on him, her shy and gentle 
smile softening the boldness of the action. 
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‘Varenka is waiting/ she said, carefully placing his 
hat on his head when she saw from his smile that she 
had permission to do so. 

Varenka, who was wearing a yellow print dress and 
a white kerchief on her head, stood m the dooiway. 

‘ I’m coming, Milo Varenka,’ said Koznysher, drinking 
up his coffee and pocketing his handkerchief and cigar- 
case. 

‘ What a darling my Varenka is, eh ? ’ Kitty said to 
her husband as soon as Koziiyshe\^ had risen. She said 
it so tliat the latter could hear, with an evident desire 
tliat he should do so. ‘ And how handsome, how nobly 
handsome ! . . . Varenka ' ’ she exclaimed. ‘ You 
will be in tlie wood by the mill ? We will drive there.’ 

‘You quite forget your condition, Kitty,’ said the 
old Prineess, hurrying in. ‘ Y'ou should not shout 
so.’ 

Varenka, hearing Kitty’s voice and her mother 
reprimanding her, came up with her light step. The 
quickness of Varenka’s movements, the colour suffiismg 
her anhnated face, all showed that something unusual 
was taking place within her. Kitty knew what that 
miusuai thing was, and watched her attentively. She 
laid now called Varenka only to give her a silent blessing 
lor the important event which, according to Kitty, 
w^as to happen m the w'oods that day after dmner. 

‘Varenka, I shall be very happy if a certain thing 
comes to pass,’ she whispered, kissmg her. 

‘ And are you coming with us ? ’ Varenka, quite 
confused, asked Levin, pretendmg not to have heard 
what had been said to her. 

‘I will come, but only as far as the threshing-floor. 
I shall stay there.’ 

‘ Oh, w'hy should you ? ’ said Kitty. 

‘ I must look at the new waggons, and count them,’ 
said Levin. ‘ And where w^ill you be ? ’ 

‘ On the balcony.’ 
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CHAPTER II 

All the women oF the household were assembled on the 
balcony. They ai\\'ays liked to sit tiiere after dinner, 
but to-day they had special busuiess there. Besides 
the sewmg of little shirts and the knitting of swaddling 
bands, on which they %\ere all engaged, to-day jam was 
bemg made there in a way now to Agatha, ^likliaylovna : 
without the a<Idition of water to the fruit. Kitty was 
mtrodueing this new way, which had been employed in 
her old home ; but Agatha -Mikhaylovna, to whom this 
work had formerly been entiusted, and who considered that 
nothmg that used to be done m the Levin house could 
be wrong, had, despite her directions, put water to the 
strawberry and the \\ild strawberry jam, deedarmg it 
to be mdispensable. She had been detected doing 
tins, and now the raspberry jam was being made m 
every one’s pre.seiicc, as Agatha IMikhajdovna had to 
be convmced that without water the jam could turn 
out well. 

Agatha Mikhaylovna, with a flushed face and aggrieved 
expression, her hair ruffled and her thin arms bared 
to the elbow, was shakmg the preservmg pan over the 
brazier 'With a circular movement, lookmg dismally 
at the raspberries and hoping with aU her heart that 
they would harden and not get cooked through. The 
old Prmcess, conscious that against her, as chief adviser 
in the matter of jam boiling, Agatha Mikhaylovna’s 
wrath should be directed, tried to look as if she were 
thmkmg of other things and was not mterested in the 
raspberries. She talked of other matters, but watched 
the brazier out of the comer of her eye. 

‘ I always buy dress materials for the maids myself, at 
the sales,’ the Princess said, continuing the conversation. 

‘ Is it not time to take the scum off, my dear ? ’ she added, 
turning to Agatha Mikhaylovna. ‘ It is not at all neces- 
sary for you to do it yourself, besides it’s hot,’ she said, 
stoppmg Kitty. 

‘ I will do it,’ said DoUy, and she got up and began 
carefully sliding the spoon over the surface of the bubbling 
syrup, and now and then, to remove what had stuck to 
the spoon, she tapped it against a plate already covered 
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with tlio yehowisii scum, with blood-red streaks cl 
syrup shoeing beneath it. ‘How they’ll lick it up at 
tf*a-tinie ! ’ slie thought of the children, remembering 
how she herself, when a child, used to marvel that the 
grown-ui>s did not eat the scum — the nicest part. ' 

‘ Steve says it’s hotter to give them money,’ Holly 
remarked, returning to the interesting topic of what 
piestnis it w'as best to give to the servants, ‘ but . . 

‘ Hoav can one give them money ! ’ said the Princess 
and Kitty with one voice. ‘ They value presents so ! ’ 

‘ Well, 1 for instance got our Matrena Semenovna 
not exactly x><'>phn, but something of that kind, last 
year,’ said the Princess. 

‘ Yes, I remember she wore it on your Name day.’ 

'■ The pattern is charming— so simple and refined. 
I would have had one made like it myself if she hadn’t 
had it. It IS something like Varenka’s, and so pretty 
and cheap.’ 

‘ Well, I think it is ready now,’ said Dolly, dripping 
syrup from the spoon. ‘When it begms to string, it 
is ready. Boil it up a little longer, Agatha Mikhaylovna.’ 

‘ Oh, these flics ' ’ cried Agatha Milihaylovna crossly. 

' It will come out just the same.’ 

‘ Oh, how sweet he is — don’t frighten him 1 ’ esclaimed 
Kitty unexpectedly, looking at a sparrow that had 
settled on the railing, turned a raspberry stalk over, 
and was pecking at it. 

‘ Yes, but keep away from the brazier,’ said her 
mntlier, 

fTopos de Varenkat said Kitty in French, which 
they had been talking all the time so that Agatha 
Miichaylovna should not understand them. ‘ Do you 
know, Mama, I am somehow expecting it to be settled 
to-day ! You understand what I mean. How nice 
it would be i ’ 

‘ Bear me ! What a skilful matchmaker ! ’ teased 
DoUy. ‘ How carefuUy and adroitly she brings them 
together ! ’ 

‘ Come, Mama Tell me w'hat you think about 
it ? ’ 

‘ What am I to think ? He,’ he. meant Koznyshev, 

‘ could have made the best match m Russia any time ; 
now he is no longer so young, but aU the same I am 
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bure many would many ium even now. . . . JSiie is 
very good-natured, but he might . . 

' Ob, but, Mama, try and understand why nothing 
better could be imagined either for him or for her. 
Pust of all, she is simply charming ! ’ exjiostiiiated 
Kitty, crookmg one huger. 

‘ He certamly hkcs her very much,’ Dolly clilined m. 

‘ Secondly, his position m the ■world is such that neithci 
property nor the social position of his wife matters to 
him at all. He only needs a good, sweet, quiet wife.’ 

‘ Yes, one certamly can trust her,’ again chimed in 
Dolly. 

‘ Thirdly, she must love him ; and that too is . . . 
ill a word, it would be splendid ’ I expect when they 
come back from the wood it will aU be settled. I shall 
see it at once b 5 ’ their eyes, i should be so glad ! What 
do you think, Dolly ? ’ 

‘ But don’t get excited ; there is no need at all for 
you to get excited,’ admonished her mother. 

‘ But I am not excited, Mama ! I think ho will 
propose to-day.’ 

‘ Ah, how strange it is when and how a man proposes. 

. . . There is a sort of barrier, and suddenly down it 
goes,’ said Dolly with a dreamy smde, recalling her 
past with Oblonsky. 

‘ Mama, how did Papa propose to you ? ’ Kitty 
suddenly inquired 

‘There was nothmg special about it — it was quite 
simple,’ answered the Princess, but her face brightened 
at the memory. 

‘ No, but how . . . ? You really loved him before 
you w’ere allo'wed to talk to one another ? ’ 

Kitty felt a particular chaim m bemg able now to 
talk with her mother as an equal about those chief events 
in a woman’s life. 

‘ Of course he loved me ; he used to visit us in the 
country.’ 

‘ But how was it decided, Mama ? ’ 

‘ I suppose you think you discovered something new ? 
It was just the same — it was decided by the eyes, 
smiles . . 

‘ How well you put it, Mama ! By the eyes and 
by smiles, thafc’s just it ! ’ chimed in DoEy. 
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' But what were the \,’ortls he said ? ’ 

‘ What words did Constantine say to you ? ’ 

‘ He wrote with chalk. It was wonderful. . . . How 
long ago it seems I ’ she replied. 

Aiul tlie tlirce women nieclitatcd silently on the same 
subjei't. Kitty was the first to break the silence. She 
recalled the whole of the winter preceding her marriage, 
and her infatuation with Vronsky. 

' Thc^re’s one thing . . . that old love-affair of 
\’'arenka’s,’ she said, following the natural sequence of 
her tlioughts. ‘ I wished to tell Koznj/shev somehov , 
to prepare him. Men, all of them, are tembly jealous of 
our pasts.’ 

' Not all,’ said Dolly. ‘ You judge by j^our oto 
luisbuud. He is still tormented by the memory of 
\''ionsky. Eh ? Am 1 not right ? ’ 

‘ are,’ answered Kitty, her eyes smiling dreamily. 
‘ But I do not know,’ interposed the Princess, defend- 
ing her maternal watchfulness over her daughter, ‘ what 
there is m your past to trouble him ! That Vronsky 
'•ourted j-'ou ? Such things happen to every gud.’ 

‘()h, but we are not talking about that,’ said Kitty, 
blushing. 

‘ No, excuse me ! ’ her mother continued. ‘ And then 
yhu yourself would not let me talk it over with Vronsky. 
Don’t you remember ? ’ 

‘ Oh Mama ! ’ said Kitty, looking pained. 

‘ Nowadays one can’t hold you girls in. . . . Your 
relations with him could not have gone beyond what 
was proper, else I should have spoken to him myself ! 
However, my love, it won’t do for you to get agitated. 
Please remember that and keep cairn.’ 

‘ I am quite calm. Mama.’ 

‘ How happily it turned out for Kitty that xAnna came,’ 
said Doily, ‘ and how unhappily for her ! The exact 
reverse,’ slae added, struck % her thought. ‘ Then 
i-\nna was so happy and Kitty considered herself miser- 
able. Now it’s the exact reverse I I often think of 
her.’ 

‘ She’s not worth thinking about ! A horrid, disgusting 
woman without a heart,’ said their mother, unable to 
forget that Kitty had not married Vronsky but Levin. 

‘ \Bhat is the use of talking about that ? ’ expostulated 



139 


PART VI, CHAPTEPw H 

Kitty with Texation. * I don’t think about it, and don’t 
want to,’ she said, listening to her husband coming up 
the balcony stepis. ‘ 1 don’t want to think about it.’ 

‘ About what don’t you w^ant to think ? ’ he asked 
as he came up. 

No one answered and he did not repeat the question. 

‘ I am sorry I have mtruded mto your women’s 
domain,’ he said, glancing round at them all with a 
dissatisfied air, and realizmg that they had been talk- 
mg of something they would not have tallied of in his 
presence. 

Eor an instant he felt that he shared Agatha Jilikhay- 
lovna’s dissatisfaction that the jam was boiled without 
water, and witli the ahen Slicherbatsky mfluence in general. 
He smiled, however, and went up to Kitty. 

‘ Well ? ’ he asked, looking at her with the expression 
with which every one addressed her nowadays. 

‘ Quite all right,’ replied Kitty with a smile. ‘ And 
your affair’s ? ’ 

‘ The waggons’ll hold three times as much as peasant 
carts. Shall we go and fetch the children ? I have 
ordered the trap.’ 

‘ What ? Are you going to take Kitty in the trap ? ’ 
said her mother reproachfully. 

* Only at a walking pace, Princess.’ 

Levin never called the Princess Maman, as sons-in-law 
usually do, and this displeased the Princess. But 
though b© liked and respected her very much, Levin 
could not address her so without violating his feeling 
for his dead mother. 

* Come with us, Mama,’ said Kitty. 

‘ I don’t wish to see such unreasonable doings.’ 

‘ Well, then I’ll go on foot ! Walking is good for 
me,’ and Kitty rose, went to her husband and took his 
arm. 

‘ It’s good for you in moderation,’ said the Princess. 

‘ Well, Agatha Mikhaylovna, is the jam done ? ’ asked 
Levin, smiling at her and wishing to cheer her up. ‘ Has 
it turned out well the new way ? ’ 

‘ I suppose so. We’d have thought it overdone ’ 

‘ It’s better so, Agatha Mikhaylovna : it won’t fer- 
ment, and we have no ice left in the cellar and nowhere 
to keep it cool,’ said Kitty,* immediatelv seeina 
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Im.sband's intention and addressing the oid woman 
III the same spirit. ‘ On the other hand, your pickling 
IS such that Mama says slie never tasted anything 
like it ! ’ she added, smiling and putting tiie old woman s 
kerchief straight. 

Agatha Dilikhaylovna looked crossly at Kitty. 

‘ You need not comfort me, ma’am ! I just look 
at you and //h/i, and then I feel happy,’ she said, and 
that disrespectful way of speaking of her master as him 
seemed touching to Kitty. 

* Oomo witli us and get mushrooms ! You will show 
us the right jiiaccs ’ 

Agatha Mikhaylovna smiled and shook her head, as 
much as to say : ‘ Though I should like to be cross 
witii you, I can’t do it.’ 

‘ l^l^pasc follow my advice,’ said the old Princess, 
' cover the jam with paper soaked in rum, and then 
it will not get mouldy, even without ice.’ 


CHAPTER HI 

Kitty was particularly glad of the opportunity of being 
alone with her husband, for she had noticed the shadow 
of pain that flitted over lus face, which so vividly reflected 
all his emotions, when he came on the balcony, asked 
wliat they w'ere talking about and received no reply. 

When they started on their walk in advance of the 
others and had passed out of sight of the house on to 
the hard, dusty road, strewn mth rye-ears and grain, 
she leaned more heavily on his arm and pressed it. He 
had already forgotten that momentarily unpleasant 
impression, and being alone with her experienced, now 
that the thought of her pregnancy never left him, a 
feeling still novel and joyful to him of pleasure, entirely 
free from sensuality, at the nearness of a beloved woman. 
They had nothing to say to one another, but he wanted 
to hear the sound of her voice, which like her look had 
been changed by pregnancy. In her voice as in her 
look there was now a certain softness and seriousness, 
as of a person continually intent on one beloved 
task, * 
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‘ You’re sure you won’t be tired ? Lean more on 
me,’ lie said. 

‘ No. I am so glad of a chance to be alone with you ; 
and I that, mce as it is to have them all, I regret 
our Vinter evenings alone together.’ 

‘ They were pleasant, but this is still better. . . . 
Both are better,’ he .said, pressing her hand. 

‘ Do you know what we were taiidng about when 
you came in ? ’ 

‘ About the jam ? ’ 

‘Yes, about jam, and then . , . about how people 
propose.’ 

‘ Ah ! ’ said Levin, listenmg more to the sound of her 
voice than to her words, thinkmg all the while about 
the road, which now led through the wood, and avoijdmg 
places where she might take a false step. i 

‘ x4nd about Sergius and Varenka. Did you notice ? 
... I want it so much,’ she went on ‘ What do 
you think about it ? ’ and she looked into his face. 

' I don’t know what to thmk,’ Levin replied with a 
smile. ‘ Sergius seems very strange to me in that regard. 
I told you . . 

‘ Yes — that he was in love with that girl who 
died. . . 

‘ It happened when I was still a child ; I only 
knew of it from what I was told. I remember him at 
that time. He was wonderfully charmmg. But since 
then I have observed him with women : he is amiable, 
and some of them please him, but I feel that for him 
they are simply human beings, not women.’ 

‘ Yes, but now with Varenka ? . . . There seems 
to be something . . .’ 

‘Perhaps there is. . . . But one must know him. 
He is a peculiar, a wonderful man. He lives only a 
spiritual life. He is a man of too pure and lofty a 
nature.’ 

‘ What ! Would that lower him ? ’ 

‘ No, but he is so used to hving a purely spiritual life 
that he cannot reconcile himself to realities, and, after 
all, Varenka is a reality ! ’ 

Levin had by this time become accustomed to express 
his thoughts boldly, without troubling to put them into 
precise phraseology ; he knew that at such lovinff mompnfa 
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iis the present Ins wife would understand what he meant 
from a mere hint, aiid she did understand him. 

‘ Yes, but in her there is not so much of that reality 
as there is in me ; I know he would never have loved 
me. yiie is all spirit.’ 

‘Oh no 1 He is very fond of you, and it is always 
such a pleasure to me when my people are fond of you.’ 

‘ Yes, he is kind to me, but . . 

‘ But it’s not lilvG poor Nicholas . . . You would 
have loved one another,’ said Levin, finishing her sen- 
tence for her. ‘ Why not speak of him ? ’ he added. 
‘ Sometimes I blame myself for not doing so ; it will 
end by my forgettmg him. Oh, what a dreadful, what 
a charming man he was ! . . . Yes, what were we talking 
about ? ’ ho concluded after a pause. 

‘ You thinlv he can't fall in love, then ? ’ said Kitty, 
jiiitting his thoughts mto her own w’ords. 

‘ Not exactly that he can’t fall in love,’ Levin answered 
with a smile, ‘ but he has none of that weakness which 
is necessary ... I always envied him, and even now, 
when I am so happy, I still envy him.’ 

‘ You envy him because he can’t fall in love ? ’ 

‘ I envy him because he is better than I am,’ replied 
he, smiling. ‘He does not live for himseK. His whole 
life is subordinated to duty. And so he can be calm and 
contented.’ 

‘ And you ? ’ said Kitty with a mocking smile of loving 
amusement. 

She could not have expressed the sequence of thoughts 
that made her smile ; but the last deduction was that 
her husband, in extolling his brother and depreciating 
himself, was not quite sincere. But she knew that this 
insincerity was the outcome of his affection for his 
brother, of a sense of shame at his own excefssive 'happi- 
ne.ss, and especially of that desire to improve which never 
left him ; she loved this m him, and therefore smiled. 

‘ And you ? What are you dissatisfied with ? ’ she 
said with the same smile. 

Her disbelief in his dissatisfaction with himself was 
pleasant, and unconsciously he challenged her to give 
reasons for her disbelief. 

‘ 1 am happy, but dissatisfied with myself , . he 
answered. 
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‘ How can you be disbati^fied if you are happy ? ’ 

‘ I mean . . . How shall I put it ? ... In my 
heart I wish for nothing more, except that you shouldn’t 
stumble. Oh dear ! How can you jump so ! ’ he 
said, interrupting the conversation to rebuke her for 
makmg too quick a movement while stepping over a 
branch that lay across the path. ‘ But when I examine 
myself and compare myself with others, especial!}” 
with my brother, I feel how bad I am.’ 

‘ In what way ? ’ asked she, still smiling. ‘ Don't 
you do anything for others ? What about your small 
holdmgs, your farmmg, and }”Our book ? ’ 

‘ No. I feel it now more than ever — and it is your 
fault,’ he answered, pressmg her arm, ‘ that it’s not the 
right thing. I do it, but it is superficial. If I could 
love all that work as I love you . . . but of late I have 
been doing it like a task set me. . . 

‘ Well then, what do you say to Papa ? ’ asked Kitty. 

‘ Is he bad too, because ho does nothing for the common 
good ? ’ 

‘ He ? Oh no ! But one must have your father’s 
simplicity, clearness, and kindness, and have I got all 
that ? I don’t act and I worry. It’s you who have 
done it. Before you were there, and that,' he said with 
a glance at her figure, which she understood, ' I put 
all my strength into my work ; but now I can’t and I 
feel ashamed. I do it just like a task that has been 
set me. I pretend . . 

‘ Then would you now like to change places with 
Sergius Ivanieh ? ’ asked Kitty. ‘ Would you prefer 
to do that public work, and love that given task as he 
does, and nothing more ? ’ 

‘ Of course not 1 ’ replied Levin. ‘ However, I am 
so happy that I don’t understand anything. ... So 
you think he wifi propose to-day ? ’ he added after a 
pause. 

‘ I do, and I don’t. But I want him to, awfully ! 
Wait, we’ll see.’ She stooped and picked an ox-eye 
daisy by the roadside. ‘ There, begin ! He will pro- 
pose, he won’t . . and she handed him the flower. 

‘ He win, he won’t,’ said Levin, pulling off the veined 
white petals. 

‘ No, no 1 ’ exclaimed she, wiatching his fingers excitedly. 
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as she seized Ins band to stop him. ‘ YouVe pnlled off 
two at once.’ 

‘ Well then, we won't count this tiny one,’ said he, 
picking off a short ill-formed petal. ‘ And here’s the 
trap overtaknig us.’ 

‘ Aren't tired, Kitty ? ’ the Princess called out. 

‘ Not at aU.’ 

‘ If so you’d better get m, if the horses are quiet and 
go at a walking pace.’ 

But it was not worth while to drive as they had nearly 
reached the place, and so they all went on foot. 


CHAPTER IV 

Varenka with the white kerchief over her black hair, 
surrounded by the children and good-naturedly and 
cheerfully busy with them, and evidently excited by 
the possibility of an offer of marriage from a man she 
liked, looked very attractive, Koznyshev walked by 
her side and did not cease admiring her. Looking at 
her he remembered all the charming things he had heard 
her say, and all he knew of her that was good, and he 
grew more and more conscious that what he felt for her was 
something rare, something he had felt but once before, a 
long, long time ago, when he was Yery young. His sense of 
pleasure at her nearness went on increasing until it reached 
a point where, when placing m her basket an enormous wood 
mushroom with a thin stem and up- curling top, he looked 
into her eyes and, noting the flush of joyful and 
frightened agitation that suffused her face, he himself be- 
came embarrassed and gave her a smile that said too much. 

‘ If it is so, I must think it over and come to a decision, 
and not let myself be carried away like a hoy by the 
impulse of the moment,’ he told himself. 

‘ Now I will go and gather mushrooms quite on my 
own account, or else my harvest will not be noticeable,’ 
said he, and went away from the skirts of the wood, 
where they were waUdng about on the short silky grass 
under sparsely growing old birches, and penetrated 
deeper into the 'wood, where among the white birch 
trunks grew grey-stemmed'^aspens and dark hazel bushes. 
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When he had gone some forty paces he atex)ped behind 
a spindle bush with pink and red earring-shaped blossoms, 
and paused, knowing that he could no longer bo seen. 
Around him evcr;ythmg was quiet. Only the hum ol 
flies, like that of a swarm of bees, sounded contmually 
high up in the birch trees beneath which he stood, and 
occasionally the children’s voices reached him. Suddenly, 
from the skirts of tlie wood not far oft, he heard Varenka’s 
contralto voice calling to Grisha, and a smile of pleasure 
hi up his face. Conscious of that smile, Koznyshev 
sliook his head disapprovmgiy at his own state and taking 
out a cigar began to light it. He was long unable to 
strike a match against the bark of a birch. The delicate 
white outer bark adhered to the phosphorus, and the 
light went out. At last one match did burn up, and 
the scented smoke of the cigar, like a broad swaying 
sheet definitely outlined, moved forwards and upwards 
over the bush under the overhanging branches of the 
birch- tree. Watchmg the sheet of smoke, he went on 
slowly, meditatmg on his condition of mmd. 

‘Why not ? ’ he thought. ‘ If it were just a sudden 
impulse or passion — if 1 only felt this attraction, this 
mutual attraction (it is mutual), but felt that it was con- 
trary to the wiiolc tenor of my life, and that by giving 
way to it I should be false to my vocation and duty 
. . . But it is nothmg of the kmd. The one thing I 
can find agamst it is that when I lost Marie I told my- 
self that I would remam true to her memory. That 
is the only thing I can say agamst my feeling . . , 
That is important,’ thought Koznyshev, conscious 
nevertheless that this consideration could not have any 
importance for him personally, although in the eyes 
of others it might spoil his poetic r^Ue. ‘ But, apart 
from that, however much I searched I could find nothmg 
to say against my feeling. If I had chosen by reason alone, 
I could find nothmg better ! ’ 

He recalled the women and girls he had known, but 
try as he would he could not recall one who united m 
herself to such a degree all, literally aU, the quahties 
which he, thinking the matter over in cold blood, would 
desire in a wife. She had all the charm and freshness 
of youth but was no longer a child, and if she loved him, 
loved him consciously as a woman ought to love. That 
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was one favourable consideration. The second one was : 
she was not only far from worldly, but evidently felt 
a repulsion from the world, yet she knew the world and 
had all the waj^s of a woman of good Society, without 
which a hfe-companion would be unthinkable for him. 
The thii'd was : she was religious, not irresponsibly 
religious and land-lica^ted like a child — like Kitty for 
instance — but her life was based on religious convictions. 
Even down to small details Koznyshev found in her 
all that he desired in a wife : she was poor and solitary, 
so that she would not bring into her husband’s house 
a crowd of relations and their influence, as he saw Kitty 
doing. She would be indebted to her husband for every- 
thing, which was a thmg he had always desired in his 
future family life. And this girl, uniting aU these 
qualities, loved him. He w'as modest, but could not 
help being aware of tins. And he loved her. One of 
the opposite arguments was Ins age. But he came of 
a long-lived race, he had not a smgle grey hair, no one 
thought ho was forty, and he remembered that Varenka 
had said it was only m Russia that men of fifty con- 
sidered themselves old, and that in France a man of 
fifty considered himself dans ki force de while one 

of forty was un jeune homme.^ And what was the use 
of counting by years, w^hen he felt as young at heart 
as he had been twenty years ago ? Was it not youth 
that he was experiencing now, when coming out again 
on the other side of the wood he sa^^v^, in the bright 
slanting sunbeams, the graceful form of Varenka in her 
yellow dress and with a basket on her arm, steppmg 
lightly past the trunk of an old birch, and when the 
impression of Varenka merged into one with the view 
that had so struck him with its beauty : the view of 
the field of ripening oats bathed in the slanting sun- 
beams and the old forest beyond, flecked with yellow, 
fading away into the bluish distance. His heart leapt 
with joy. His feelings carried him away. He felt 
that the matter was decided. Varenka, who had bent 
to pick a mushroom, rose buoyantly and glanced 
round. Throwing away his cigar Koznyshev went 
toward her with resolute steps, 

^ In, the prime of Me. 


* A young man. 
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CHAPTER V 

‘Mlle Varenra ! When very young I formed my 
ideH of the ivoman J should love and whom i should 
be happy to call my wife, f have lived many years, 
and now in you for .the first time I have met what I 
was 111 search of. I love you, and offer you my hand.’ 

This was what Ivozny.shev said to himself when he 
was already ivdthm ten steps of Varenka. Kneeling 
and with outstretched arms defending some mushrooms 
from Grisha, she was callmg little IVlasha. 

‘ Come along, little ones ! There arc a lot here,’ she 
cried in her delightful mellow voice. 

On seeing Koznyshev approaching she did not move ; 
yet eveiytiiing told him that she felt his approach and 
was glad of it. 

‘ Well, have you found anything ? ’ she asked from 
beneath her white kerchief, turnmg her handsome face 
toward him, with a gentle smile. 

' Kot one,’ sard Koznj^shev. ‘ And you ? ’ 

She did not reply, being busy with the children who 
surrounded her. 

‘ There’s another, near the branch,’ she said, pointing 
to a .small mushioom cut across its firm pinkish crown 
by a dry blade of gras.s from beneath which it had sprung 
up. Varenka rose when Masha had picked the mush- 
room, breaking it into two white pieces. ‘ It reminds 
mo of my childhood,’ she added, moving away from the 
children with Koznyshev. 

They went a few paces in sdence. Varenka saw 
that he ■wanted to speak, and guessmg the subject she 
grew faint with joy and fear. They had gone far enough 
not to be overheard, but he stiU had not begun. It 
would have been better for Varenka to remain silent. 
It would have been easier after a silence to say what 
they wished to say than after talking about mushrooms ; 
yet against her will, and as if by accident, she said : 

‘ So you have not found anything ? But of course 
deep in the wood there are always fewer.’ 

Koznyshev sighed and did not speak. He was vexed 
that she had spoken about mushrooms. He wished to 
bring her back to her first remark about her childhood ; 
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but without wishing to, after a paubc, he replied to her 
last words : 

‘ I have only heard that the white boleti grow chiefly 
on the outsldi-ts, but I can’t even tell w’hich are the 
white ones.’ 

A few more minutes passed ; they had gone stiii 
further from the children and were quite alone. Varenka’s 
heart beat so that she seemed to hear it, and she felt 
herself growmg red and then pale and red agam. 

To be the wife of a man like Koznyshev after her diffi- 
cult life with JMadame Stahl seemed to her the height 
of bliss. Besides, she was ahnost sure she loved him, 
and now m a moment it must be decided. She was 
frightened : fnghrctied of w'hat he might or might not 
say. 

‘ He must make his declaration now or never ’ ; 
Koznyshev also felt this. Everything — Varenka’s look, 
her biush, her downcast eyes — betrayed pamful expecta- 
tion. He saw it and was sorry for her He even felt 
that to say nothing now’ would be to oflend her. His 
mind went rapidly over all the arguments in favour of 
his decision He repeated to himself the words wnth 
which he had intended to propose ; but instead of those 
W'ords some unexpected thought caused him to say : 

‘ What difference is there between the white boleti 
and the birch-tree variety ? ' 

Varenka’s lips trembled wnth emotion when she 
replied : 

‘ There is hardly any difference in the tops, Jout only 
in the stems.’ 

And as soon as those words were spoken, both he and 
she understood that all was over, and that what ought 
to have been said would not be said, and their excite- 
ment, having reached its climax, began to subside. 

‘ The stem of the birch-tree boletus reminds one ,of 
a dark man’s beard two days old,’ remarked Koznyshev 
calmly. 

‘ Yes, that’s true,’ answered Varenka with a smile, 
and involuntarily the direction of their stroll changed. 
They began to return to the children. Varenlia felt 
pained and ashamed, but at the same time she experi- 
enced a sense of relief. 

Koznyshev when he got home and went again over 
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all ills reasony, came to the conrluhlon that at first he 
had judged v,'roixgly. He could not be unfaithful to 
Marie’s memory. 

‘ Gently, gently, children I ’ shouted Levin almost 
angnly, stepping in front of his wife to shield her, 'wheD 
the crowd ot children came rushing at them with shriek' 
of delight. 

Behind the children Koznjshev ami Varenka came 
out of the wood. Kitty had no need to quest ion Varenka : 
from the calm and rather shamefaced look on both faces 
siie knew that her plan had not been realized. 

‘ Well ? " mquired her husband on their way home. 

‘ Won’t bite,’ answered Kitty with a smile and inannci 
of speaking like her father, which Levin often observed 
m her with pleasure. 

‘ Won’t bite ? How do you mean ? ’ 

‘ Like this,’ she said, taking her husband’s hand, 
raismg it to her mouth, and slightly touching it with 
her closed hps. As one kisses the bishop’s hand ’ 

‘ Who won’t bite ? ’ said he, laughing. 

‘ Neither ! And it should have been like this . . 

^ Ivimd, hero are some peasants commg . . 

‘ They didn’t see ! ’ 


CHAPTER VI 

ETTRiifG the children’s tea the grown-ups sat on the 
balcony and tallied as if nothing had happened, though 
they all, especially Koznyshev and Varenka, knew very 
well that somethmg had happened which though negative 
w'as highly important. They both experienced what is 
felt by a pupil who has failed in an exammation and has 
to remain in the same class or bo finally expelled from 
the school. Every one talked with peculiar animation 
about extraneous topics. Leyin and Kitty felt par- 
ticularly happy and in love with' one another that evening. 
Their happiness in their love mvolved an unpleasant 
reflection on those who desired, but had failed, "to secure 
the same happinesS| and made them feel ashamed. 

‘ Take my word for it, Alexander won’t come,’ said 
the old Princess, 
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They were f'xpoetiug Oblonsky by the evening train, 
and tiie old Prince had written that he would perhaps 
iccompanv inin. 

And I ktKJW why,’ continued the Princess. ‘ He 
‘^ays young inarned folk siiould bo left to themselves 
ior a while.’ 

‘Yes, Ihipa has really abandoned us,’ said Kitty. 

■ We lia\e not seen him . . . And are we young married 
folk? . . . Why, ve are such old ones now ! ’ 

‘ Only il he do'esn’t come I too shall say good-bye to 
you children,’ said the Pmu'CrtS with a sorrowful sigh. 

‘Oh, vh.it an idea, mama!’ rejoined both her 
da ugl iters. 

‘Just consider him ! Why, at present . . 

And suddenly tlie old Princess’s voice unexpectedly 
qiiav(‘red. Her daughters said no more and glanced 
at one another. * Mama always finds something 
sad,’ this gLince seemed to say. They did not know 
that pleasant as it was for her to stay with her daughter 
and necessary as she felt herself to be there, she su:ffered 
keenly, both on her own and on her husband’s account, 
.since they gave their last and favourite daughter m 
marriage and the family nest was left empty. 

‘ What is it, Agatha Milihaylovna ? ’ Kitty asked 
suddenly wlum the old woman stopped in front of her 
■with a look of mystery and importance. 

‘ How about supper ? ’ 

‘ Oh, that’s just right,’ said Dolly. ‘ You go and 
give your orders, and I will hear Grisha his lesson. He 
hasn’t done anything to-day.’ 

‘ That’s a rebuke for me ! No, Dolly ! I will go,’ 
said Levin, jumping up. 

Grisha, who had entered a High School, had some 
home-work to prepare during the summer holidays. 
While still in Moscow Dolly had begun learning Latin 
with him, and on coming to the Levins made it a rule 
to go over with him, at least once a day, the most diffi- 
cult lessons — Latin and arithmetic. Levin offered to 
replace her, but having once heard Levin giving the 
lesson and noticing that he was not doing it the same 
way as the master who had coached ^he boy in Moscow, 
she — ^though embarrassed and anxious not to offend 
Levin-told him resolutely that the text-book must be 
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followed in the master’s way and that she would rather 
give the lessons herself. Lovm was vexed with Oblonsky 
for carelessly leaving it to the boy’s mother to look after 
his lessons which she did not understand, instead of 
doing it himself, and he was vexed with the masters also 
for teaching the children so badly ; but he promised 
his sister-in-law to give the lessons in the way she wished. 
So he went on teachmg Grisha not in his own way but 
according to the book, and therefore did it half-heartedly 
and often missed a lesson. So it had happened that 
day. 

‘ No, I will go, Dolly ! You stay here,’ he said. ‘ We 
shall do it all properly by the book. Only when Steve 
comes we shall go shootmg and then I shall miss the 
lessons.’ 

And Levin went ojS to find Grisha 

Vaienka spoke in the same way to Kitty. Even in the 
Levins’ well-ordered household she found ways to be of use. 

‘ I will see about supper,’ she said, ‘ and you stay 
here ’ ; and she lose to accompany Agatha Mikhaylovna. 

‘ Y^es, do. I expect they could not get any chickens, 
but there ai’e our own . . .’ answered Kitty. 

‘ Agatha Mikhaylovna and I will arrange it,’ and 
Varenka went out with the old woman. 

‘ What a nice girl ! ’ said the Princess. 

‘Not nice, Mama, but so charming that tliere is no 
one else hke her ! ’ 

‘ Bo you are expecting Stephen Arkadyevich to-night ? ’ 
asked Koznyshev, evidently dismchned to jom in a con- 
versation about Varenka. ‘ It would be hard to find 
two brothers-in-law more unlike,’ he went on with his 
subtle smile ; ‘ the one always on the move, livmg 

always in Society like a fish in water ; the other, our 
Constantine here, hvely, quick, sensitive to everything, 
but as soon as he appears in Society either shutting 
up altogether or floundering about absurdly like a fish 
on dry land t ’ 

‘Yes, he is very thoughtless,’ said the Princess to 
Koznyshev. ‘ I was just going to ask you to tell 
him that it is impossible for her’ — she indicated Kitty 
— ‘to remain here„^and that she must certainly come 
to Moscow He says, “ Get a doctor to come out 
here” . . • 
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‘ Mama, he will ho ail that’H necessary and will 
agree to everyiliiiig,’ interpolated Kitty, annoyed witli 
her mother for asking Ivoznyfeliev’s opuuon on such a 
matter, 

hi the midst of their eoiiversation they heard the 
snorting oi lior.s(‘s and the fociaping of wheels on the 
gravel of the a\enue. 

Doily had not had time to rise to go to meet her 
husband, before Levin had jumped out of the window 
of the room hehjw, where he had been teaching Grisha, 
and had lifted the hoy out too. 

‘ It’s Steve ! ’ shouted Le\ ui from under the balcony. 
‘ We iiave iinished, Dolly, don’t worry ! ’ he added, 
niiining liJvc a boy to meet the carnage 

‘ /.s, m, ui , ejtis, eju6‘, ejiis,' shouted Grisha, hoppmg 
down tii(‘ avenue, 

' And some one with him. It must be Papa ! ’ shouted 
Levin, who iiad stopped at the bend of the avenue. 
‘ Kitty, don’t come dowm those steep steps, go round ! ’ 

But Levin w'us mistaken in supposing that one of the 
men in the caleche was the old Prmce. When he cam© 
nearer he saw, sitting beside Oblonsky, a stout handsome 
young man wiairing a Scotch boimet wdth long ribbons 
streaming behind. It was Vasenka Veslovsky, a second 
cousin of ihc Shcherbatskys, a brilliant Petersburg- 
iMoscow young man. ‘ A most splendid fellow and 
a passionate sportsman,’ as Oblonsky said when he 
introduced him. 

Xot at all dismayed by the disappointment he 
caused by appearing instead of the old Prince, Veslovsky 
gaily greeted Levin, remuidmg him that they had met 
before, and hfting Grisha he caught him up into the 
vehicle over the pointer Oblonsky had brought with him. 

Levin did not get in, but followed the caleche. He 
vvas rather vexed that the old Prince, whom he hked 
more and more the better he knew him, had not come, 
and veyed because this Vasenka Veslovsky, a quite 
superfluous stranger, had come. Veslovsky seemed to him 
still more alien and superfluous when they arrived at 
the porch — ^at which the W'hole animated group of grown' 
ups and children had gathered — and he saw Vasenka 
Veslovsky kissing Kitty’s hand with a particularly tender 
and gallant air. 



153 


PART VI, CHAPTER VI 

‘ We, your wife and I, are cousins and old acquaint- 
ances,’ said Vasenka Veslovsky, once again givmg Levin’s 
hand a very, very hard squeeze. 

‘ Well, is there any game ? ’ asked Oblonsky of Levin, 
scarcely giving himself time to say a word of greeting 
to everybody. ‘ He and I have the cruellest intentions. 

. . . Why, mama I They have not been in Moscow 
since then. . . . Here, Tanya ! That’s for you ! . . . 
Please get it out of the calPcke, behind there . . he 
was saying to those about him. ‘ How much refreshed 
you are looking, Dolly, dear ! ’ he went on, kissing his 
wife’s hand agam and holding it in his own while he 
patted it with the other hand. 

Levin, who but a few moments before had been in 
the brightest of spirits, was now looking dismally at 
every one, dissatisfied with everything, 

‘ Whom was he kissing yesterday with those same 
lips ? ’ he thought as he looked at Oblonsky caressing 
his wife. He looked at Dolly, and was not pleased with 
her either. 

* Of course she docs not believe in his love. Then 
why is she so pleased ? Disgusting ! ’ thought he. 

He looked at the Prmcess, w'ho a few moments before 
had seemed so nice, and did not like the way she wel- 
comed that beribboned Vasenka, as if to her own house. 

Even Koznyshev, -who had also come out of the porch, 
displeased Levm by the feigned friendliness with which 
he greeted Oblonsky, whom, as Levm knew, he neither 
liked nor respected. 

And Varenka too seemed disgusting because of the 
manner in which she wnth her saint nitouche ^ air made 
that gentleman’s acquaintance, while all her thought 
was how to get married. 

But most repugnant of all w’as Kitty, for the way 
she fell in with the gay tone of that gentleman, who 
appeared to consider his arrival in the country a regular 
festival for everybody, and particularly objectionable 
was the smile with which she responded to his smiles. 

Talking noisily, they all went .into the house, but as 
soon as all were seated Levin turned and left the room. 

Kitty noticed that something was wi*ong with her 
husband. She tried to seize an opportune moment to 

' Holy unapproachable. 
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.'’peak to him alone ; but he hurried away from her, 
saying that he must go to the office. It was long since 
tlie farm work had seemed so important to him as it 
did that e\xming. ‘For them it is always a holiday,’ 
he thouglit, ‘ yet here we have work that is no hohday 
task, wincli cannot be put off, and without which hfe 
IS unjiossible.’ 


CHAPTER VII 

Lf.vin did not return until they called him to supper. 
On the stairs stood Kitty and x^gatha Mikhaylovna, 
doliberating what wines to serve. 

‘ But why all this fuss ? Herve the same as usual.’ 

‘ No ; Steve does not drink it. . . . Kostya ! Wait 
a moment — what’s the matter with you ? ’ said Kitty, 
hurrying after him, but, without waiting for her, he wont 
away pitilessly with big strides to the dining-room, 
whore he immediately joined in the general animated 
conversation which was kept going by Vasenka Veslovsky 
and Oblonsky. 

‘ Well then, shall we go shooting to-morrow ? ’ Oblonsky 
inquired. 

^ Yes ! Do let’s go ! ’ cried Veslovsky, changing from 
one chair to another and sitting sideways with one of 
his fat legs doubled under him. 

‘ I shall be very pleased ! Let’s go. And have you 
had any shooting this year ? ’ Levin asked, gazing 
intently at this leg but with that pretended politeness 
of his which Kitty knew so well, and which suited him 
so ill. ‘ I don’t Imow whether we shall get any snipe, 
but there are plenty of woodcock, only one must go 
early. Will it tire you ? Aren’t you tired, Steve ? ’ 

‘ I ! Tired ? I’ve never been tired yet. Let’s not 
go to bed at all ! Let’s go for a wailc.’ 

‘ Yes, really ! Don’t let us go to bed ! Delightful ! ’ 
chimed in Veslovsky. 

‘ Oh, we are quite convinced that you can do without 
sleep and deprive others of theirs,’ said Dolly with that 
scarcely perceptible irony with which she now generally 
addressed her husband. think it’s already time 
. • , I’m going : I don’t thke supper.’ 
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‘ Oil no, stay here, Dolly dear ! ’ said Oblonsky, 
stepping across to her side of the long supper-table. 
‘ I have much more t-o tell you.’ 

‘ I don’t expect you have any news.’ 

‘ Do you know, Veslovsky has been to sec Anna ? 
And he is going there again. You know it’s only some 
seventy versts off. I shall certainly go over, Veslovsky, 
come here ! ’ 

Vasenka came over to the ladies, and took a seat 
beside Kitty. 

‘ Oh, do tell me ! You have been to see her ? How 
is she 1 ’ asked Dolly. 

Levin remained at tlie other end of the table, and 
while not ceasing to talk with the Princess and Varenka, 
saw that Oblonsky, Dolly, Kitty, and Veslovsky were 
carrymg on an animated and mysterious conversation. 
Moreover, he saw his wife had an expression of serious 
feelmg as she gazed attentively at Vasenka’ s handsome 
face while he was vivaciously narratmg something. 

‘ It’s very nice at their place,’ Vasenka was saying, 
talldng of Vronsky and Anna. ‘ Of course I do not 
take it upon myself to judge, but in their house one 
feels oneself to be m a family.’ 

‘ What do they mean to do ? * 

‘ I behove they mean to go to Moscow for the winter.’ 

‘ How nice it would be for us to meet there ! When 
are you going, Stephen Arkadyevich ? ’ asked Vasenka. 

‘ I shall spend July with them.’ 

‘ And will you go ? ’ Oblonsky asked his wife. 

‘ I have long wanted to go and certainly shall go,’ 
replied Dolly. ‘ I know her, and am sorry for her. 
She is a splendid woman. I shall go alone when you 
are away, and won’t mconvenience anyone. It w'!!! 
even be better without you.’ 

‘ That’s all right,’ replied he ; ‘ and you, Kitty ? ’ 

‘ I ? Why should I go ? ’ said Kitty, flushing deeply 
and glancing round at her husband. 

‘ Are you acquainted with Anna Arkadyevna ? ’ 
Veslovsky asked her. ‘ She is very attractive ’ 

‘ Yes,’ said Kitty, with a still deeper blush, and she 
rose and went to her husband. 

‘ So you are off shooting to-morrow ? ’ she asked. 

Levin’s jealousy during those few minutes had gone 
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far, fs-pcciallv after the blush that had suffused her face 
when speaking to Veslovsky. Now as he listened to 
her qiiehtion lie inlerpreted it m his own way. Strange 
as it seemed to him when he remembered it later, it 
now ayjpearcd clear to him that she asked whether 
he was going shooting, only because she wanted to 
know’ whether he w’ould give that pleasure to Vasenka 
Veslovsky, W’lth wdiom he fancied she was already in 
love. 

‘ Yes, T am going,’ he answered in an unnatural voice 
that was disagreeable to hims('lf. 

‘ No — wait a day, because Dolly has seen nothing of 
her husband. You could go the day after to-morrow,’ 
said '-tie. 

Levin now mterpieted her words thus : ‘ Do not part 
mo from Jiim. Your going does not matter to me, but 
do let me enjoy the society of this charming young 
man ! ’ 

Oh, if you wish it we w'ill stay at home to-morrow,’ 
replied Levin with particular amiability. 

Meanw'hile Vasenka, without the least suspicion of 
the sufferings his presence was causmg, rose from the 
table after Kitty and followed her, smiling pleasantly. 

Levin saw' that smile He grew pale and for a moment 
could liardly breathe. ‘How dare he look like that 
at my w’lfe ! ’ ho thought, boding wdth rage. 

‘ To-morrow then ? Please let’s go ! ’ said Vasenka, 
Hitting dow’n and once more doubling his leg under hmi, 
as his habit w’as. 

Levin’s jealousy rose still higher. Already he fancied 
himself a deceived husband, necessary to his wife and 
her lover only to provide them with the comforts of 
life and with pleasures. . , . But nevertheless he asked 
Vasenka in an amiable and hospitable manner about 
Ins shooting, his gun, his boots — and agreed to go 
-hooting next day. 

Happily for Levin the old Princess put a stop to his 
sufferings by herself getting up and advising Kitty to 
go to bed. But he did not escape a fresh pang. Taking 
leave of his hostess, Vasenka again wanted to kiss her 
hand; but Kitty, lilushing, drew away her hand, and 
said with naive rudeness,^ for which she was afterw’ards 
reprimanded by her mother : 
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‘ That’s not customary in our hou«.e.’ 

In Levin’s eyes Kitty was to bLune for having iaici 
herself open to such behaviour, and still more to blame 
for so awkwardly showmg that it displeased her. 

‘ What’s the good of going to sleep, eh ? ’ said Oblonsk3% 
who after the few glasses he had drunk at supper was 
m his pleasantest and most poetic mooch ‘ Look, 
Kitty ! ’ he went on, pointing to the moon n&mg bellin'] 
the hme-trees. ‘ How lovely ! Veslovsk}', now’s tl.e 
time for a serenade ! Do you knovr he has a line voice ? 
We have been rehearsing on the way. He has brought 
some beautiful songs — two new ones. He ought to sing 
them with ]Milo Varenka.’ 

After the rest had separated for the night Oblonsky 
long walked in the avenue with Voslovsky, and theiV 
voices could be heard practismg a new song. 

Levin sat listenmg to them and fro'wiiiiig, in an cas^- 
chair m his wife’s bedroom, meeting her iiicpiii’ies jas 
to what was the matter with stubborn silence. But 
when at length she asked with a timid smile : ^ Aren’t 
you displeased about soinethmg connected with Vos- 
lovsky ^ ’ ho gave vent to his feelings and told licf 
eveiyihmg. He himself was ofiended by wLat he was 
saying, and this still further irritated him. 

He stood before her, his eyes glittermg terribly under 
Ins fromiing brows, and pressed his povrerful arms to 
his breast, as if trying with all his might to restrain 
himself. The expression of his face would have been 
hard and even cruel, but for a look of suffering which 
touched her. His jaw trembled and his voice faltered. 

'■ Understand that I am not jealous : that is a vile 
word ! I cannot be jealous nor believe that ... I 
cannot say what I feel, but it is dreadful ... I am 
not jealous, but I am offended and humiliated that 
anyone dares imagme — dares look at you with such 
eyes . . .’ 

‘ What eyes ? ’ said Kitty, trying to remember as 
honestly as she could all the words and gestures of the 
evening and all their shades of ineanmg 

In the depth of her soul she wms conscious that there 
had been something just at the moment w'hen Veslovsky 
had followed her to the other^end of the table, but she 
211 5,3 
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dared nob o’vm this ercn to herself, much less make 
up her mind to tell him and so increase his pain. 

‘ And what attraction can there be about me as I 

am . . 

‘ Ah ! ’ he exclaimed, seizing his head in his hands. 
‘ You had better not say anything ! ... So, if you 
were attractive . . .’ 

‘ Oh no, Kostya ! Wait— listen ! ’ she implored with 
a look of pained commiseration. ‘ What can jmu be 
thinking of, since men do not exist for me ? They 
don’t I They don’t ! ... Well then, would you like 
me not to see anybody ? ’ 

For the first moment his jealousy had ofiended her : 
she was annoyed that the least relaxation, even the 
most miiocent, was forbidden her; but now she would 
gladly have saerlticed not merely trifles like that, but 
anything, to free him from the torments he was 
suifenng. 

‘ Try and understand the horror and absurdity of 
my position,’ he continued in a despairing whisper. 
‘ He IS in my house, and strictly speakmg he has done 
nothing improper except by his free and easy manner 
and doubling up his legs ! He considers it to be in 
the best form, and thcieforo I have to be polite to him ! ’ 

‘ Come, Kostya, you are exaggerating ! ’ remonstrated 
Kitty, at the bottom of her heart pleased by the force 
of love for her which was now expressing itself in his 
jealousy. 

' The worst of it all is that you — are as you always 
are, and now when you are my holy of holies and 
wo are so happy — so specially happy — suddenly this 
good-for-nothing comes along . . . No, not good-for- 
nothing. . , . Why am I abusing him ? He does not 
concern me. But our happiness, mine and yours . . . 
why . . . ? ’ 

‘ Do you know, I see how it happened . . .* Kitty 
began. 

‘ How ? How ? ’ 

I noticed your look while we were talking at supper.’ 

‘ Yes, yes ! ’ said he in a frightened tone. 

She told him what they had been talking about, and 
while she sjioke she was breathless with excitement. 
Levin paused, and then ‘‘after scrutinizing her pale, 
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frightened features, suddenly clapped his hands to his 
head. 

‘ Kate, I have been tormenting you ! My darling, 
forgive me ! It was madness ! Kate, it is aU my fault. 
How could I torture myself like that about such 
nonsense ? ’ 

" Oh no I I am sorry for you.’ 

‘ For me ? Me ? Because I am a madman I But 
why should I make you wretched ? It is dreadful to 
think that a mere stranger can destroy our bliss ! ’ 

‘ Of course, and that is what offends me . . 

‘ Well then, I will keep hmi here all the summer on 
purpose. I win lavish attentions on him,’ said Levin, 
kissing her hands. ‘ You’ll see ’ To-morrow • . . 
Oh, but we are going out to-morrow.’ 


CHAPTER VIII 

Next day, before the ladies were up, the vehicles — a 
cart and a small trap — stood at the porch waiting for the 
sportsmen ; and Laska, having long ago made out 
that they were going shooting, after yelpmg and jumping 
about to her heart’s content, was sitting m the cart 
beside the coachman, regarding the doorway whence 
the sportsmen had not yet emerged, with excitement 
and with disapproval of the delay. The first to appear 
was Vasenka Veslovsky in new boots reaching half-way 
up his fat thighs, his green blouse girdled with a new 
cartridge-belt smelling of leather, and on his head the 
Scotch bonnet with the ribbons. He carried a new 
English gun without a sling. Laska jumped down to 
him and greeted him by leapmg about. In her own way 
she asked him how soon the others would come out, 
but, receiving no reply, she returned to her post of 
expectancy and agam sat motionless with her head 
turned sideways and one ear pricked up. At length 
the door opened noisily and out bounded, spinning 
round and round in the air, EAak, Oblonsky’s yeUow 
spotted pointer, followed by Oblonsky himself with a 
gun in his hand and a cigar in his mouth. 

‘ Quiet, quiet, Krak ! ’ he Said affectionately to the 
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dog, which was thro'^viiig its paws up against his stomach 
and chest and getting them entangled m his game-bag. 
Oblonsky was wearing raw hide shoes, bands of iineii 
wound round his feet mstead of socks, a pair of tattered 
trousers and a sliort coat. On his head were the ruins 
of some sort of hat ; but his gun was of a new 
as neat as a toy, and his game-bag and cartridge-beit, 
though much worn, were of the best quality. 

Vasenka had been ignorant that the stylishness of 
a real sportsman consists in being dressed in rags but 
having one’s shooting implements of the very best 
quality. He realized it now that he saw Oblonsky 
in his rags, yet sinning with his elegant, well-nurtured, 
cheerful and gentlemanly figure, and resolved to follow 
his ('.vample next time. 

‘ Well, and where is our host ? ’ he inquired. 

‘ He has a young wife,’ answered Oblonsky, with a 
omile. 

‘ Yes, and such a charming one.’ 

‘"He w'as ready dressed. 1 expect he has run back to 
her.’ 

Oblonsky was right in this surmise. Levm had run 
back to ask his wife once more w'hether she had forgiven 
him his foolishness of the previous day, and also to 
entreat her ‘ for heaven’s sake ’ to take care of herself ; 
and especially to keep further away from the children 
who at any moment might collide with her. Then he 
had to obtain a repeated assurance that she w^as not 
angry with him for going away for two days, and also 
to beg her to be sure next day to send a man on horse- 
back with a note — only a word or two — that he might 
know that all was well with her. 

It was always painful for Kitty to part from her husband 
for two days ; but seeing his animated figure, which 
seeemd particularly large and powerful in high shooting- 
boots and wfiiite blouse, and the radiant exhilaration 
of the sportsman in him, incomprehensible to her, she 
forgot her own pain in his gladness and parted from Mm 
cheerfully. 

‘ Sorry, gentlemen ! ’ he said, running out on to the 
porch. ‘ Is the lunch put in ? Why is the roan on the 
right ? \Yoll, never mind ! Laska, be quiet ! Go and 
lie down I ’ 
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‘ Let tiiem out with the flock,’ he said, turning to the 
herdsman who was waiting for orders about some young 
sheep. ‘ Sorry ! There’s another rascal coming.’ 

Levin jumj^ed down from the cart where he had aheady 
seated himself, to meet the carpenter who w^as approach- 
ing with a sazheii measure in his hand. 

' There, you see ! You did not come to the office 
last night, and now you are detaining me. Well, what 
is it ? ’ 

‘ Won’t you have one more turning made ? Three 
more steps will be enough, then we’ll get it exact. It 
will be much more comfortable.’ 

‘ You should have obeyed me,’ said Levin with vexa- 
tion. ‘ I told you to set up the string-boards first, 
and then to make the grooves. You can’t alter it now. 
Do as I tell you and make a new one.’ 

The facts of the matter were that in the new wing 
that was being built the carpenter had spoilt the stair- 
case, having made it without calculatmg the elevation, 
so that when it was put in position all the steps sloped. 
Now he wanted to use that staircase, adding three steps 
to it. 

‘ It will be much better so.’ 

‘ But where will it reach to with three additional 
steps ? ’ 

‘ Excuse me, sir I ’ said the carpenter, smiling con- 
temptuously. ‘ It will reach to the exact spot. It 
will just stretch from the bottom, you see,’ he went on 
with a persuasive gesture, ‘ and go up and up till it gets 
there.’ 

‘ Why, but three steps will add to its length as well. 
, . . Where wiU it get to ? ’ 

‘ It will go up from the bottom, I mean, and reach 
to the top,’ the carpenter repeated obstinately and 
persuasively. 

‘ It will reach up to the wall and half-way to the 
ceding ! ’ 

‘ Oh no, excuse me I You see it wiU start from the 
bottom and go up and up and just reach.’ 

Levin pulled out his ramrod and drew the staircase 
in the dust. 

‘ There ! You see ? ’ 

‘ As you please,’ said the carpenter, his eyes suddenly 
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brightening ; evidently he liad at last understood. ‘ It 
seems wo’ll have to make another.’ 

‘ Well then, do as I told you,’ Levin shouted as he 
climbed into the cart. ‘ Drive on ! Hold the dogs, 
Philip ’ ’ 

Having left the cares of home and estate behmd him, 
Levui experienced such a strong sense of the joy of life 
and anticipation, that he felt disinclmed to talk. Besides, 
he experienced that feeling of concentrated excitement 
which every sportsman knows when approaching the 
scene of action. If his mind was occupied with any- 
thing now, it was only with questions, whether they 
would find anything m the Kolpensky marsh, how Laska 
would compare with Krak, and how he would shoot 
to-day. ‘ If only I don’t disgrace myself before that 
stranger ! If only Oblonsky’s shooting does not beat 
mine 2 ’ was his thought. 

Oblonsky shared these feelings and was likewise not 
talkative.' Vasenka Veslovsky alone chattered mces- 
santly and merrily. NoWj-as he hstened to him, Levin 
felt ashamed of his injustice toward him the day before. 
\"ascnka was really a good sort, simple, kind-hearted, 
and very jolly. Had Levm come across him when 
ftiii a bachelor, they w^ould have become intimate. 
Levm did not quite like his hohday outlook on life and 
a sort of free and easy stylishness about him. He seemed 
to lay claim to a lofty and unquestionable importance 
liecaus© he had long nails, a Scotch bonnet, and every- 
thing else in keejiing; but one could forgive him this 
for the sake of his good-nature and breeding. He 
attracted Levin by his good education, bis splendid 
accent in Drench and English, and by the fact that he 
belonged to Levin’s own class. 

Vasenka gi'eatly admired the Don Steppe horse attached 
on the left.^ He went into raptures over it. ‘ How 
delightful it must be to gallop across the Steppes on a 
Steppe horse, eh ? Don’t you think so ? ’ he said. He 
seemed to picture a gallop on a Steppe horse as something 
wild and poetical ; nothing came of it, but his naivete, 
in connection with his good looks, sweet smile, and 
graceful movements, was very attractive. Whether it 

1 One (and often two) of the three horses is loosely harnessed and runs at 
the side. * 
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was that Ve&lovsky’s nature was congenial to him, or 
that, to expiate his sm of yesterday, he tiied to see 
only what was good in him, Levin liked Vesiovsky’s 
company. 

When they had gone about three versts, Veslovsky 
suddenly missed his cigars and pocket-book, and did 
not know whether he had lost them or left them on his 
table. He had three hundred and seventy roubles in 
the pocket-book, and therefore the matter could not be 
ignored. 

‘ Do you know. Levin, I will gallop home on this Don 
side-horse ! That will be grand, eh ? ’ he said, preparing 
10 get out. 

‘ No, why ? ’ replied Levin, conjecturing that Veslovsky 
must weig'ii not less than litteen stone. " I will send the 
coachman ’ 

So the coachman rode back on the side-horse and Levm 
drove the other two himself. 


CHAPTER IX 

‘ Well, where are we going ? Tell us all about it,’ 
said Oblonsky. 

‘ The plan is this. We are now going as far as Gvoz- 
devo. On this side of Gvozdevo there is a good marsh 
for snipe, and beyond it are splendid snipe marshes, and 
there are some double-snipe there too. It’s too hot now, 
but we shall get there toward evening (it’s twenty versts), 
and win shoot there in the evening ; we’ll spend the 
night there, and then to-morrow we shall go to the big 
marshes.’ 

‘ And is there nothmg by the way ? ’ 

^ There is, but it would delay us ; and besides, it’s 
hot I There are two nice little places, but we should 
hardly find anythmg there.’ 

Levin himself felt inclined to stop at those little places, 
but, as they were near home, they were always withm his 
reach and they were small, so that there was not room 
enough for three persons to shoot there. So he stretched 
a point and said they would hardly find anythmg there. 
When they came to a smalh marsh he wished to drive 
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past it, )>ut Obloribky, with the practised eye of a sports- 
man,, not iced the marshy place from the road. 

‘ Oughtn’t we to go there ? ’ he asked, pomtmg to 
the marsh. 

‘ Levm, do let us I How delightful ! ’ begged Vaseiika 
Vf‘slovHky, and Levin could not but agree. 

Seurcciy had they stopped before the dogs flew toward 
the marsh, racing one another. 

‘Krak! . . . Laska!’ 

The dogs returiu^d. 

" There is not room for three : I’ll wait here,’ said 
Levin, hoping they would find nothing but the peewits, 
which the dogs had raised, and which, swaying as they 
flew, cried ])iamtively above the marsh. 

* No ! Come along, Levin, let’s go together,’ said 
Vesiovsky, 

‘ Real!>% there’s not room I Back, Laska ! . . . Laska ! 
. . . You don’t want two dogs ? ’ 

Levin remained with the trap and looked enviou.sly 
fit the sportsmen They went over the whole marsh, 
but there was nothing there except waterfowl and sopie 
pfH'wits, one of which Vesiovsky killed. 

‘ There, you see 1 was not grudging you the marsh ! ’ 
said Levm. ‘ It only meant losmg time.’ 

' No, it was enjoyable all the same. You saw ? * 
said Va.sonka Vesiovsky, climbing awkwardly into the 
cart with Ins gun and the peewit. ‘ How well I got 
this one 1 Didn’t I ? Well, shall we soon get to the 
real place ? ’ 

Suddenly the horses started, Levin knocked his head 
against the barrel of some one’s gun, and there was 
a report. Actually the report came first, but to Levm 
it seemed the other way about. What had happened 
was, that Vaseiika Vesiovsky when uncocking his gun 
had pulled one trigger while uncocking the other side. 
The charge went into the ground without hurtmg any- 
one. Oblonsky shook his head and laughed reproach- 
fully at Vesiovsky. But Levin had no heart to admonish 
him : for one thing because any reproach from him 
would appear to be provoked by the danger he had 
escaped and by the bump which had risen on his head ; 
and also because Vesiovsky was at first so naively grieved, 
and then laughed so good-naturedly and contagiously 
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at their general perturbation, that Levin could not help 
joining ill the laugh. 

When they reached the second marsh, which was of 
considerable size and would take a good deal of tmie 
Levin tried to dissuade them from getting out. But 
again Veslovsky persuaded hmi, and again, the marsh 
being a narrow one, Levin as a hospitable host remamed 
with the vehicles. 

Krak immediately went toward the hummocks. 
Vasenka Veslovsky was the first to follow the dog. 
Before Oblonsky had time to approach, a snipe rose. 
Veslovsky missed it, and it flew over to an unmown 
meadow." The bird was left to Veslovsky. Krak found 
it again and pointed. Veslovsky killed the bird and 
went back to the vehicles, 

‘ Xow you go, and I will remain with the liorbes,’ 
he said. 

A sportsman’s jealousy was beginning to torment 
Levm. He handed the reins to Veslovsky and went 
into the marsh. 

Laska, who had long been whming xhaiutively, as if 
complaining of the mjustice, rushed straight forward 
to a likely spot covered with hummocks and knovm 
to Levm, vdiere &ak had not yet been. 

‘ Why don’t you stop her ? ’ shouted Oblonsky. 

‘ She won’t disturb them,’ answered Levm, pleased 
with his dog and hurrying after her. 

Laska became more and more intent on her pursuit, 
the nearer she got to the hummocks. A small marsh 
bird only diverted her attention for an instant. She 
described a circle m front of the hummocks, and 
began another, but suddenly shuddered and stopped 
dead. 

‘ Come along, Steve ! ’ Levm shouted, feeling his 
heart beat more rapidly, and suddenly, as if some bar 
had been withdrawn from his strained sense of hearing, 
he lost the faculty of measuring distance, and was 
struck by sounds which reached him clearly but without 
any order. He heard Oblonsky’s steps and took them 
for the distant tramp of horses ; he heard the crumbhng 
of a bit of hummock on which he stepped and which 
broke ofir, pulling out the grass by the roots, and he 
took it for the noise of a sMpe on the wing ; behind 
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liini be heard too a sound of splashing for which he could 
not account. 

Picking his way, he approached the dog. 

‘ Seize it ! ’ 

It was not a double-snipe but a snipe that rose before 
the dog. Levin raised his gun, but just as he was taking 
aim the splashing sounded louder and nearer, mmgled 
with Veslovsky’s voice shouting strangely and loudly. 
Lev^in knew he was aiming behind the snipe, but fired, 
nei ertheless. 

After making sure he had missed, he turned and saw 
tliat the trap and horses were no longer on the road but 
in the marsh. 

Veslovbky, wishmg to watch the shooting, had driven 
into the marsh, whore the horses had stuck fast, 

‘ What the devil brmgs bun here ? ’ muttered Levin 
to himself, iunimg back to the vehicle. ‘ Why did you 
leave the road ? ’ he asked drily, and calling the coach- 
man, set to work to get the horses out. 

Levin was vexed that he had been put off his shot, 
and that his horses had been led into the bog, and especi- 
ally that neither Oblonsky nor Veslovsky (neither of 
whom knew anything about harness) helped him and 
tiie coachman to unharness the horses and get them out 
of the bog. Without a word of reply to Vasenka, who 
was assuring him that it was quite dry there^ Levm 
worked silently with the coachman to disengage the 
horses. But when heated with the work, and seeing 
Veslovsky pulimg at the splashboard so strenuously 
and zealously that he actually wrenched it off, Levin 
reproached himself with being influenced by his senti- 
ments of the previous day and with treating Veslovsky 
too coldly, and he tried to efface his unfriendliness by 
particular courtesy. When everything was in order 
and the vehicles had been brought back to the road, 
Levin gave orders for lunch to be served. 

‘ Bon appetit / Bonne conscience ! Ge pouht va tomber 
jxisqu^m fond de mes bottesf ^ remarked Vasenka, who 
had brightened up again, repeating a French saying 
while he finished a second chicken. "^Now opr mis- 
fortunes are ended and all will be well. But for my 

1 A good appetite ! a good conscience 1 Tim, cMcken will go down to the 
bottom ol my boots. • 
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sin I must sit on tLe box. Ron’t you think so, eli I 
Xo, no! I am Automedon — wait and see how 1 -wil! 
drive you I ’ he said, keeping hold of the reins, in reply 
to Levin who wanted him to let the coachman drive. 
‘ No, I must expiate my sin, and besides, it’s delightful 
on the box,’ and he was olf. 

Lcvm was rather afraid Veslovsky would tire out 
the horses, esjieciallj" the roan on the lett, whom he 
did not Imow how to hold in ; but he could not resist 
"^"eslovsky’s high spirits, the songs he sang all the way 
while sitting on the box, the stories he told, and his 
representation of the English way of driving four-in- 
hand ; and after lunch they were ail in the beat of spirits 
when they reached the Gvozdevo marsh. 


CHAPTER X 

Veslovsky drove so fast that they arrived at the marsh 
too soon, while it was still hot. 

When they got to the real marsh, the object of their 
journey, Levin involuntarily wished to nd himself of 
Vasenka and go about unhmdered. Oblonsky evidently 
wanted the same thmg, and on his face Levin noticed 
the preoccupation, which every true sportsman feels 
before the shootmg begins, and also a little good-natured 
cunning, characteristic of him. 

‘ Well, what shall we do . . . ? It’s a splendid marsh, 
and I see there are hawks too,’ said Oblonsky, pointing 
at two large birds circlmg above the sedges. ' Where 
there are hawks, there is sure to he game,’ 

‘ Well then, gentlemen,’ said Levin with a somewhat 
gloomy expression, pulling up his boots and examimng 
his percussion caps, ' you see that sedge ? ’ He pointed 
to a dark-green little island in an enormous half -mown 
wet meadow stretching along the right bank of the 
river. ‘ The marsh begins here, just in front of us : 
you can see, where it is greener ? From there it goes 
to the right, where those horses are ; there are hummocks, 
and donble-snipe ; and it goes round that sedge to the 
alder grove and down to the mOl. Look I Just there, 
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seventeen groiibc there. . . . We %vill separate, going 
different ways with the two dogs, and will meet again 
by the mill’ 

* ‘ Well then, who goes to the left and who to the right ? ’ 
asked Oblonsky. ‘ The space on the right is broader, 
so yon t^^"o go there together, and I will keep to the 
left,’ he added with affected indifference. 

‘ Good ! We’ll make the best bag,’ chimed in Vasenka. 

Levin could not avoid agreemg, and they separated. 

They had hardly entered the marsh when both dogs 
began searching together and started off toward a msty- 
iooking spot in the marsh. Levin knew Laska’s method 
of search — careful and dubious ; he Imew it, and expected 
to see a fhght of snipe. 

‘ Veslovsky, w’alk beside me — beside me I ’ be whispered 
with bated breath to his comrade, who was splashing 
in the xvater behind him, and the direction of whose gun, 
after the accidental shot by the Kolpensky marsh, in- 
voluntarily interested Levin. 

‘ Ko, l" don’t want to hamper you. Don’t trouble 
about* mo.’ 

Bui Levin recollected Kitty’s parting words : * Mind, 
and don’t shoot one another ! ’ Nearer and nearer 
came the dogs, keeping out of each other’s way and 
each following its scent. The expectation of finding 
snipe was so stiong that the smackmg sound of his heel 
as he drew it out of the rusty mud sounded to Levin 
like the cry of a bird, and he grasped the butt end of 
his ‘gun firmly. 

‘ Bang I Bang I ’ he heard just above his ear. Vasenka 
had fired into a flight of ducks that were circling above 
the marsh far out of range and were at that moment 
flying straight toward the sportsmen. Levin had barely 
time to turn, before he heard the cry of a snipe, then 
another, and a third, and about eight more rose one after 
the other. 

Oblonsky got one just as it was preparing to begin its 
zigzag flight, and the bird fell like a small lump into the 
bog. Oblonsky quietly aimed at another which was flying 
low toward the sedges, and at the moment of the report 
that one too fell, and it could be seen jumping up among 
the cut sedges, fluttering with one white-edged unmjured 
wing. ^ 
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Levin was not so lucky : he fired at the first snipe 
too near, and missed ; he followed it with his gun when 
].t had already risen, but at that instant another rose 
just at liLS feet and diverted his attention, and he missed 
again. 

While they were reloading another bird rose, and 
Veslov&ky, who had finished reloading, fired two charges 
of small shot over the water. Oblonsky picked up bis 
two snipe and looked with sparkling eyes at Levin. 

‘ Well, now let’s part,’ he said, and limping with his 
left foot, and holdmg his gun ready, he whistled to his 
dog and went off in one direction. Levin and Veslovsky 
v/ent in the other. 

Levm, if his first shots were unsuccessful, always 
became excited and annoyed, and shot badly all the rest 
of the day. So it was this tmie. There were a great 
many snipe They kept rising before the dogs and at 
the very feet of the sportsmen, and Levin might have 
recovered himself ; but the oftener he fired the more he 
disgraced himself before Veslovsky, who was puffing 
away merrily, in and out of range, never killing anything, 
but not in the least abashed thereby. Levin hurried, 
grew impatient, and became more and more flurried, 
until at last he fired almost without hope of killing any- 
thing. Even Laska seemed to feel this. Her search 
became more and more mdolent, and she looked round 
at the sportsmen as if in perplexity and with reproach. 
Shot followed shot. Powder smoke enveloped the 
sportsmen, but m the large roomy net of the game-bag 
w'ere only three light little birds, and even of these one 
had been shot by Veslovsky, and another belonged to 
them both. Meanwhile from the opposite side of the 
marsh came not frequent but, as it seemed to Levin, 
significant reports from Oblonsky’s gun, followed almost 
ever}" time by a cry to the dog, ^ Krabi! Krak ! Fetch 
it ’ ’ 

That excited Levin still more. The snipe unceasingly 
circled above the sedges. The cry near the ground and 
sound in the air came mcessantly from every side. The 
smpe that had risen pireviously and had been flying about 
descended in front of the sportsmen. Not two but 
dozens of hawks now soared above the marsh. 

Having traversed more than half the marsh, Levin 
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and Veslovriky came to a spot where the peasants’ 
meadow Lind was divided inro long strips, the ends 
abutting on the sedge and separated by narrow Imes. 
where the grass had been trodden down or cut. Half 
of those strips wore alread3’’ movni. 

Though there was little hope of tindmg as many birds 
in tlie uiimown strips as on the mown part, Levin, having 
promised Oblonsky to meet him, went with his companion 
iaither on over the mown and unmomi strips. 

‘ Hullo, you sportsmen ! ’ shouted one of several 
peasants who W'cre sitting beside a cart from which the 
horses had been taken out. ‘ Come and have something 
with us ! A drink of vodka ! ’ 

Levin turned round. 

‘ Come along ! Never mind ! ’ shouted a merry, 
bearded, red-faced peasant, showing a row of white 
teeth and holding aloft a greenish vodka bottle that 
glittered in the sunshine. 

‘ Qic'est ce quHls disent ? ’ ^ asked Vcslovsky. 

‘They are calling us to drink vodka. I expect they 
have been dividing the meadow’. I should go and have 
a drink,’ said Levin, not quite disinterestedly, hopmg 
that the vodka w^oukl tempt Veslovsky and lure him 
away. 

’ \Vhy are they offering it ? ’ 

’ Oh, they are only makmg merry Really, you should 
go to them. It will interest 3’^ou.’ 

‘ Allans I G’est curieux / ’ ^ 

‘ Go along I Go, you’ll find the way to the mill ! ’ 
cried Levin, and on looking round was pleased to see 
Veslovsky making his way out of the marsh toward 
the peasants, stooping and stumbling with his weary 
feet and holding his gun at arm’s length. 

‘ You come too I ’ shouted a peasant to Levin. ‘ Come ! 
Have a bite of pie«! ’ 

Levin badly wanted a drink of vodka and a bit of 
bread. He felt faint and could hardly drag his staggering 
legs out of the bog, and for an instant he was in doubt. 
But the dog pointed. His weariness vanished, at once 
he went easily through the marsh toward the dog. Just 
at his feet rose a snipe ; he fired and killed it. The dog 
continued pointing. ‘ Fetch it ! ’ Another bird rose 
* What are they saying ’ * Come 1 it is mterestmg. 
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before the dog. Levin fired, but that day he had no 
luck : he missed, and when he went to look for the bird 
he had lolled, he could not find it. He tramped all over 
tlie sedge, but Laska was incredulous of his having killed 
anything, and when he sent her to look for it, she only 
made a pretence and did not really search. 

Even without Vasenka, whom he had blamed for his 
lil-luck, things went no better. Here, too, were plenty 
of birds, but Levin missed one after another. 

The slanting rays of the sun were still hot ; his clothes 
were wet through with perspiration and stuck to his 
body ; his left boot, full of water, was heavy and 
made a smacldng sound ; down his face, grimy with 
powder, ran drops of sweat ; a bitter taste was in his 
mouth, the smell of powder and rust was m his nose, 
and the perpetual cry of the snipe was in his ears ; he 
could not touch the barrels of his gun, they were so 
hot ; his heart thumped with short, quick beats ; bis 
hands trembled with excitement and his tired feet 
stumbled as he dragged them over the hummocks and 
through the bog; but still he went on and shot. At 
last, after a disgraceful miss, he threw his gun and hat 
on the ground. 

‘ No ! I must pull ra3’’self together,’ he thought, 
picked up his gun and hat, called Laska to heel, and 
got out of the marsh. When he reached a dry place, 
he sat down on a hummock, took off his boot and emptied 
it, then went back to the marsh, drank a little of the 
rusty water, wetted the heated barrels and bathed his 
face and hands. Reeling refreshed, he returned to the 
spot where a snipe had settled, firmly resolved not to 
get flurried. 

He tried to keep calm, but the same thing happened 
agam. His finger pulled the trigger before he had taken 
aim. Things went from bad to worse. 

He had only five birds in his bag when he came out 
of the marsh by the alder grove -where he -was to meet 
Oblonsky. 

Before he saw him, he saw his dog. Krak, quite 
black with smelly marsh slime, sprang out from beneath 
the upturned root of an alder with the air of a con- 
queror and sniffed at Laska. Behind Krak, m the 
shade of the aiders, appeared Oblonsky’s stately figure. 
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He came toward Levin red and perspiring, with Ins 
shut unbuttoned, still limping as before. 

‘ Well ? You have been firing a good deal I ’ he said 
with a merry smile. 

‘ And you ? ’ asked Levm. But there was no need 
to ask, for ho akeady saw the full bag. 

‘ Oh, not bad i ’ 

He had fourteen birds. 

‘ A famous marsh ’ 1 expect Veslovsky w^as in your 
w'ay. One dog for two people is mcoiivenient,’ said 
Oblonsky, to soften his triumph. 


CHAPTER XI 

Wnux Levin and Oblonsky reached the peasant’s hut 
where Levin used to put up, Veslovsky w^as there before 
tiiem. Ho sat in the middle of the room, holdmg with 
f)oth hands to a bench, from which a soldier — a brother 
of tho mistress of the house — was tugging him by his 
shme* covered boots, and he was laughing with his 
jiifectioiLslj" mciry laugh. 

‘ I have only just got heu’e. Us out e'te charmants / ^ 
Fancy ! They fed me and gave me drink. What bread 
— wonderful ! Dthcmix ! And the vodka ... I never 
tasted better ! And they positively would not take any 
money, and kept on saymg, “ No ofeence I ” or something 
of that sort’ 

‘ ’^V'hy should they take money ? They were enter- 
taining you, you see ! Ho they keep vodka for sale ? ’ 
said the soldier who had at last succeeded in dragging 
off one wet boot together with a blackened stocking. 

Despite the dirtiness of the hut, soiled by the sports- 
men’s boots, the dirty dogs that w'ere licking themselves 
there, and despite the smell of bog and of powder and 
the absence of loiives and forks, the sportsmen drank 
tea and at© sujiper with a relish known only when 
one is out shoot mg. Washed and clean they betook 
themselves to a hay-barn that had been swept out 
and where the coachman had made up beds for the 
gentlemen. 


^ They \stire cUarinmg. 
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Though it was already dusk, none of the sportsmen 
wanted to sleep. 

After fluctuating betTreen recollections and stories 
of the shooting, of dogs, and of other shooting parties, 
the talk reached a theme that interested all three. 
A 2 )ropos of Vasenka’s repeated expressions of delight 
at the charm of the arrangements for the night, of the 
scent of hay, and of a broken cart {which he thought 
was broken, because its fore wheels bad been removed), 
of the good-nature of the peasants wdio had treated 
him to vodka, and of the dogs which lay each at its 
master’s feet, Oblonsky told them about the delights 
of a shooting party with Malthus at which he had been 
last summer. Malthus was a well-knomi railway mag- 
nate. Oblonsky spoke of the marshes which Malthus 
had leased in the Province of Tver, of how they were 
preserved, of the vehicles — dog-carts — in which the 
sportsmen were driven thither, and of the marquee 
that was set up for lunch beside the marsh. 

‘ I don’t understand you,’ said Levm, rising on his 
heap of hay. ‘ How is it that those people don’t disgust 
you ? I understand that lunch -with good claret is 
very nice, but is it possible that that very luxury docs 
not disgust you ? All those people, lilie the holders of 
our drmk-monopolies formerly, get their money in ways 
that earn contempt — ^thej^ disregard that contempt — 
and afterwards, by means of what they have dishonestly 
earned, they buy off that contempt.’ 

' ‘ Perfectly true ! ’ chimed in Vasenka Veslovsky. 

‘ Perfectly true ! Of course Oblonsky does it out of 
bonhomie,'^ and then others say, “ Well, if Oblonsky 
goes there . . ’ 

‘ Not at all ! ’ Levin could hoar that Oblonsky said 
this with a smile ; ‘ I simply don’t consider him more 
dishonest than any of the rich merchants or noble- 
men. They have all alike made money by work and 
intelligence.’ 

‘ Yes, but what work ? Is it work to get a concession 
and resell it ? ’ 

‘ Of course it is work ! Work in this sense, that if 
it were not for him and others lilre him, there would be 
no railways.’ 


^ Good-nature. 
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‘ But ii is not work such as that of a peasant or a 
savant ’ 

‘ (J ranted ! But it is work in tlie sense that his 
activity fields results : railways. But then you consider 
railways useless ! ’ * 

*■ That’s quite another question. I am prepared to 
admit that they are useful. But every acquisition out 
of proportion to the toil contributed is dishonourable.’ 

' But who is to decide the proportion ? ’ 

‘ What is dishonourable is the acquisition by wrong 
means ; by cunning,’ said Levin, conscious that he 
could not clearly deline the boundary between honesty 
and dishonesty ; ‘ such as the profits made by banks 
— the acquisition of enormous wealth without work, 
just as in the days of the drink-monopolists, — only 
the form has changed. Le roi est wort, vive le roi > ^ 
Hardly were the monopolies stopped before railways 
and banks appeared : other means of acquiring wealth 
without work.’ 

‘ Well, all you say may he quite correct and mgenioiis 

. . Do'Wti, Krak ' ’ exclaimed Oblonsky to the dog 
that was scratching itself and turning round in the hay 
He was obviously convinced of the truth of his owir 
view and w'as therefore calm and deliberate. ‘ But 
you have not defined the boundary between honest 
and dishonest work. I receive a bigger salary than 
my head clerk, though he linows the work better than 
I do ; is that dishonest ? ’ 

‘ T don’t know ! ’ 

‘ Well then, ITl tell you. That you receive for your 
work on the estate a profit, let’s say of five thousand 
roubles, while our peasant host, work as he may, cannot 
get more than fifty, is just as dishonest as my receiving 
more than my head-clerk, or Malthus getting more than 
a railway mechanic. In fact I notice a quite unjustifiable 
hostility on the part of the public toward these men, 
and it seems to me that it is envy . . 

‘ Oh, no I That’s not fair,’ said Veslovsky. ‘ It i can’t 
be envy, and there is somethmg not clean in their 
business.’ 

‘ No, allow me ! ’ Levin broke in. ‘ You say it is 
unjust for me. to receive five thousand while the 

^ The Img is dead, long live the kmg ! 
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peasant gets only fifty iQubles : that’s true. It is an 
injustice and I feel it, but . . 

‘ Yes, indeed. Why do we eat and drink, go shooting 
and do no work, while he is always, always working ? ’ 
said Vasenka Veslovsky, evidently for the first time 
in his life thinking of this, and therefore speaking quite 
genumely. 

‘ Yes, you feel it, but you won’t give him your estate,^ 
said Oblonsky, puiposcly provolong Levin. 

A covert hostility had sprung up between the two 
brothers-in-law of late, as if being married to two 
sisters had evoked a sense of rivalry as to which of them 
would make the best of his life, and now this hostility 
found expression in the personal tone the discussion was 
assummg. 

‘I don’t give it away because nobody demands tliat 
of me, and if I w^anted to I could not do it,’ replied Levin ; 

‘ besides, there is no one to give it to.’ 

‘ Give it to, this peasant ; he won’t refuse.’ 

‘ Yes, but how should I set about it ? Should I go 
with him and execute a conveyance ? ’ 

‘I don’t know; but if you are convmccd that you 
have no right . . 

‘I’m not at all convinced. On the contrary, I feel 
that I have no right to give it away, that I have duties 
toward the land and toward my family.’ 

‘ Xo, allow me — if you consider such inequality 
unjust, why don’t you act accordingly ? ’ 

‘ But I do act so, only in a negative sense, in the sense 
that I will not seek to increase the inequality that exists 
between my position and theirs.’ 

‘ Pardon me ! That is a paradox.’ 

‘Yes, that is a sophistical explanation,’ put in Ves- 
lovsky. ‘ Oh, our host ! ’ he said, addressing a peasant 
who had opened the creaking barn doors and was enter- 
ing. ‘ So you are not asleep yet ? ’ 

‘ No, how can I sleep ? I thought you gentlemen 
were asleep, but then I heard you chatting. I want to 
get a crook here. She won’t bite ? ’ he asl^d, cautiously 
steppmg with bare feet. 

‘ And where are you going to sleep ? ’ 

‘ We are going to pasture the horses to-night.’ 

‘ Oh, what a night ! ’ cried Veslovsky, gazmg at the 
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corner of tiie lint and the carts, \nsible in the faint after- 
glow through th(‘ now open bani-doors as in a frame. 
“Just hshm ! It’s women's voices singing, and not 
at all badly. Who is that singing, mine host ? ’ 

Why, the maid-hervants clo'^e liy.' 

‘ Cbme, let’s go for a wmlk ' We shan't sleep, you 
know. (Iblonsky, come along ! ’ 

‘ If only one could ... go without getting up ! ’ 
said Oblonsky, stretch uig himself. ‘ It’s delightful to 
lie still.’ 

‘ Well, then I’ll go alone,’ said Vcslovskj", rising quickly 
and putting on his boots. ‘ Good-bye, gentlemen ! 
If it’s jolly I will call you. You have treated me to 
game, and I won’t forget you 1 ’ 

‘ Isn’t he a fine tcllow” ? ’ said Oblonsky when Veslovsky 
liad gone out and the peasant had shut the doors alter 
him. 

‘ Yes, fine,’ answered Levin, contmiung to thmk of 
the question they had been discussmg. It seemed to^ 
him that he had expressec| his thoughts and feelmgs 
as clearly as ho could, yet both the others — sincere and 
not stupid men— had agreed that he was comfortmg 
himsell with sopliistry. This perturbed him. 

‘ That’s what it is, my friend > One of two things : 
either you confess that the existing order of Society is 
just, and then uphold your rights ; or else owti that you 
are enjoying unfair privileges, as I do, and take them 
with pleasure.’ 

‘ No ! If it were unjust, you could not use such 
advantages ysith pleasure ; at any rate I could not. 
The chief thing for me is, not to feel guilty ’ 

‘ I say, hadn’t we really better go ? ’ put in Oblonsky, 
evidently weary of the mental strain. ‘ We can’t go to 
sleep, you know. Come on, let’s go ! ’ 

Levin did not reply. The woids he had used when 
he said he was acting justly in a negative sense occupied 
his mind. ‘ Is it possible that one can act justly only in a 
negative sense ? ’ he asked himself. 

‘ Hasn’t the fresh hay a strong scent ! ’ remarked 
Oblonsky, sitting up. ‘Nothing wdli make me sleep. 
Vesenka is up to something out there. Don’t you 
hear the laughter and his voice ? Shan’t we go too ? 
Let’s ! ’ 
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‘ No, I am not going,’ answered Levin. 

‘ ]5»Iaybe you are vStoppiiig here on principle ? ’ said 
Oblonsky, smilmg, as he searched m the dark for his 
cap. 

‘ No, not on prmciplc, but why should I go ? ’ 

‘ ©’you know, you will bring trouble on j^ourseH,’ 
said Oblonsky, having found his cap and getting up. 

‘ Why ? ’ 

‘ Don’t I see how you have placed yourself with 
your \vife ? I heard you discussmg as a question of 
first-rate importance, w'hethcr you should go aw’-ay 
shooting for tw'o days or not ! That’s all very W'eU 
for an idyll, but it can’t last a lifetime. A man should 
be mdependent — he has his own masculine interests. 
A man must be manly,’ said Oblonsky, opening the 
door. 

‘ Is that to say, he should court the maid-servants ? ’ 
asked Levin. 

‘ Why not, if it’s amusing ? ('a ne tire fas a const-- 

quence ! ^ My wife \von’t be the w’orse for it, and I 
shall have a spree. The important part is to guard the 
sanctity of the home ! Nothmg of that kind at home ; 
but you needn’t tie your hands.’ * 

‘ Perhaps ! ’ said Levin drily, and turned on his side. 
‘ To-morrow one should start early, and I shall wake 
no one but shall start at daybreak.’ 

‘ Messieurs ! Venez vite f ’ * came the voice of 
Veslovsky, w^ho had come back. ‘ Charmante ! It’s 
my discovery. Charmante ! A perfect Gretchen, and 
I have already made her acquamtance. Really, very 
pretty ! ’ he said m such an approvmg way, as if she 
had been made pretty specially for him, and he was 
satisfied with the maker. 

Levin pretended to be asleep, but Oblonsky, having 
put on his slippers and lit a cigar, left the barn, and 
their voices soon died away. 

Levm could not fail asleep for a long time. He heard 
his horses chew%g hay ; then how the master and his 
eldest son got ready and rode away for the night to 
pasture their hor^s ; then how the soldier settled down 
to sleep on the other side of the barn with his nephew, 
their host’s little son ; he heaid the boy in his treble 

^ It’s of no consequence. * Gentlemen, come quicldy. 
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Yoice imparling to his undo his impressions of the dogs, 
•which seemed to liim terrible and enormous ; then how 
tlie boy asked what those dogs were going to catch, 
and he heard how the soldier lephed m a hoarse and 
sleepy voice that the sjiortsmen would go next day to 
the marshes and fire guns, addmg, to stop the question- 
ing : ' 8leep, Vaska, sleep, or else look out ! ’ Soon 
the soldier himself began to snore, and aU was still, 
except for the neighing of the horses and the cry of 
snipe. ‘ Can it be only done in a negative sense ? ’ 
Levin repeated to himself. ' Well, what then ? It’s 
not my fault.’ And he began to think of the coming 
day. 

‘ To-morrow I will start early m the mommg, and make 
up my mind not to get excited. There are quantities 
of snii>c and double-snipe too. And when I come back, 
there will be a note from Kitty. Well, perhaps Steve 
is ^ right ! 1 am not manly with her, I have grown 

etfcminatc. . . . Well, wliat’s to be done ' Agahi, the 
uegati\"e answer.’ 

Through his sleep ho lieard laughter and Veslovsky’s 
and Oblonsky’s merry talk. He opened bis eyes for 
an insUmi : they were standing chattmg in the open 
doorway, brightly lit up by the moon which had now 
risen. Oblonsky was saying something about the fresh- 
ness of a girl, comparing her to a fresh kernel just taken 
from its shell ; and V’^eslovsky was laughing his merry 
infectious laugh, and repeatmg something that had 
probably been told him by a peasant : ‘ You’d better 
strive for a wife of your own ! ’ 

‘ Gentlemen ! To-morrow at dawn 1 ’ Levin mumbled 
drowsdy, and fell asleep. 


CHxVPTER XII 

Waking at early dawn Levin tried to rouse his com- 
panions. Vasenka, lying prone with one stockinged 
leg outstretched, wns sleeping so soiikdly that it was 
impossible to get any answer out of him. Oblonsky, 
half asleep, refused to budge so early. Even Laska, 
sleeping curled into a nn^ on a corner of the hay heap, 
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got up reluctantly, and lazily stretclied and adjusted 
first one limd leg and then the other. Having put on 
his boots, taken his gun, and carefully opened the creak- 
ing bam doors, Levin went out into the street. The 
coachmen were asleep beside the vehicles, the horses 
were drowsing. Only one of them was lazily eating oats, 
scattering them over the edge of the trough. The 
outside world was still grey. 

‘ Why have you risen so early, my clear ? ’ said his 
aged hostess, who came out of her hut, addressing him 
cordiallj?- as a good old acquaintance. 

‘ Why, I am off shooting, Granny ! Can I get to the 
marsh this way ? ’ 

‘ Straight along at tlie back of the huts, past our 
threshing floors, my dear ; and then through the hemp- 
field. There’s a path.’ 

Carefully stepping with her bare sunburnt feet the 
old woman showed him the way and lilted for him one 
of the bars enclosing the threshing-floor. 

‘ Go straight on, and yoru’li step right mto the marsh. 
Our lads took the horses that way last night.’ 

Laska ran ahead gaily along the footpath, and Levin 
followed at a brisk pace, contmually glancing at the 
sky. He did not wish the sun to nse before he reached 
the marsh. But the sun did not tarry. The moon, 
which was stiU giving light when first he went out, 
now shone only like quicksilver ; the streak of dawn, 
previously so noticeable, now had to be looked for ; 
what had been vague spots on the distant field were 
now clearly visible. They were shocks of rye. Still 
invisible in the absence of the sun, the dew on the tall 
scented hemp, from which the male plants had already 
been weeded out, wetted Levin’s legs and his blouse 
to above his belt. In the translucent stillness of the 
morning the slightest sounds were audible. A bee 
flew past his ear, whistling like a bullet. He looked 
close and saw another and a third. They aU came from 
behind the wattle fence of an apiary, and flying across 
the hemp-field disappeared in the direction of the marsh. 
The path led him straight to the marsh, which was 
recognizable by the mist rising from it, thicker at one 
spot and thinner at another, so that the sedge and willow 
bushes looked like islets swaying in the mist. At the 
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edg(‘ of the marsh the peasant boys and men who had 
pastured their horses in the night lay, covered with their 
coats, having falicii asleep at daybreak. Not far from 
them, three hobbled horses wore movmg about One 
of them clatlered its shackles. Laska walked beside 
her master, seeking permission to run forward and 
looking around. When he had passed the sieepmg 
peasants and reached the first wet place. Levin examined 
ids percussion caps and aEowed Laska to go. One of 
the horses, a well-fed three-year-old chestnut, on seeing 
the dog, started, lifted his tail, and snorted. The other 
horses, also alarmed, splashed through the water with 
their hobbled feet, making a sound of slapping as they 
drew’ their hoofs out of the thick clayey’’ mud, and began 
floundering their way out of the marsh. Laska paused 
with a mocking look at the horses and a questionmg one 
at Levin. Ho stroked her, and whistled as a sign that 
she might now set oli. 

Joyful and preoccupied, Laska started running across 
the bog, which swayed beneath her feet. 

On entering the marsh Laska at once perceived, 
mingled with the various familiar smells of roots, marsh, 
grass, and rUvst, and w’lth the unfamiliar smell of horse 
clung, the scent of the bii’ds — those strong-smelling 
birds that excited her most — spreading aU over the place. 
Here and there among the marsh mosses and docks, 
that smell w^as very strong; but it was impossible to 
decide m which direction it grew stronger or weaker. 
To find this out it was necessary to go further aw’ay 
in the direction of the wind. Hardly aware of her legs 
under her, Laska ran at a strained gallop, which she 
could cut short at a bound should occasion arise, to the 
light, aw'ay from the morning breeze which blew from 
the east, and then turned to windward. After iiihalmg 
the air with distended nostrils she knew at once that 
not their scent only but they themselves were there, 
before her, not one only but many of them. She slackened 
speed. They were there, but she could not yet determine 
exactly’ w’liere. To decide this she began working round 
in a circle, when her master’s voice disturbed her. 
‘ Laska ! Here ! ’ he said, pointing to the other side, 
^he stood still, as if asking him whether it would not 
be better to continue as slie bad begun ; but he repeated 
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his command in a stem voice, pointmg to a group of 
hummocks covered with water where there could not be 
anythmg. She obeyed, prclendmg to search m order to 
please him, went over the whole place and then returned 
to the Rrst spot and immediately scented them once 
more. Now that he was not hmdcring her, she knew 
what to do, and without looking where she wus stepping, 
slumblmg over hummocks and getting mto the water, 
but surmounting the obstacles with her flexible strong 
legs, she began the circle which was to make everything 
clear. Their scent came to her more and more pungently, 
more and more distmctly, and all at once it became 
quite clear to her that one of them was here behind a 
hummock, five steps in front. 8ho stopped and her 
whole body grew rigid. The shortness of her legs pre- 
vented her seeing anythmg before her, but from the 
scent she could tell that it was not five paces oil. She 
stood, more and more conscious of its presence and 
eujoynig the anticipation. Her rigid tail was out- 
stretched, only its very tip witching. Her mouth was 
slightly open and her ears erect. One of her ears had 
turned back while she ran, she breathed heavily but 
cautiously, and yet more cautiously looked toward her 
master, turning her eyes rather than her head. He, 
with his familiar face but ever terrible eyes, came 
stumblmg over the hummocks, but unusually slowly, she 
thought. So it seemed to her, though in reality he was 
running. 

Notiemg Laska’s pecuhar manner of searchmg, as 
low'ering her body almost to the ground she appeared 
to be draggmg her broad hmd paws, he knew that she 
was pointmg at snipe, and while running up to her he 
prayed mwardly for success, especially with the first 
bird. Havmg come close up to her ho looked beyond, 
and from his height saw with his eyes what she had 
found with her nose. In the space between the hum- 
mocks, at a distance of about a sazhen, he could see a 
snipe. It sat with turned head, listening. Then, Just 
spreaclmg its wmgs slightly and folding them again, 
It vanished romnd a corner with an awkward backward 
jerk. 

‘ Seize it ! Seize it ! ’ shouted Levin, pushing Laska 
from behind. 

211 G 
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‘ But T can’t jio,’ ahe. ‘ Where should I 

‘40 to ? From Ik* re I scent them, but if I go fonvard, 
I shall not kiujw what I am doing, nor where they are, 
nor who they are.’ But now he pushed her with his 
knee, stiying in an excited wdiispcr, ‘ Seize it, Laska ! 
St‘iz<’! il ’ ’ 

‘ Well, if he wishes it, I wall, but 1 can no longer 
answer for anything,’ thought Laska, and rushed forward 
at full tilt between the hummocks. She now scented 
nothing more, but only saw and heard without under- 
standing anything. 

With lusty cries and a sound of the beatmg of concave 
wings so peculiar to xhe double-smpe, a bird rose ; and, 
following the report of the gun, it fell heavily on its 
white breast ten paces from the first spot into the wet 
hog. Another rose behmil Leain without w^aiting to 
be disturhcil by the dog. 3iy the time Levin had turned 
tow'ard it, it had already gone far : but his shot reached 
it. ^Vfter Hying some twenty feet, the second sni})e 
rose at an a^mte angle, and then, turning round and 
round like a ball, fell heavily on a dry spot. 

‘ Now% things wall go right,’ thought Levin, putting 
the w^arm fat snipe mto his bag. ‘ Eh, Laska dear, 
wall things go right ? ’ 

When, having reloaded, Levin went on again, the sun, 
though still invisible because of the clouds, had already 
risen. The moon had lost all her brilliancy and gleamed 
like a little cloud in the sky. Not a single star was any 
longer visible. Tlie marsh grass that had glittered 
like silver in the dew w^as now golden. The rusty 
patches w’ere like amber. The bluish grasses had turned 
yellowish green. Marsh birds were busy m the dew- 
bespangled bushes that cast long shadows beside the 
brook. A hawk had woke up and was sitting on a 
haycock, turnmg its head from side to side and looking 
discontentedly at the marsh. Crows were flying to the 
fields, and a barefooted boy was already drivmg the 
horses toward an old man, wLo had got up from beneath 
his coat and sat scratching himself. The powder-smoke 
spread like milk over the green grass, 

A boy ran up to Levin. 

‘ Uncle, there were ducks here yesterday ! * he shouted, 
following Levin from afar. 
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And Levin felt increased pleasure m killing three 
snipe one after another mthin sight of this little boy, 
who expressed his appioval. 


CHAPTER XIII 

The sportsman’s saying, that if you don’t miss your 
tirst beast or first bird your day will be successful was 
justified. 

Tired, hungry, and happy. Levin returned to his 
lodgmg toward ten o’clock, having tramped some thirty 
versts and bringing nmeteen red -fleshed birds, besides 
a duck tied to his girdle, as there was no room for 
it m his hag. His comrades had wakened long before, 
and had bad time to get hungry and have their 
1 treakfast. 

‘ Wait a bit — wait a bit ! I know there are nineteen,’ 
said Levin, for a second time counting his snipe and 
double-snipe, which no longer had the miportant appear- 
ance thej' bore when ‘ on the wing, but were twisted, 
dried up, smeared with congealed blood, and had heads 
bent to one side. 

The tale was correct, and Oblonsky’s envy gratified 
Levm. He was also pleased that on his return he found 
a messenger had akeacly arrived from Ivifcty with a 
note. 

‘ I am quite well and happy. If you were uneasy 
about me, you msuy be quite at ease now. 1 have a new 
bodyguard — Mary Vlasyevna,’ this w^as the midwife, a 
new and important personage m the Levins’ family 
hie. ‘ She has come to see me and finds me perfectly 
well, and we have got her to stay till your return, AH 
are cheerful and well, so don’t hurry and even stay 
another day if your sport is good.’ 

These two joys, his successful shootmg and the 
news from his wife, were so great that two small un- 
pleasantnesses which occurred after the shootmg were 
easy to disregard. One was that the chestnut side- 
horse, having evidently been overworked the previous 
day, was off its feed and seemed dull. The coachman 
said it had been strained. 
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‘It was oYordiiv* !i yo.'^ttTtLiy, (onstautiiir Dmitriah,’ 
he said. ‘ "Wli}’, it was driven hard for ten vra'sts ! ’ 

The} other unpleasantness, which tor a moment up- 
set ins goud-hiiinonr, iiut ahoiit winch he afterY'ards 
laughed hcjirtiiy, was that of all the provisions that Kitty 
had provided so lavishly tiiat it had appeared inipossihle 
to eat them ii]) in a week, nothing was left ! Iletummg 
tins] and iiungry from ins sport. Levin so vividly antici- 
pated the pies that on .ippioaeiiiiig his lodging he seemed 
to smell and taste tlnan- just as Laska scented game — 
and lie immediately ordered Philip to serve them. It 
turned out that there were no pies, nor even any chicken 
bit ! 

^ He has an appetite ! ’ said Oblonsky, iaugiiing and 
IKJiriting to Vasenka Vcslovsky. ‘/ don’t sutler from 
lu'k of apfHJiitc, but he’s quite surprising . . ' 

‘ Well, it can’t b<‘ Iieljx'd ! ’ said Le\ m, looking morose] j, 
at Vesiovsky. ‘ Well then, bring inc some beet, Philip p-’ 

‘ The beef has been eaten, and the bone was given 
iti tlm dogs,’ answered Philip. 

Lcjvin was so annoyed that he said crossly : ^ Some- 
thing might have Iieen left for me ! ’ and he felt mclmed 
to cry. ‘ Well tlien, draw the birds and stuff them with 
nettles,’ said he in a tremhlmg voice to Philip, trying 
not to look at Veslovsky ; ‘ and ask at least for some 
milk for me.’ 

Later on, when he had satisfied his hunger with the 
milk, he felt ashamed of having shown annoyance to 
a stranger, and he began laughing at his hungry 
irritation. 

In the evening they again went out shooting, when 
\Tslo\%sky also killed some birds, and late at night they 
set off home, 

d’he drive back was as merry as the drive out had 
l-een. Veslovsky now^ sang, now recalled with rehsh 
his adventures with the peasants who entertained him 
with vodka and said ‘No offence ! ’ ; and now his night 
exploits with hazel nuts, the maid-servant, and the 
peasant who asked him whether he was married, and 
learning that he was not said : ‘ Bon’tr hanker after 
other men’s wives, but above all things strive to get 
one of your own f ’ These words particularly amused 
W'sloYsky, 
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PART VI, CHAPTER XIV 

‘ Altogether I am awfully pleaded vritli our outing. 
. . And you, Levm ? ’ 

* I am very pleased with it too,’ s.Jid Levin snicereh'. 
He w'as glad not only to feci no hostility such as he had 
ielt at home toward Vasenka Veslovsky, but on the 
contrary to feci quite friendly toward him. 


CHAPTER XIV 

Next morning at ten o’clock Levin, having made the 
round of liis farm, knocked at the door of Vasenka’s 
room. 

• Entrez ’ ’ shouted Veslovsky. ‘ Excuse me — I have 
only just finished my ablutions,’ he said smiling, as he 
stood before Levin in his underclothes. 

‘ Please don’t mind me,’ and Levm sat down by the 
w'mdow. ‘ Have you slept well 't ’ 

‘ Like the dead ! What a day it is for shooting ! ’ 

‘ What do you drink, tea or coffee ? ’ 

‘ Neither. Nothing before lunch. I am really quite 
ashamed. I expect the ladies arc already up ? It would 
be fine to go for a waUc now. You must show me your 
horses.’ 

When they had waUced round the garden, visited the 
stables, and even clone some gymnastics together on the 
parallel bars, Levin returned to the house with ins guest 
and entered the drawnng-room with him. 

‘ We had fine sport, and so many new impressions ' ’ 
said Veslovsky, approaching Ivitty, who sat at the 
samovar. ‘ What a pity ladies are deprived of that 
pleasure.’ 

‘ Well, what of it ? He must say something to the 
mistress of the house,’ Levin told himself. He again 
thought he noticed something in the smile and conquermg 
air with which the visitor addressed Kit by. . . . 

The Princess, who sat at the other end of the table 
with Mary Vlasyevna and Oblonsky, caUed Levm and 
began a conversation about movmg to Moscow for 
Kitty’s confinement and taking a house there. Just 
as ail the preparations for the wedding had been dis- 
agreeable to him, smee they detracted by their insig- 
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niticance from the majesty of what was taking place, 
so now the preparations for the coming birth, the time 
of which they were reckoning on their fingers, appeared 
to him yet more offensive. He always tried not to hear 
tlioso conversations about the best way of swaddling the 
future infant, tried to turn away and not see those 
mysterious endless knitted binders and three-cornered 
pieces of linen, to which Dolly attached special im- 
portance, —-and all the rest. The birth of a son (he was 
certain it would be a son) which they promised him, 
but in which he still could not believe, so extraordinary 
(lid it seem, appeared to him on the one hand such an 
immense and therefore impossible happmess, and on 
the other such a mysterious event, that this pretended 
knowledge of what was going to happen and consequent 
preparations as for something ordmary, something 
produced by human bcinns, seemed to him an mdignity 
and a degradation. 

But the Princess did not understand his feelings and 
attributed his unwillingness to think and speak about it 
to thoughtlessness and indifference, and therefore gave 
hiin no peace. She was now commissioning Oblonsky 
to s(‘C aljoiit a house, and called Levin to her. 

‘ 1 don’t know at all, Pruicess Do as you thmk 
best,’ he said. 

‘ You must decide when you will move.’ 

‘ I really don’t knovr. I know that millions of children 
are bom without Moscow and 'without doctors ,* then 
why . . .’ 

‘‘Well, if that’s . . .’ 

‘ Oh no t Just as Kitty likes.’ 

‘ But one can’t talk to Kitty about it ! Why, do 
you want me to frighten her ? You know, only this 
spring Nataly Golitsin died because she had a bad 
doctor.’ 

will do whatever you tell me to,’ he replied 
morosely. 

The jprinccss began telling him, but he did not listen 
to her. Though this talk with the Princess upset him, 
it 'was not that but what he saw by the samovar which 
made him morose. 

‘ No, this is impossible,’ he thought, glancing occa- 
sionally at Vasenka, who* was leaning to'ward Kitty 
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and saying something, with his handsome smile, and 
at Kitty, blushing and agitated. 

There was something impuie in Vasenka’s attitude, 
his look and his smde. Levin even saw something 
impure in Kitty’s pose and smile ; and again the light 
faded from his eyes. Agam, as on the previous occasion, 
he suddenly, without the least interval, felt thrown 
from the height of happiness, peace, and dignity into 
an abyss of despair, malevolence, and degradation 
Again everyone and everything became revolting to him. 

‘ Well then, Prmcess, let it be just as you think best,’ 
he said, turning away. 

‘ “ Heavy is the Autocrat’s crown ! ” ’ i said "Oblonsky 
banteringly, evidently alluding not only to the Princess’s 
conversation, but also to the cause of Levm’s agitation, 
which he had observed. ‘ How late you are to-day, 
Dolly ! ’ 

They all rose to greet Dolly. Vasenka only rose for 
a naoment, and with the absence of politeness to women 
which is characteristic of modem young men, barely 
bowed and again continued bis conversation, laughmg 
at something. 

‘ Masha has worn me out. She slejit badly and is 
terribly capricious this mommg,’ said Dolly. 

The conversation with Kitty begun by Vasenka again 
dealt with Arma and with the question whether love can 
rise above social conditions. This conversation was 
unpleasant to Kitty and upset her, both by the subject 
itself and by the tone in which it was canded on, but 
especially because she already knew the etiect it would 
have on her husband. But she was too simple and 
innocent to know how to stop it, or even how to conceal 
the sujierficial pleasure which this young man’s evident 
attentions caused her. She wished to put an end to the 
conversation, but did not know how. Whatever she 
did, she knew, would be noticed by her husband and 
would all be construed into something wrong. And 
really when she asked Dolly what was the matter with 
Masha, and Vasenka — ^waiting for this uninteresting 
conversation to finish — gazed indifferently at Dolly, 
her question seemed to Levin a piece of unnatural and 
disgusting cunning, 

1 A quotation from Pushkin’s Boris Godunov. 
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‘Well, shall go to pick mushrooms to-day ? ’ said 
Dolly. 

* Yes, please, and I will go too,’ said Kitty, and blushed. 
She laifi been going, out of poHteness, to ask Vasenka 
whether he would go with them, but refrained. ‘ Where 
iire you going, Kostya ? ’ she asked her husband with 
a guilty look aa he pa&sed by •with resolute steps. This 
guilty look confirmed all his auhpicions. 

‘The meclianio arrived durmg my absence and I 
have not yet seen him,’ ho answered; without looking 
*at her. 

He ’W’ciit downstairs, but had not had time to leave 
his study before be heard his wife’s famihar footsteps 
folio Vfriiig him with iniprudent rapidity. 

* What is it ? ’ he asked drily. ‘ We arc busy.’ 

‘ Excuse me,’ she said addressing the German mechanic, 
‘ f have a few words to say to my husband.’ 

The German Wvas about to go out, but Levm said 
to him : 

' Don’t trouble ! ’ 

‘ 1'iio train is at three ? ’ asked the German, ‘ I must 
not inks it.’ 

Levin did not ans’s^cr him but w^ent out with his wife. 

‘Well, viiat have joii to say to me?’ he asked m 
lYciiob. 

He did not look her in the face and did not notice 
that she (in her ' condition) stood with her whole face 
twitching, and had a pitiful, crushed appearance. 

‘ I ... I want to tell you that it’s impossible to live 
like this — it’s torture ! ’ she muttered. 

‘ The servants are there, in the pantiy,’ he said angrily ; 
‘ lion’t make a scene.’ 

" Well then, come here ! ’ 

Tiny w'ere in a passage, and Kitty wished to enter 
the next room; but the English governess was there, 
giving Tanya a lesson. 

‘ Well, come into the garden ! ’ 

In the garden they came upon a man weeding a path, 
and without any longer considering that the man sav/ 
her h‘ar-staiiied eyes and his excited face, or that they 
ioolvtjd like people running away from some calamity, 
they went on with rapid feet, feeling that they must 
speak out and convince each other, must be alone 
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tot;cther, and thereby both escape from the torment 
both were experiencing. 

‘ One can’t kve like this ' It is torture ! I sufier 
and you suffer. Why ? ’ she asked, when they had at 
last reached a secluded scat at the conier of the lime- 
tree avenue. 

‘ Only tell me this : was there somethmg improper, 
impure, degradmgly horrid in his tone ? ’ he said, staudmg 
in front of her m the same attitude as on that night, 
with fists pressmg his chest. 

‘ There was,’ she said in a tremblipg voice. ‘ But, 
Kostya, do you really not see that I ani not to blame ? 
From the time I came down I wanted to adopt a 
tone . , . but these people . . . Why did he come ? 
How happy we were ! ’ she said, choking with sobs that 
siiook the whole of her expanded body. 

The gardener saw with surjinse that, though nothing 
iiad been pursumg them and there had been nothing 
to run away from, and they could not have found any- 
thing very blissful on that seat, they passed him on 
their way back to the house with quieted and beaming 
faces. 


CHAPTER XV 

Aftee seemg his wife upstaii's, Levin went to Dolly’s 
part of the house- She too was in great trouble that day. 
She was walking up and down the room and speaking 
angrily to a. little girl who stood howling m a corner : 

‘ You’ll stand in that comer all day, and will have 
your dinner alone, and you will not see a smgle doll, 
and I won’t have a new frock made for you ' ’ she was 
saying, unable to think of any more punishments foi’ 
the child. 

‘ Oh, she is a horrid child ! ’ she cried, addressing 
Levin. ‘ Where do these vile tendencies m her come 
from ? ’ 

‘ But what has she done ? ’ asked Levin rather in- 
differently. He wanted to consult her about his own 
affairs, and was annoyed at having come at an inopportune 
moment. 

‘She and Grisha went away among the raspberry 
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'luues and there ... I can't even tell what she did. 
f>ne rcurcts EHiot a thousand times — this one does 
!iot look after the children ; she’s only a machine. . . . 
Figmrz iva-s* que la pcfite . . ^ 

DoH> told Alasha’s emne. 

‘ That proves nothing : it is not a bad tendency, 
hut just mischievousness/ Levm comforted her. 

'' But you arc upset about something ? Why have 
you come ? ’ asked Dolly. ‘ What’s happening there ? ’ 

And by the loin of lier question Levm knew that it 
would bo easy to loll her wdiat he meant to say. 

‘ I was not there, but have been m the garden alone 
with Kitty. We have quarrelled for the second tune 
.-inco . . . Sieve’s arrival.’ 

Doll\ gazed at him with wise, comprehendmg eyes. 

' tell me, hand on lieart — there . . . not 
on Kitty’s side, but on that gentleman’s ... a tone 
which might bo unpleasant . . . not unpleasant but 
terrible and offensive to a hu<<band ? ’ 

^ That is to say . . . how am I to put it ? . , . Stop ' 
Slop in the corner ! ’ she said tummg to Masha, who 
iLoticmg a scaretly perceptible smile on her mother’s 
face w'as turning round. ‘ The world w’-ould say he 
has behaved as all young men behave. II fait la cow 
a unejeune ct jolic femmer and a Society husband should 
he merely flattered by it.’ 

‘ Yes, yes,’ answered Levm gloomily, ‘ but you noticed 
it ? ’ 

' Kot I only, but vSteve too. He told me frankly 
after tea: ‘Vc crois qiie Veslovshy fait mi petit hr in de 
cour (I Kitty ^ 

‘ Well ail right, now I am tranquil. I will turn him 
out,’ said Levm. 

‘ "What do you mean ? Have you gone mad ? ’ ex- 
claimed Dolly, terrified. ‘ What do you mean, Kostya ? 
(.'onsider ! ’ she went on, laughmg. ‘ Y'ou can go to 
Fanny now%’ she said to Masha. ‘ Xo, if you like I will 
tell 8teve and he will take him away. One can say 
you are expecting \'isitors. Certainly, he does not suit 
your household . . 

1 Taney I the child . . . 

2 lie paTss court to ayounpr and pretty woman 

I iiehtne VejJoisky is courting' Xitty a wee bit. 
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* Xo, lio ; 111 do it mvfaeli’ 

‘ But you will quarrel ? ’ 

“ Xot at all’ It ■will 1)0 a x>ieasiire for me, a real 
pleasure/ said Levin -^^ith sparkling eyes. ‘Come, 
forgive lier, Dolly ! She won’t do it again/ lie pleaded, 
referring to the small culprit, who had not gone to Pariiiy, 
but stood hesitatmgly before her mother, looking up 
from under her blows, expecting and tiying to catch 
iier eye. 

Doll\ looked at her. The little girl burst into sobs 
and buried her face iii her mother’s lap, and Dolly placed 
her thin tender hand on the child’s heA. 

‘ What is there m common between us and him ? ’ 
thought Levm, as he went m search of Veslovsky. 

Passing through the hall he ordered the cal'cJie to 
be harnessed to drive to the station. 

' One of the springs broke yesterday/ replied the 
lootman 

' Well, then, the kmuitn's, but make baste I Where 
IS the visitor ? ’ 

‘ He has gone to his room.’ 

Levui found Vasenka, who had unpacked his port- 
manteau and spread out his new songs, trymg on a pair 
of leggings and preparmg for a ride. 

V'hethcr there was somethmg unusual in Levin’s 
lace, or whether Vasenka himself felt that ‘ le 'petit brin 
de coiir ’ which he had started was out of place in this 
family, he was embarrassed (as far as is permissible 
to a man in Society) by Levm’s entry. . 

‘ A"ou wear leggings for ridmg ? ’ 

' Ves, it’s much cleaner/ said Vasenka, placmg his 
fat foot on a chair, fastenmg the bottom liook, and 
smiling good-naturedly. 

He was certamly a good-natured fellow, and Levin 
felt sorry for him and ashamed of himself as a host, 
when he noticed the shyness of Vasenka’s look. On the 
table lay a piece of stick which when doing gymnastics 
that morn mg they had broken, trying to raise the warped 
parallel bars. Levin took the broken stick and began 
pulling o:S the splintered bits at the end, not knowing 
how to begin. 

‘ I wished . . .’ He stopped, but suddenly remember- 
ing Kitty and all that had happened, he said, looking 
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Wislovsky firm]}" in tiic cyea : ‘ I have ordered the horses 
to be harnessed for youd 

‘ What do you mean ? ’ Vasenka began with surprise. 
‘ To drive where ? ’ 

‘ For you, to the station,’ answered Levin gloomily, 
iniliing oh' splinters. 

' Wiiy, are you going away, or has anything 
hax>pcned ? ’ 

‘ it happens that I am expecting visitors,’ rephed 
Levin more rapidly, breaking ojS the splintered bits 
of the stick with his strong fingers. ‘ Or no, I am 
not expecting visitors and nothmg has happened, yet 
I request you to leave. You may explaui my impolite- 
ness as you xilcase.’ 

Yasenka drew himself uj». 

‘ I ask you for an explanation,’ he ^id with dignity, 
having at last understood. 

' 1 can’t give you an explanation,’ said Levin softly 
and slowly, trying to control ihe tremblmg of his ]aw, 
‘ and it is lietter for you not to ask.’ 

Ah the splinters were now all broken off, Levin grasped 
t he thick ends in his fingers and spht the stick, carefully 
catching a piece as it fell. 

Probably the siglit of those strained arms, those 
muscles he had felt that morning when domg gymnastics, 
and the gleaming eyes, low voice and trembling jaws, 
convinced Vasenlva more than the w'ords. He shrugged 
his shoulders, smiled contemptuously, and bowed, 

‘ Can I not see Oblonsky ? ’ 

The shrug and smile did not irritate Levin. ‘ What 
else is there for him to do ? ’ he thought. 

‘ I wifi send him to you at once.’ 

‘ What is this nonsense ? ’ said Oblonsky, when he 
had heard from his friend that he was being driven out 
of the house, and had found Levin in the garden, where 
he was walking while awraiting the departure of Ms 
visitor. ‘ Mais e’est ridicule ! What fly has stung 
you? Mais dest du dernier ridicule!'^ Why, do you 
imagine that if a young man . 

But the place where the fly had stung Levin was 
evidently still sore, for he again grew pale when Oblonsky 
wished to refer to his reaspn, and hastily interrupted him. 

* But it’s iiiliaiilous. . . . But it's the height of absurdity. 
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‘ Please don’t explain my reasons ! I can’t do other- 
TA ise ! I feel ashamed before you and before him. But 
I don’t thmk it will grieye him much to go away, and 
his presence is unpleasant to me and to my wife.’ 

‘ But he feels insulted ! Et puis, e'est ridicule I ’ ^ 

‘ And I feel insulted and tortured ! And I have 
done nothing wrong and don't deserve to suffer.’ 

‘ ’^Vell, I never expected this of you ! On pent > ire 
jtilour, mats a ce point e'est du dernier ridicule /’ ^ 

Levin turned away from him quickly and went far 
down one of the avenues, w’here he continued walking 
up and down alone Soon he heard the rattle of the 
tamntas, and thiough the trees saw Vasenka, seated 
on hay (unluckily the taraniris had no seat), with the 
Scotch bonnet on his head, joltmg over the ruts as he 
Avas driven down the other avenue. 

‘ What does that mean ? ’ wondered Levin when the 
footman ran out of the house and stopped the vehicle 
It was on account of the mechanic, whom Levin had 
quite forgotten. He bowed and said something to 
Veslovsky, then climbed into the turantas, and they 
drove away together. 

Oblonsky and the Princess were indignant at Levin’s 
conduct. He himself felt not only that he was in the 
highest degree ridiculous, but quite guilty and dis- 
graced ; but recalling what he and his wife had 
suffered, and asking hunseK how he would act another 
time, he answered that he w'ould do just the same 
again. 

In spite of all this, by the end of the day every 
one, except the Prmcess, who could not forgive Levin’s 
conduct, became unusually animated and merry, Bke 
children after a punishment or adults after an oppressive 
official reception ; so that in the Prmcess’ s absence they 
talked about Vasenina’s expulsion as of an historic event. 
Doily, who bad inherited her father’s gift of putting 
things humorously, made Varenka collapse with laughter 
w-hen she related for the third or fourth time, with ever 
fresh humorous additions, how she was just putting 
on some new ribbons in the visitor’s honour, and was 
about to go into the drawing-room, when suddenly 

^ And besides, it’s absurd ! ^ 

® One may be jealous, but to such a point it is the height of absurdity ! 
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Kh(‘ hoard the clatter of the old cart. ‘ And who was 
mside tlie cait? Who Imt \"asenka, with his Scotcli 
aiifl Ins songs and his leggings, sitting on the 

liay ! ’ 

At least you might have lot him have the brougham ’ 
. . . And then I hear : “ IStop 1 ” ‘‘ Well,” think L 

' they've lelented.” I looli agam and they had popped 
a. fat German in with him and were driving them both 
oh . . . ’ And so mv nblions were all in vam. . . 


GHAPTEIl XVI 

Dolt.y carried out her intention of going to see Anna 
She w'as very sorry to grieve her sister and to do anj- 
tlung that was unpleasant to Levin : slie felt that they 
weie right in not wishing to have anything to do with 
Ah'onsky, but felt it her duty to visit Anna and show 
her that the altered cireumstances could not cliaiigt 
her own feelings toward her 

Not to depend on the Levms for that journey, Dolly 
sent to the viUage to hire horses ; hut Levin hearuig 
of it came and reproached her, 

‘ Why do you think your going would be unpleasant 
to mo ? Even if it w’crc unpleasant it would be stii! 
more unpleasant for me if you did not use my horsesd 
he. said. ‘You never told me definitely that you were 
going. And that you should hire horses m the village 
is, in the first place, unpleasant to me, and besides that, 
they will undertake the job but w'on’t get you there. 
1 have horses, and if you don’t wish to grieve me, you 
will take them.’ 

Dolly had' to agree, and on the appointed day Levm 
had four horses ready for his sister-in-law, as well as a 
relay — liaving made it up of farm and riding horses — 
not at aU a handsome team, but one able to get her to 
her destuiation in a day. As horses were also required 
for the Princess, wdio was leaving, and for the midwife, 
it was inconvenient to Levin ; but he could not be so 
inhospitable as to allow Dolly to hire horses wLile staying 
with him. Besides, he knew that the twenty roubles 
she would have had to jiay for the journey w'ere of im- 
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portaiice to her, and he felt her distre.ssing iinaneial 
t^rabarrassmciits as if tliey had been his own. 

Acting on Levin’s advice, Dolly started before day- 
break. The road was good, the cal'che comfortable, 
the horses ran merrily, and on the Iiox beside the coach- 
man instead of a footman sat an office clerk whom Levin 
sent with her for safety. Doily dozed, and only woke 
when approachmg the inn where the horses wore to 
be changed. 

After drinking tea at the prosperous peasant’s house 
whom Levin had stopped when on Ins way to Sviyazhsky’s, 
and conversmg with the w^omen about then' children 
and with the old man about Count Vronsky, of whom 
he spoke very highty, Dolly continued her journey at 
ten o’clock. At home her care of the children never 
gave her leisure to think, but now, during tliL 
lour hours’ drive, all the thoug'ils she had rexircssed 
crowded suddenly into her mmd, and she review'od her 
whole life from all sides as she had never done before. 
Her thoughts seemed strange to her. At first she thought 
of the children, about whom, though the Princess and 
especially Kitty (she had greater faith in Kitty) had 
promised to look alter them, she still felt anxious. " if 
only Ivlasha does not get into mischief again, or a horse 
does not kick Grisha, and if only Lily’s digestion does 
not get more upset.’ But then questions of the present 
began to be replaced by those of the immediate future 
yiie began thinking that she v/ould have to move into 
another house in Moscow for the winter, have the drawing- 
room furniture re-covered, and a new winter coat made 
lor the eldest girl. Then came problems of a more 
remote future : how she should start her children in 
the world. ‘ With the girls it wiU be comparative^ 
easy,’ she thought, ‘ but how about the boys ? 

‘ At present I am teaching Grisha, hut that) ia only 
because I am free now and not having a baby. Of 
course Steve is not to be counted on, but with the help 
of kind people I shall start them somehow. . . . But 
m case of another child . . And it occurred to her 
how inaccurate it is to say that woman’s curse is the 
brmging forth of children. ‘ Travail, that’s nothing— 
but pregnancy is torture,’ she thought, with her last 
pregnancy and the death of .her infant in mind. And 
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.^lie recalled a talk she had had with a young w'oman 
at the halting-place In answ'er to the question whether 
.she had any children, the good-looking young peasant 
wife had cheerfully replied : 

* I had one girl, but God released me. I buried her 
in Lent.’ 

' And are you rciy sorry ? ’ asked Dolly. 

' What’s there to he sorry about ? The old man has 
plenty of grandchildren as it is. They're nothmg but 
worry. You can’t work or anythmg. They’re nothmg 
Ijiit a tie . . 

Tliis ans%ver had seemed horrible to Dolly, despite 
the good-natured sw'eetness of the young w^oman’s looks, 
but now she c'ould not help recalling it. In those cynical 
words there w\as some truth. 

‘ xXltogether,’ she thought, looking back at the whole 
of her life during those fifteen years of wedlock, 
‘ pregnancy, sickness, dulhiess of mind, indifTerence to 
evorytliing, and above all disfigurement. Even Kitty 
— young, pretty Kitty — how much plainer she has 
bc<‘ome ! And I when I am pregnant become hideous, 
I know'. Travail, sulfcrmg, monstrous suficring, and 
that final moment . . then nursmg, sleeplctss nights, 
and that awTul jiam ! ’ 

Dolly shuddered at the mere thought of the pain she 
liad endured from sore mpple.s, from winch she had suffered 
with almost every baby. ‘ Then the children’s illnesses, 
that continued anxiety ; then their education, nasty 
tendencies,’ (she recalled httl© Masha’s delinquency 
among the raspberry canes), ‘ lessons, Latin. ... It 
IS all so incomprehensible and difficult. And above all, 
the death of these children . . .’ And once more the 
cruel memory rose that always weighed on her mother- 
heart: the death of her last baby, a boy who died of 
croup; his funeral, the general indifference shown to 
the little pink coffin, and her own heartrending, lonely 
grief at the sight of that pale httle forehead with the 
curly locks on the temples, and of the open, surprised 
little mouth visible in the coffin at the mstant before 
they covered it with the pmk lid ornamented with a 
gold lace cross. 

* And wffiat is it all for ? What will come of it all ? 
I myself, without having a moment’s peace, now pregnant, 
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no^v nursing, always cross and grumbling, tormenting 
myself and others, repulsive to my husbanfl-— I shall 
live my life, and produce unfortunate, barliy brought-ii[> 
an<l beggared children. Even now, if we had not spent 
this summer with Kostya and Kitty, I don't laiow how 
we should have managed. Of course Kostya and Kitty 
are so considerate that we don’t feel it ; but it can’t 
go on so. They will have children of their own and 
u on’t be able to hel]) us ; as it is, they are put to 
meonvenience. Is Pai>a, who has kept scarcely anything 
for himself, to help us ? . . . So I can’t even give the 
children a start myself, unless it’s with other people’s 
help and with humihation. Well, supjiosing the best : 
that none of the other children die, and that I someliow 
succeed m biingmg them up; at the very best they 
will only escape bemg ne’er-do-weEs. That is all I 
can hope for. And ior this, so much suffering and 
trouble. . . . My whole life ruined ! ’ Agam she 
remembered what the young woman had said- Again, 
the recollection was repulsive to her, but she could not 
help admitting that there was a measure of crude truth 
m the v'ords. 

' Is it much further, Michael ? ’ slie asked the cleifk, 
to dispel the thoughts that frightened her. 

' They say it’s seven versts from this viUage.’ 

The caliche was descending the village street to a 
small budge. A crowd of merry peasant women, vdth 
ready -twisted sheaf-bmders hanging from their shoulders, 
were crossing the bridge, chattermg loudly and merrily. 
The women stopped on the bridge, inquisitively scrutm- 
izing the caliche. All the faces turned toward her 
seemed to DoUy to be healthy and bright, mockmg her 
with their joy m life. ‘ Everybody lives, “ everybody 
enjoys hvmg,’ Dolly continued her reflections when, after 
passmg the peasant women and having reached the top 
of the inclme, they were going at a trot, the old caliche 
comfortably swaymg on its soft springs, " and I, released 
as from a prison, from the world that is killmg me with 
its worries, have only now collected my thoughts for a 
moment. Everybody lives : these women, and my 
sister Nataly, and Varenka, and Anna to whom I *am 
going, — only not I ! 

‘ And they are aE down on Anna ! What for ? Am 
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f better than she ? I at Ic.ist have a husband whom I 
i(j\e. Not as I wished to love, but still I do love him; 
but Anna did not love hers. In what is she to blame ? 
She wishes to live, (jod has implanted that need hi our 
boiilb. It IS quite possible T might have done the same 
I don’t even now know whether I did well to listen to her 
at that terrible time when she came to me in Moscow. 
( ouglii then to have loti my husband and begun life 
anew. 1 miglit have loved and been loved, the real way. 
And IS it better now ? I don’t respect him. I need 
him,’ she thought of her husband, ‘ and I put up with 
him. Is that any better ? I w'as still attractive then, 
still had my good looks,’ she went on, feeling that she 
wanted to bee herself in a glass. She had a small travel- 
ling lookmg-gltibs in her bag, and felt ineimed to take 
it out ; but glancing at the backs of the coachman and 
the clerk who sat swaying beside him, she knew she 
would feel ashamed if one of them chanced to look round, 
and she did not take it out. 

Net even without looking m the glass she thought it 
might not be too late even now. 8he remembered 
Koznysliov, who was particularly amiable to her ; Steve’s 
frieiul the good-natured Turovtsm, who had helped her 
nurse her childien when they had scailet fever and who 
V as in love with her ; and then there was a very young 
man who considered— so her husband told her as a joke — ■ 
lliut slu^ was the handsomest of the three sisters. And 
the most passionate and impossible romances occurred 
to Dolly’s fancy. ‘ Anna has acted excellently, and I 
at any rate shall not reproach her at all. She is happy, 
slie is making another happy and is not dragged down 
as I am, but she is no doubt as fresh, clever, and frank 
as ever,' she thought ; and a roguish smile puckered 
her lips, chiefly because while thinking of Anna’s romance 
she invented an almost similar romance for herself mth 
an iniaginar}’, collective man who was in dove with her. 
Like Anna, she confessed everything to her husband, 
and Oblonsky’s surprise and embaixassment at the 
announcement made her smile. 

Wrapped in such dreams she reached the turnmg 
from the high road, w’hich led to Vozdvizhensk. 
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CHAPTER XXil 

The coachman stopped the Iiorscs and looked roiiiifl 
toward a held of rye on the right, where some peasants 
sat iK'side a cart. The clerk wished to get dow, ]>ut 
then, changing lus mind, shouted authoritatively and 
lieckoned to a peasant. The breeze, winch they liad 
felt while drivmg, died down wheh they stopped ; and 
horse-flies settled on the sweating horses, which angrily 
tried to brush them otf. The metallic sound of a scythe 
being hammered beside the cart ceased, and one of the 
peasants rose and came toward the calhhe. 

' Look at him, stuck fast ! ’ shouted the clerk angrih' 
at the peasant, who was slowly stepping with bare 
feet over the ruts of the dry, hard-trodden road. ‘ JDe 
quick ' ’ 

The curly-headed old man, with a piece of bast tied 
round his head, his rounded back dark with perspiration, 
increased his speed, approached the caV che and put 
his sunburnt arm on the mud-guard. 

‘ Vozdvizhensk ? The squire’s house ? To the Count’s ? ’ 
he repeated. ‘ There ! When you have passed that bend 
turn to the left, and go right down the drive and you’ll 
knock up straight agamst it. But whom do you want ? 
The squire ’? ’ 

' Are they at home, my good man ? ’ said Dolly vaguely, 
not knowing how to speak of xAnna even to a peasant. 

' I expect so,’ said the peasant, shiftmg from one 
bare foot to the other, leaving in the dust a clear im- 
print of it with its five toes. ‘ I expect so,’ he repeated, 
evidently desirmg a talk. ‘ More visitors arrived yester- 
day. Visitors 1 Just awful. . . . What do you want ? ’ 
He turned toward a lad beside the cart who was shout- 
ing something. ‘ Quite right — a while ago they passed 
by here on horseback, to see the reaper. Now they 
must be at home again. And who may you be ? ’ 

‘ We have come a long way,’ replied the coachman, 
climbing back on to the box, ‘And you say it’s not 
far ? ’ 

' I tell you it’s just there, where you come out,’ and 
he went on rubbing his h<md along the mud-guard of 
the caUcJie. 
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A young, livixltliy-lookiiig, thiek-.sct lad also came ii|3. 

‘ Could I get a 30b, harvesting ? ’ he asked. 

' I don’t know, my lad.’ 

‘ There, you see, wlien you’ve turned to the left you’ll 
knock straight up against it,’ said the peasant, evidently 
iiinvilling’to let them go, and wishing to talk. 

I’he coachman started, but hardly had they gone 
round the corner -when the peasants called out to them. 

‘ Stop, friend ' Stop ’ ’ shouted two voices. 

The coachman pulled up. 

‘ They are coming ! Here they are themselves ! ’ 
cried the man, pointing to lour persons on horseback 
and two in a char-a-banc commg along the road. 

it was Vronsky with his Jockey, Veslovsky and Anna 
on horseback, and Prmccjss Parbara with Sviyazhsky 
m tile char-a-bane. They had been for a ride and to 
see some newly-arrived reaping machines m operation. 

When the calkhe pulled up, the riders advanced at 
a foot pace. Anna rode m front beside Veslovsky. 
She rode quietly, on a small sturdy English cob with 
a close-cropped mane and short tail. Dolly was struck 
by the beauty of her head with locks of black hair which 
had escaped fiom under her top hat, her full shoulders 
and tine w'aist in the black riding-habit, and her whole 
quiet graceful bearing. 

Tor a moment she thought it improper for Anna to 
be riding on horseback. In Dolly’s muid the idea of 
horse-riding for women was connected with youthful 
coquetry, which in her opinion was unsuitable to a woman 
m Anna’s position ; but when she saw her closer she at 
once became reconciled to Anna’s riding. Despite her 
elegance, everything about Anna — her bearing, clothes 
and movements— was so simple, quiet, and dignified, 
that nothing could seem more natural. 

At Anna’s side, on a heated bay cavalry horse, stretch- 
ing out his lat legs and evidently admirmg himself, 
rode Vasenka ’Veslovsky, wearing the Scotch bonnet 
with waving ribbons, and Dolly could not repress a 
merry smile on recognizing him. Behind them rode 
Vronsky. He was 011 a thoroughbred dark bay, which 
was obviously heated by galloping, and he was using 
the reins to hold it m. 

Behind him rode a short* man dressed as a jockey. 
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Sviyazhsky and the Princess Baikira m a new char-a- 
bane, to which was harnessed a tall trotter, were over- 
taking the riders. 

Anna’s face mimediatelv biightened into a joytui 
smile when she recognized iJoUy m the little figure 
pressed back in a corner of the old cahclie. She ga\e 
an exclamation, started in her saddle and touched her 
horse into a gallop. Riding up to the caV^clie she jumped 
unaided from the horse and, holding up her habit, ran 
toward Dolly. 

' ICs what I thought, but dared not expect ! What 
a pleasure ! You cannot imagine how delighted I am ' ’ 
she cried, now pressmg her face to Dolly’s and kissing 
her, now leaning back to gaze smilingly at her. 

‘ What ]oy, Alexis ! ’ she said, turning to Vronsky, 
who had dismounted and was walking toward them. 

Vronsky, taking ofl his grey top hat, approached Dolly. 

‘ You can have no idea how pleased we are that you 
have come,’ he said, puttmg peculiar emphasis into his 
words, while a smile exposed his strong white teeth. 

Vasenka Veslovsky, without dismountmg, raised his 
cap and w’elcomed the visitor, joyously waving his ribbons 
above his head. 

‘ That is the Princess Barbara,’ Anna said, m answer 
to Dolly’s glance of inquiry when the char-a-banc came 
nearer. 

‘ Oh ! ’ said Dolly, and her face involuntarily expressed 
displeasure. 

The Prmcess Barbara was her husband’s aunt, she 
had long known her and did not respect her. She knew 
that the Prmcess Barbara had all her life been a hanger- 
on to various rich relatives ; but that she — a relation 
of Dolly’s husband — should now be living in the house 
of Vronsky, a perfect stranger to her, offended Dolly. 
Anna noticed Dolly’s expression, became confused, 
blushed, let her habit slip out of her hands, and stumbled 
over it. 

Dolly wallced up to the char-a-banc and coldly greetca 
Princess Barbara. She was acquainted with Sviyazlisky 
too. He asked how his friend the crank was getting 
on with his young wife, and having glanced at the ill- 
matched horses and the patched mud-guard of the cakche, 
offered the ladies seats m the char-a-banc. 
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‘ I will go m that veliiele,' he said. ‘ My horse is a 
quiet one, and the Princess drives splendidly.’ 

‘ Ko, stay as j’ou are,’ said Anna, had also etime 
up, ^ and we two will go in the caliche,' and giving Dolly 
her arm she led her away. 

Dolly was dazzled by the elegant equipage of a kind 
she had nevtn' seen, by the beautiful liorses and the 
elegant, brilliant persons about her. But what struck 
her most w'as the change that had taken place in x\nna, 
whom she knew and loved. Another w'oman less ob- 
servant, who had not known Anna before, especially 
one who had not thought the thoughts that were in 
Dolly’s mind on the way, would not have noticed any- 
Ihmg ])eculiar in Anna. But now Dolly was struck 
by that tempo raiy beauty W'hich only comes to wouKai 
in moments of love, and which she now' found in Anna’s 
face. Everything in that lace : the detiniteness of the 
dimples on cheeks and chin, the curve of her lips, the 
smile that seemed to flutter around her face, the light 
m her eyes, the grace and .swiftness of her movements, 
the fuhicss of her voice, even tlie manner m winch she 
re]jiied — half-erossly, half-kindly — to Veslovsky, wdio 
asked permission to ride her cob that he might teach it 
to lead with the right leg wdien gallopmg — everything 
about her wiis peculiarly attractive, and she seemed to 
know it and to be glad of it. 

When the tw'o w'omcn took their seats in the caVclie, 
both wwe seized with shyness. Anna was abashed by 
t he attentively inquirmg look Dolly bent upon hei ; 
Doily, after Sviyazhsky’s remark about the ‘vehicle,’ 
kdt involuntarily ashamed of the ramshackle old caltcJic, 
m which Anna had taken a seat beside her. Philip the 
coachman and the clerk shared that feeling. The clerk, 
tp hide his embarrassment, bustled about, helping the 
ladies in, but Philip became morose and made up his 
mind not to be imposed upon by this external superiority. 
He smiled ironically as he glanced at the raven trotter 
of the char-a-banc, deciding that that horse was good 
for nothing but a promenade, and could not do its forty 
versts on a hot day at one go. 

The peasants beside the cart all got up and looked 
with merry curiosity at the visitor, making their own 
comments. * 
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‘ Glad they are : have not met for a long tunc ! ’ 
said the ciirly-haired old man vitli the piece of bast 
tied round his head. 

‘ There now, Uncle Gerasim ! That raven gelding 
would cart the sheaves in no time.’ 

‘ Just look ! Is that a woman m breeches ? ’ cried 
one, pomtmg to Vasenka Yeslovsky, who was getting 
into the side-saddle. 

‘ Xo, it’s a man. See how easily he jumped up ! ’ 

‘ I say, lads ! It seems we are not to have a sleep ! ’ 

‘ What chance of a sleep to-day ? ’ said the old man, 
blinking at the sun. " It’s too late ! Take your scythes 
and let’s get to work.’ 


CHAPTER XVIII 

Anna was looking at Dolly’s thin wan face with its 
dust-filled wrinkles, and wishmg to tell lier just wliat 
she thought : that DoUy looked thinner and worse. But 
remembering that her own looks had improved and 
that Dolly’s eyes had told her so, she sighed and began 
talking about herself. 

‘You are looking at me,’ she said, ‘and wondering 
whether I can be happy, placed as I am ? Well, what 
do you think ? I am ashamed to confess it, but I . . . 
I am unforgivably happy I Something magical has 
happened to me ; like a dream when one feels frightened 
and creepy, and suddenly wakes up to the knowledge 
that no such terrors exist. I have wakened up ! I 
have lived through sufferings and terrors, but for a 
long time past — especially since we came here~~I have 
been happy ! . . .’ she said, looking at Dolly timidly 
and with a questioning smile. 

' I am so glad ! ’ answered Dolly, smiling, but m a 
colder tone than she intended. ‘I am very glad for 
your sake. Why did you not write to me ? ’ 

‘ Why ? . . . Because I did not dare . . . you forget 
my position.’ 

‘To me ? You dared not ? If only you knew how 
I ... I consider . . .’ 

Dolly wanted to teU Anna what she had been thinking 
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that morning; hut for some reason it now seemed out 
of place. ‘ However, we will talk about all that later. 
What is this ? What are all those buildings ? Quite 
a town ! ’ she asked, to change the subject, pointing 
to the red and green roofs visible above a living green 
wall of acacias and Uacs. 

But x\nna did not answer her. 

‘No, no! What now do yon take of my position? 
Wliat do you thuik ? What ? ’ she asked. 

‘ I imagine . . .’ Dolly began ; but at that moment 
Vasenka Veslovsky, who had got the cob to lead with 
the right foot, galloped past m Iils short jacket, bumping 
heavily on the leathers of the side-saddle. ‘ It goes 
all right, Anna Arkadyevna ’ ’ he shouted. Anna did 
not even glance at him ; but it still seemed to Doily 
out of place to begin to discuss this big subject in the 
mlf'chf, so she brieliy replied : 

* I don’t take any view. I always loved you, and 
if one loves, one loves the whole person as he or she 
is, and not as one might wish them to be.’ 

Anna, turning her eyes away from her friend and 
screwing them up (this was a new habit of hers and 
unfamiliar to Dolly), grew thoughtful, trymg thoroughly 
to grasp the meaning of the remark. Havmg evidently 
understood it in the sense she wished, she glanced at 
Dolly. 

‘ If you had any sins," she said, ‘ they would all 
he forgiven you for coming here and for those 
words ! ’ 

And Dolly noticed that tears had started to her eyes. 
She silently pressed Anna’s hand. 

‘ But what are those buildings ? What a lot of them 
there are ! ’ said she after a i^ome^t’s silence, repeatmg 
her cpiestion. 

‘ They are the employes’ houses, the stud farm, and 
the stables,’ answered Axma. ‘ And here the park 
begins. Everything had been neglected, but Alexis 
has had it all renovated. He is very fond of this estate, 
and — a thing I never expected of him — he is quite 
enthusiastic in managing the place. But of course 
his IS such a talented nature ! Whatever he takes up, 
he does splendidly ! He is^ not only not bored, but 
passionately engrossed in his occupations. He has grown 
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into a first-rate, prudent landlord, as I recognize ; in 
tiirmuig matters he is even stingy, but only m farming. 
Where it is a question of thousands he does not count 
them,’ she said, with that joyous sly smile with which 
women often speak of the secret characteristics, discovered 
by them alone, of the man they love. ‘ Do you see that 
big building "i It is the new hospital, I think it will cost 
more than a hundred thousand roubles. That is his hobby 
just now. And do you know -why he started it ? The 
peasants asked him to let them some meadows at a 
reduced rent, I think, and he refused, and I reproached him 
with being stingy. Of course it was not that alone, but 
one thing with another caused him to start that hospital, 
ro show, you Imow, that he is not stingy. C’asi U7ie 
mtitesse ^ if you hke, but I love him the better for it ! 
And now you will see the house m a moment. It was 
ins grandfather’s, and it has not been altered at ail on 
the outside.’ 

' How fine ! ’ said Dolly, lookmg with involuntary 
.surprise at a handsome house with a row of columns 
sfca.ndmg out among the variously tinted foliage of the 
old trees in the garden. 

‘ It IS fine, is it not ? And from upstairs the view is 
wonderful.’ 

They drove into a gravelled courtyard surrounded 
by flowers, ivhere two men were making a border of 
rough porous stones round a well-forked flower-bed, 
and stopped beneath a roofed portico. 

‘ Ah, they’ve akeady aiTived,’ said Anna, lookmg at 
the horses that were being led away from the front door. 
‘ Don’t you think that one is a beautiful horse ? It is 
a cob, my favourite, . . . Bring it here, and get mo 
some sugar. Where iSjthe Count ? ’ she asked the two 
elegant footmen who had rushed out. " Ah, there he 
Is ! ’ she went on, seeing Vronsky and Veslovsky coming 
out to meet her. 

‘ In which room are you putting the Pnneess ? ’ 
Vronsky asked m Trench, addressmg Anna, and without 
waiting for her answer he once more welcomed Dolly, 
and this time he kissed her hand. ‘ The large room 
with the balcony, I should think.’ 

‘ Oh no ! That’s too far o2 ! The corner room 
* ^ It; IS a pettmtJ!-‘3. 
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will be better, ’v^c fihali see more of one another there 
Well, let’s go in,’ said Anna, who had given her favourite 
horse the sugar the footman had brought. 

‘ Af' I'oiis ouhliez vofre devoir," ^ said she to Veslovsky, 
who was also standing m the portico. 

‘ Pardon ! Pen ai tout plein les poclies,' ^ he answered 
uiih a smile, plunging his fingers into his waistcoat 
]>ocket. 

‘ Mais vous venez irop tard," ® she said, viping with 
her handkiTchief the hand w'hich the horse had w'etted 
as it took till* sugar. 

Anna turned to Dolly. ‘How long can you stay? 
Only a day ! That’s impossdile.’ 

‘ 1 have promised . . . and the children,’ answered 
Dolly, feeling embarrassed because she had to get her 
bag out of the caliche and because she knew her face 
was covered with dust. 

‘ No, Dolly darling ! , . . Well, we will see. Come * 
Come along ' ’ and Anna led the way to Dolly’s room. 

It was not the grand room that Vronsky had suggested, 
but one for which Anna apologized to Dolly. And this 
room needing an apology was full of luxuries, such as 
Dolly liad never lived among, wdiich reminded her of 
the best hotels abroad. 

‘Well, dearest f How happy I am!’ said Anna’ 
who in her riding-habit had sat down for a moment 
beside Dolly. ‘ Tell me about yourselves. I meet Stece 
in passing, but he can’t tell me about the children. 
How is my pet, Tanya ? Grown a big giid, I suppose ? ’ 

‘ Yes, quite big,’ answ^ered Dolly shortly, and was 
hersftH surprised that she could talk so coldly about her 
children. ‘ We are very comfortable at the Levins’,’ 
she added, 

‘ There now ! Had I only known that you don’t 
despise me . . said Aima, ‘ yon should all tave come 
to us. Y^ou know Steve and Alexis are old and great 
friends,’ she added and suddenly blushed. 

‘ Y'es, but wo are so comfortable . . answered 
Dolly with embarrassment, 

‘ However, my joy makes me talk nonsense ! But 

^ And you forget your duty. 

** I'amoxi me, iny pociets are full of it. 

“But you have eome too late. , 
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really, dear, I am so glad to see you,’ said Anna, kissing 
her again. ‘ You have not yet told me how and what 
you think about me, and I want to know everything 
But I am glad that yon will see me just as T am. ^ Above 
all, I don’t want you to thmk that I wish to prove 
anything. I don’t want to prove anythmg : simpl}’ I 
wish to live, not hurting anyone but myself. I have a 
right to do that, have I not ? However, that needs a 
long talk, and we will talk it all well over later. Xov I 
-will go and dress and will send you the maid.' 


CHAPTER XIX ^ , 

Left alone, Dolly surveyed the room with a housewife’^ 
eye. All she saw when driving up to the house and 
passing through it, and now m her room, gave her the 
impression of abundance and elegance and of that novel 
European luxury which she had read about in English 
novels, but had never yet seen in Russia m the country. 
Everythmg was new, from the new French wall-papers 
to the carpet which covered the whole floor. The bed 
had a spring and ah overlay mattress, with a specially 
shaped bolster and small pillow's with silk slips. Thie 
marble washstand, the dressmg-table, the couch, tlie 
tables, the bronze clock on the mantelpiece, the curtains 
and door-hangmgs were all costly and now. The smart 
lady’s maid with hair stylishly done, and wearing a dress 
more fashionable than Dolly’s, who came to offer her 
services, was as new and expensive as everything else 
in the room. DoUy found her politeness, tidiness, and 
attention pleasant, but did not feel at ease with her ; 
she was ashamed to let her see the patched dressing- 
jacket, which as iU-luck would have it she had brought 
by mistake. She was ashamed of the very patches and 
dams on which she at home prided herself. At home it 
was clear that six jackets required twenty -four arshhis 
of nainsook at sixty -five kopeks, which comes to more 
than fifteen roubles, besides the trimmings and the work ; 
and she had saved all that. But before the maid she 
felt not exactly ashamed but uncomfortable. 

Dolly felt much relieved w^hen Annuslika. w'hom she 
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had known a long time, came into the room. The smart 
maid had to go to her mistress, and Annushka remamed 
with Dolly. 

Annnshka was evidently very pleased that the lady 
had come, and chattered incessantly, Dolly noticed 
that she wanted to express her opinion of her mistress’s 
position, and especially of the Count's love of and devotion 
to Anna, but Dolly carefully stopped her whenever she 
began to speak about that subject. 

‘ I grew up With Anna Arkadyevna ; she is dearer 
to me than anythmg. Is it for us to judge ? And 
how he seems to love . , 

‘ Well then, have this washed if possible,’ interrupted 
UiAly. 

‘ Yes, ma’am ! We have two women always specially 
kepi for washing small things, and the clothes are all 
done with a machine. The Count goes into everything 
himself. What a husband . . .’ 

Dolly was glad when Anna came m and thereby put 
an end to Annuslika’s chatter. 

Anna had changed into a very simple lavm dress. 
Dolly looked carefully at this simple dress. She Imew 
what such simplicity meant and cost. 

‘ An old acquaintance,’ said Anna, pointing to 
Annushka. 

Anna was now no longer embarrassed. She was 
free and at her case. DoUy saw that she had quite got 
over the impression produced by her arrival, and had 
adopted a superficial tone of equanimity which seemed 
to close the door that led to the compartment where her 
feelings and intimate thoughts were kept. 

' Well, and how is your little girl, Anna ? ’ asked 
Dolly. 

' x\nnie ? ’ (so she called her daughter Anna). ' Quite 
well. Greatly improved. Would you like to see her ? 
Come, Til show her to you. . . . I’ve had such trouble 
with the nurses,’ she began. ‘We had an Italian w’et 
nurse for her. Good, but so stupid I We wanted to 
send her back, but the child is so used to her that we 
are still keeping her.’ 

‘ Well, and how have you arranged . . . ? ’ Dolly 
began, meaning to ask what name the Httle girl would 
bear; hut seeing a suddtin frown on Anna’s face she 
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changed the question and said : ‘ How have you 

arranged ? H<avo you already weaned h ?r 1 ’ 

But Anna had understood. 

‘ Thai IS not what you were going to ask ? . . . You 
wished to ask about her name ? Am J not right ? It 
troubles Alexis She has no name. That is, her name 
Ls Karenina,’ said Anna, screwmg up her eyes till only 
the meeting lashes could be seen. ‘ However, wo will 
talk about all that later,’ said she, suddenly brightening. 

‘ b’omc ! I will show her to you. Elle est ires gentilleV 
and can crawl already.’ 

In the nursery the luxury noticeable in the rest of the 
house struck DoUy stiU more strongly. Here were 
perambulators ordered from England, an apparatus 
to teach a baby to walk, a specially constructed piece 
of furniture like a billiard-table for the baby to crawl 
on, swmgs, and baths of a new special kmd. AH these 
were English, strongly made, of good quality, and 
cv'identiy very expensive. The room was large, very 
lofty and light. 

When they entered the little girl was sitting in her 
chemise in a little arm-chair at a table, having her dinner 
of broth which she was spilhng all over her little che,st. 
A Russian nursemaid w^as feeding the child and evidently 
herself eating also. Neither the wet nurse nor the head 
nurse were to be seen: they were in the next room, 
where one could hear them talking in a peculiar French, 
the only tongue in which they could converse. 

On hearmg Anna’s voice a smart tall Englishwoman 
with an unpleasant face and an impure look came into 
the room, rapidly shaking her fair curls, and at once 
began excusing herself, though Anna had not accused 
her of anything. To each word of Anna’s the English- 
woman quickly repeated, * Yes, my lady ! ’ several 
times. 

The dark-browed, dark-haired, rosy little girl, with 
her firm ruddy little body covered with gooseflesh, 
pleased Dolly very much, despite the severe expression 
V ith which she regarded the new visitor ; she even felt 
a little envious of the child’s healthy appearance The 
vray the httie girl crawled also greatly pleased Dolly. 
Not one of her claldren had crawled like that Tho 

*• F/ho IS very sweet. 
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haliy looked wonderfully &wcet when «he \ras put down 
on the carpet, with her little frock tucked up behind. 
Ch.ineing round at tlie grown-up people with her large 
radiant black cy(‘s, like a little animal, evidently pleased 
that Khe wms being admired, she smiled, and turning out 
her feet, energetically .supported herself on her hand.^, 
drew her low’er limbs forward, and then agam advane* 
lifT hands. 

Eut Dolly did not at all like the general atmosphe ■ 
of tliat nursery, (‘specially the English nurse On*^ 
by the fact that .i nice woman w’ould not have accepted 
a post in such an irregular household as Anna’s could 
Dolly ex])lain to herself how Anna, with her knowledge 
of eiiaiaetir, could Ime engaged for her little girl such 
an unpleasant and fast Englishwoman. Besides that, 
li'oni a f(‘.w words she heard, Dolly at once understood 
that Anna, the w'ct nurse, the head nurse, and the baby 
did not g(‘i on with one another, and that the mother’s 
a pjiea-rauee wa.s not a usual occurrence. Anna wished 
to get the baby her toy and could not nnd it. 

But the most astonisliing thing wms that wiieri asked 
how many teeth the baby had, Anna made a mistake 
and kiKwv nothing of the tw*o latest teeth. 

‘ I feel it hard sometmies that T am as it were super- 
fluous here,’ .said Anna on leaving the nursery, lifting 
her train to avoid the toys that lay beside the door. 

" It wars tjuite different with the first one.’ 

‘ I thought — on the contrary,’ said Dolly timidly. 

‘ Oh no ! You Imow^ I have seen him, Serezha,’ said 
Anna, screwing up her eyes as if peering at something 
far oE. ‘ However, we will talk about that afterwards. 
Would .you believe it, I am just like a starvmg woman 
to whom a full meal has been served, and who does not 
know' what to begin, on first ? The full meal is you and 
the talks I am going to have with you, and which I could 
not have with anyone else, and I don’t know on what 
to begin first ! Mais je ne votes ferai grace de rien ! ^ 
I must speak out about everything. Yes, I must give 
A'ou a sketch of the people you will meet here,’ she began. 

‘ I will begm with the woman : Princess Earbara. 
ft ou Imow’ her, and I know your and Steve’s opinion 
of her. Stove says the_ one aim of her life is to 

* ifut I stall not let you off anything I 
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prove her superiority to Aunt Catherine Pavlovna. 
That is quite true ; but she is hmd, and I am very grate- 
ful to her. There was a moment in Petersburg when I 
needed a chaperon. Just then she turned up. Really 
she is kind. She made my position much easier. I 
s^e you do not reahze all the difficulty of my position 
b' 3 . . there in Petersburg,’ she added. ‘ Here I am quite 
iranquil and happy ; but about that later on. 1 must 
v^ntmue the list. Then there’s Sviyazhskv: he is a 
rparshal of Nobility and a very decent fellow, but he 
wants something from Alexis. You see, with his means, 
now that we have settled in the country, Alexis can 
have great mfluence Then there is Tushkevich : you 
have met him, he was always with Betsy. Now he has 
been deposed and has come to us. As Alexis says he 
IS one of those men who are very agreeable if one takes 
them for what they wish to appear, et pms, %l est comnie 
il faut,^ as the Princess Barbara says. Then there’s 
Veslovsky . . . you know him. He is a nice boy,’ 
she said, and a roguish smile puckered her lips. ‘ What 
outrageous affair was that with Levin ? Veslovsky 
told Alexis, and we simply can’t believe it.. 11 est trls 
genhl et ^ she added with the same smile. ‘ Men 
need distraction, and Alexis needs an audience ; so 
I value all this company. Things must be lively and 
amusmg here, so that Alexis shall not wish for anything 
new ! Then you will also see our steward. He is a 
German, very good, and knows his business. Alexis 
thinks highly of him. Then there’s the doctor, a young 
man, not exactly a Nihilist, but — you know, eats with 
his Imife . . . but a very good doctor. Then there’s 
the architect . . . une peitie cour I ’ ® 


CHAPTER XX 

‘ Well, here’s Dolly for you, Princess ! You wanted 
so much to see her,’ said Anna as she and Doll}'- came 
out onto the large stone verandah where in the shade, 

1 And then, he is good form. 

® He IS very nice and naive, 

3 A little couit I 
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b(*forc* an emhroKk*ry frame, Die Princess Barbara sat 
embrnldcrinc^ a eu\ er fur an easy-ehair for Count Vronsky 
' vSiit* says she won't have an\thmg before dinner, ])iit 
will you order luneh V I’ll go and find Alexis and bring 
them all here.’ 

The Pnneess Barbara received Dolly affectionately 
fait rather pationisiagly, and at once began explaining 
that siie was staying ivith Anna because she had always 
iovcii her more than did her .sister Catherme Pavlovna, 
who had brought Anna up ; and that now, when every- 
one had thrown Anna oyer, she considered it her diil\ 
to help Anna through this transitional and most trymg 
period. 

‘ Her husband will give her a divorce, and then I shall 
go back to my solitude ; but at present I can be of use 
and 1 fulfil my duty, however hard it may be, not like 
ofcliers. . . . And how kmd you are, and how well 
you have done to come ! They live like the best of 
married couples. Jt is for God to judge them, not for us. 
Think of Bir^iizovsky and Avenyeva. . . . And even 
Nikandrov I And how about Vasilyev with Mamonova, 
and Lisa Neptunova . . . ? No one said anythmg 
against them ? And in the end they were all received 
again. . . . And then c'eM un uUerieur si jol% si comme 
'll fauL Tout-a-fait t) Vaivjl/iisc. On se reumt le matin 
au breakfast et pirns on se separe} Every one does what 
he hkes till dinner. Dinner is at seven. Steve did very 
well to send you. He must keep in with them. Vou 
know, through his mother and brother he can do any- 
thing, And then they do much good. Has he not told 
you about his hospital ? Ce sera admirable.^ Everything 
comes from Pans.’ 

Their conversation was interrupted by Anna, who had 
found the men in the billiard-room and brought them 
back with her to the verandah. As there was still plenty 
of time before dinner, and the weather was beautiful, 
several different ways of passing the next two hours 
were proposed. There were a great many ways of 
spending time at Vozdvizhensk, aU differing from those 
afc Pokro\^s]^;. 

^ It IS snch a pretty, such a refined home. Quite m the English snyle. 
We as-Jt nibJe h»r bieakr/wt, and thep ue separate. 

- It v.iit be aumirable. 
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‘ Une pm tie c?e ^ lawn tennis,’ suggested Veslovsky 
with his pleasing smile ‘We will be partners again, 
Anna Arkadyevna ! ’ 

‘ Ko, it’s too hot : better let’s walk through the garden 
and go for a row, to let Darya Alexandrovna see the 
banks,’ suggested Vronsky. 

‘ I will agree to anythmg,’ said Sviyazh&ky. 

‘ I think DoUy will find a walk the pleasantest, won’t 
you ? And then we can go in the boat,’ said Anna. 

All agreed to this. Veslovsky and Tushkerich went 
to the bathing-house, promising to get the boat ready 
there and to wait for the others. 

Two couples — Anna with Sviyazhsky and Dolly with 
Vronsky — ^walked down a garden path. DoUy was 
somewhat embarrassed and troubled by the quite novel 
circle she found herself in. In the abstract, theoretically, 
she not only excused , but even approved of Annans 
action. As is frequently the case with iiTeproachably 
moral women who become tired of the monotony of a 
moral life, she from a distance not only excused a guilty 
love but even envied it. Besides, she loved Anna from 
her heart. But actually seeing her among these people 
so alien to herself, with their fashionable tone which was 
quite new to her, Dolly felt ill at ease. In particular 
it was disagreeable to her to see the Princess Barbara, 
who forgave them everything for the sake (st the comforts 
she enjoyed there. 

In general, in the abstract Dolly approved the step 
Anna had taken, but it was unpleasant to her to see the 
man for whose sake the step had been taken. Besides, 
she had never liked Vronsky. She considered him very 
proud, and saw nothing in him to justify that pride, 
except his wealth. But mvoluntarily he, here m his 
own house, imposed on her more than ever, and she 
could not feel at ease with him. She experienced the 
same kind of shyness in his presence that she had felt 
when the lady’s maid saw her jacket. As with the 
maid she felt not exactly ashamed but uncomfortable 
about the patches, so with him she felt not exactly 
ashamed but ill-at-ease about herself. 

Feeling embarrassed, she tried to think of something 
to talk about. Though she thought that, being so 
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pnnul, ho ^\ouId not be yileasotl to hear bis house and 
tranlon admired, >et not biiding any other subject for 
- oirviTsation, she said she liked his house very much. 

‘ Yes, it is a very handsome building and in a good 
oid stylo,’ ho said. 

" I lik{‘ the coLirtyurd in front of the portico very much. 
Was it like tiiat b(‘f{*re ? ’ 

' Oh no 1 ’ he replied, and his face lit up with pleasure 
’ If \ou had only seen that courtyard in spring ! ’ 

And lie began, at lirst with reserve but more and nioie 
carried away by his subject, to draw her attention to 
various details of the adornment of the house and garden. 
One coiiid see that, having devoted great pains to the 
improveineut and decoration of his place, Vronsky felt 
compelled to boast of them to a fresh person, and was 
heartily plea H(*d by Doll}' is praises. 

‘ if you care to see the hospital and are not too tired — 
it IS not far. Sludl ^\c go V ’ he suggested, glancing at 
iier f.iee to assure himself that slie really was not bored. 

^ Whll you come, Anna ? ’ he said, turnmg to her. 

' Well come. Shall wc ? ’ she asked Sviyaziisky. ' 3Iais 
il tie Jaut pa8 lawsf'r k pauwe Vedovshy et Ttiskkevich se 
iuorjondn kt dans le bakaii ! ’ ^ Wo must send to let them 
know. Yes, it is a monument he is erectmg here,’ said 
Anna to Dolly, with the same sly knowing smile with 
which she hati previously spoken about the hospital. 

‘"Oh, it’s a great undertakmg ! ’ said Sviyazhsky. 
But, not to seem to be making up to Vronsky, he immedi- 
ately added a slightly condemnatory remark. ‘ But 
1 am surprised, Count, that you, who are doing so much 
for the people from a sanitary point of view, should be 
so indifferent to the schools 1 ’ 

C'est derenu iellement commun, les ecoles,' “ answered 
Vron.sk 5 ^ " Of course that’s not the reason, but I . . . 
I have been carried away. This is the way to the 
hospital,’ he said, turning to Dolly and pointing to a 
turning that led out of the avenue. 

The ladies opened their sunshades and entered the 
sidewallc. After several turnings they passed through 
a gate, and Dolly saw on the high ground before her a 

1 But ue must not leave poor Veslovsky and TusBkevich to wait m vain 
m the boat. 

s Schools have become so coimndh.. 
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large, red, nearly completed building of a fanciful shape. 
The still unpamted mon roof shone dazzlmgly in the 
sunshine. Beside the finished building another as yet 
surrounded by scaffolding was being built. Workmen 
wearing aprons stood on the scaffolding laying bricks, 
pouring water from wooden pails, or smoothing the 
mortar. 

‘ Ho%v quickly your work gets on ' ’ said Sviyazhsky, 

' When I was last here there was no roof.’ 

‘ It will be finished by autumn. The ulterior is nearly 
completed,’ said Aima. 

‘ And what is this new building ? ’ 

' That will be the doctor’s quarters and the dispensary,’ 
replied Vronsky ; and seeing the architect in his short 
jacket coming toward them, he apologized to the ladies 
and went to meet him. 

Avoiding the pit from which the men were taking 
mortar, he stopped and began heatedly discussing some- 
thing with the architect. 

‘ The pediment is still too low,’ he answered Anna’s 
question as to what it was aU about. 

‘ I said the foundations ought to be raised,’ said 
Anna. 

* Yes, of course that would have been better, Anna 
Arkadyevna,’ replied the architect, ‘ but it’s done now.’ 

‘ Yes, I am very much interested in it,’ said Anna 
to Sviyazhsky, who expressed surprise at her knowledge 
of arcliitecture. ‘ The new buildmg ought to be m line 
with the hospital, but it was an afterthought and was 
begun without a plan.’ 

Having finished talking with the architect Vronsky 
rejoined the ladies and led them to the hospital. 

Although they were stiU working at the cornices out- 
side and painting inside on the ground floor, the upper 
story was nearly finished. Ascendmg the broad cast- 
iron staircase to the landing, they entered the first large 
room. The walls were plastered with imitation marble, 
and the enormous plate-glass windows were already in 
place ; only the parquet floor was not finished, and the 
carpenters who were planing a square of the parquet 
left their work, and removing the tapes that kept their 
hair out of the way, bowed to the gentlefolk. 

‘ This is the waiting-room*,’ said Vronsky. ‘ There 
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will be a desk, a table and a cupboard here : nothing 
more.’ 

‘ This way ! We will pass here Don’t go near the 
window ! ’ said Anna, fcelmg whether the paint was 
dry. ‘ Alexis, the paint is dry already,’ she added. 

From the waiting-room they passed into the corridor. 
Here Vronsky showed them the hew system of ventila- 
tion which iiad been installed. Then he showed the 
marble baths and the beds with peculiar spring mattresses. 
Then he took them to one ward after another : to the 
store-room, the linen-room; showed the stoves built 
on a new plan, then some silent trolhes to convey 
necessary articles, and much besides. Sviyazhsky 
appreciated everything like one who ls acquainted with 
all tlie newest improvements. Dolly was simply sur- 
]irised at what she had never before seen, and wishing 
to understand it all, asked for information about every 
detail, which evidently gratified Vronsky. 

‘Yes, I think this will be the only quite correctly 
planned hospital in Russia,’ said Sviyazhsky. 

‘ And will you have a maternity ward ? ’ mquired 
Dolly. ‘That is so much w^anted in the country. J 
often . , *’ 

Despite his courtesy, Vronsky interrupted her. 

‘This is not a maternity home but a hospital, and 
is intended for all illnesses, except infectious ones,’ 
he said. ‘ But have a look at this . . and he moved 
a chair for convalescents, just arrived from abroad, 
toward Dolly. ‘ Just look ! ’ He sat down in the 
chair and began moving it. ‘A patient is unable to 
walk — still too weak, or has something the matter vith 
his feet; but he wants fresfe air, so he goes out, takes 
a ride . . 

Everj'thing interested Doily and everything pleased 
her, especially Vronsky himself with 'his natural and 
naive enthusiasm. ‘ Yes, he is a very nice, good fellow,’ 
she thought again and again, not iistenmg to him but 
lookmg at him, understanding his expression, and 
mentally putting herself m inma’s place. In this*, 
animated state she liked him so much that she under- 
stood Anna’s being able to fall in love with him. 
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CHAPTER XXI 

' Xo, I think the Princess Darya Alexandrovna is tired 
and horses do not interest her,’ said Vronsky to Anna, 
who was suggesting that they should go to the stud 
farm where tSviyazhsky wanted to look at a now siaMon. 
‘ You go, and I wiU see the Prmcess back to the house 
and will have a talk with her — if you do not mind ? ’ 
he added, tummg to Dolly. 

" I don’t understand anythmg about horses, and shall 
be very pleased to,’ answered DoUy, taken rather by 
surprise. 

She saw by Vronsky’s face that he wanted something 
of her. She was not mistaken. As soon as they had 
passed through the gate back into the garden, he glanced 
m the direction Anna had taken, and having assured 
himself that she could not hear or see them, he began. 

‘ You have guessed that I want to taUc to you,’ he 
said, looldng at her with laughter in his eyes. ‘ I know 
that you are a friend of Anna’s.’ He took off his hat, 
and with his handkerchief mopped his head, which was 
getting bald. 

Dolly did not reply and only looked at him with 
alarm. Alone with him she suddenly felt frightened : 
his laughmg eyes and stem expression scared her. 

Many diverse suppositions as to what he was about 
to say flitted through her brain. ‘ He wiU ask me to 
come and stay with them and bring the children, and 
I shall have to refuse; or to get together a circle for 
Anna in Moscow. ... Or maybe it’s about Vasenka 
Veslovsky and his relations with Anna ? Or possibly 
about Kitty, and that he feels guilty toward her ? ’ 
Everything she surmised was unpleasant, but she did 
not hit on what he actually wished to speak about. 

‘You have so much influence over Anna and she is 
so fond of you,’ he said. ‘ Help me ! ’ 

Dolly looked with timid mquiry at his energetic face, 
which was now wholly and now partly in the sunlight 
that fell between the lime trees, and then was again 
darkened by their shadow. She waited for what more 
he would say ; but he walked by her side in silence, 
prodding the gravel with his stick as he went. 
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‘ As you have come to see us — and you are the only 
one of Anna’s former friends who has "(I do not count 
the Princess Barbara) — I teel you have done so not 
because you consider our position normal, but because, 
realizing all the hardship of that position, you love her 
as before and wisii to help her. Have 1 understood 
you rightly ? ’ he asked, turning toward her. 

‘ Oh, yes 1 ’ answered Dolly, closing her sunshade, 
‘ but . . 

‘No,’ he interrupted; and forgetting that he was 
placing his companion m an awkward position, he 
stopped, so that she was obliged to stop also. ‘ No 
one feels all the hardship of Anna’s position more than 
I do ; and that is naturally so, if you do me the honour 
of regarding mo as a man with a heart. I am the cause 
of that position and therefore I feel it.’ 

^ ‘ I understand,’ said Dolly, mvoluntarily admiring 
liim for the frank and firm waj' in which he said it. ‘ But 
just because you feel you have caused it, I’m afraid 
you exaggerate it,’ she said. ‘I understand that her 
position in Society is a hard one.’ 

‘ In Society it ^ is hell ! ’ ho said quickly with a dark 
fro'vm. ‘It is impossible to imagmo greater moral 
torments than those she endured for two weeks in Peters- 
burg^ ... I beg you to believe me ! ’ 

‘ Yes, but here, so long as neither Aima nor you . . . 
feel that you need Society . . 

‘ Society ! ’ he exclaimed with contempt. ‘ What 
need can I have of Society ? ’ 

‘ Till then, and that may be alwa^^'S, y'oii ai;e happy 
and tranquil. I see that Anna is happy, quite happy, 
she has already told me so,’ said Dolly smiling; and 
involuntarily while saymg it she doubted w'hether Anna 
was really happy. 

But Vronsky, it seemed, did not doubt it. 

‘ Yes, yes,’ he said. ‘ I know that she has revived after 
all her sufl’ermg ; she is happy ; she is happy in the present. 
But I ? ... I am afraid of what is before us. . . . 
I beg your pardon ! You want to move on ? ’ 

‘ No, I don’t inmd.’ 

‘ Well then, let us sit down here,’ 

Dolly sat down on a seat at the turn of the avenue. 
He stood before her. • 
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‘ I see she is happy,’ he repeated, and the doubt as 
to whether x\nna was really happy struck Dolly yet more 
strongly. ‘ But can it continue ? Whetlier we acted 
rightly or \vTongiy is another question ; the die is cast,’ 
he said, changing from Russian into French, " and we are 
bound together for life. We are united b}' what are 
for us the holiest bonds of love. We have a child, we 
may have other children. Yet the law and the eircnm- 
stances of our position are such that thousands of com- 
plications appear whicli at present, while resting after 
all her sufferings and trials, she neither sees nor wishes 
to see. That is natural. But I cannot help seeing them. 
My daughter is not mine by law, but Karenin’s. J 
hate tins falsehood ! ’ he said with an energetic gesture 
of denial, and looked at Dolly wuth a gloomily questioning 
expression 

vShe made no answer, but only looked at him. He 
continued • 

‘ Some day a son may be bom, my son, and he will 
by law be a Karenin, and not heir either to my name 
or my property, and however happy w'e may be m our 
family life, and whatever children wc may have, there 
will be no legal bond between tliem and me. They 
will 1)0 — Karenin's ! Imagine the hardship and horror 
of tins situation ! I have tried to speak to Anna about 
it, but it irritates her. She does not undeivstand and 
I cannot speak out about it to her. Xow look at the 
other side of it. I am happy, happy in her love, but 
I need an occupation. I have found one. I am proud 
of it, and consider it more honourable than the occupa- 
tions of my former comrades at Court or m the Service. 
I certainly would not exchange my work for theirs. 
I am working here, remainmg on the spot, and I am happy 
and contented, and we need noth mg more for our happi- 
ness. I like my activities. Cda n'est pas un pis aller^^ 
on the contrary . . 

Doily observed that at this point his explanation 
was confused, and she could not quite understand why 
he had wandered from the point, but she felt that having 
once begun to speak of his intimate affairs, of wKich 
he could not speak to Anna, he was now telling her 
everything, and that the question of his work in the 
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country ]}elonged to the same category of intimate 
thoughts as the question of his relations with Anna 
‘ Well, to continue ! ’ he said, recovering himself, 
“ The principal thing is that when working I want the 
assurance that the work will not die with me, that I 
shall have heirs ; and that I have not got. Imagine 
the situation of a man who knows in advance that 
children bom of him and of the woman he loves wiU 
not be his, but some one else’s — some one who will hate 
them and will have nothing to do with them ! You 
know it is dreadful ! ’ 

He paused, evidently greatly excited. 

‘ Yes, of course, I quite understand. But what can 
Amia do ? ’ asked Dolly. 

' Well, this brings me to the point of my talk,’ he 
went on, calming himself with an effort. ‘ Anna can 
do it ; it depends on her. . . . Even to be able to 
petition the Emperor for permission to adopt the child, 
a divorce wiU be necessary, and that depends on Anna. 
Her husband was willing to have a divorce — ^your husband 
had almost arranged it — and I know he would not 
refuse now. It is only necessaiy to write to him. He 
then replied definitely that if she expressed the wish, 
he would not refuse. Of course,’ he said gloomily, 
‘that is one of those Pharasaic cruelties of which only 
heartless people are capable. He Imows what torture 
eveiy recollection of him causes her, and knowing her 
he still demands a letter from her. I understand that 
it is painful for her, but the reasons are so important 
that one must passer pardessus toutes ces finesses de 
sf}Uime7it. 11 y va du bonheur et de Vexistence d^Anne 
et de ses enfants / ^ I do not speak of myself, though 
it’s very hard on me, very hard,’ he said with a look 
as if he were menacing some one for making it so hard 
on him. ‘ xlnd so, Princess, I shamelessly cling to you 
as an anchor of salvation ! Help me to persuade 
her to write to him and demand a divorce ! ’ 

‘ Yes, certamly,’ said DoUy thoughtfully, vividly 
remembering her last conversation with Karenin, ‘ Yes, 
certainly,’ she repeated resolutely, remembering Anna. 
‘^Use your mfluence with her, get her to write, I 

^ One mnst get over nil these refinements of sentiment. The happiness 
and exi'stence of Anna and her ehildien depend on it. 
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don’t wish and am almost unable to speak to her 
about it.’ 

‘ Very well, I will speak to her. But how is it slio 
herself does not think of it ? ’ asked Dolly, suddenly 
remembering that strange new habit Anna iiad of screw- 
ing up her eyes. And she remembered that it was 
just when the intimate side of life was in cpiestion that 
Anna screwed up her eyes. ‘As if she were blinking 
at her life so as not to see it all,’ thought Doli^". 
‘ Certamly I wall speak to her, for my own sake 
and for hers,’ she said in reply to his expression of 
gratitude. 

They got up and went back to the iiouso. 


CHAPTER XXII 

Finding Dolly already returned, Anna looked attentively 
mto her eyes as if asking about the talk she had had 
with Vronsky, but she did not ask in words. 

‘ I think it’s nearly dinner-time,’ she said. ‘ We 
have not yet seen anything of one another. ... 1 
am counting on this evening. Now' I must go and 
dress, and you too, I suppose. We have dirtied our- 
selves on the buildings.’ 

Dolly went to her room, feeling amused. She had 
nothing to change into as she was already wearing 
her best dress ; but to give some sign that she had 
prepared for dinner, she asked the maid to brush her 
dress, and she put on clean cuffs, pmned a fresh bow 
to her dress and placed some lace in her hair. 

‘ This is all I was able to do,’ she smilingly said to 
Anna, who came to her in a third dress, agam extremely 
simple. 

‘ Yes, we are very formal here,’ Anna remarked, 
as if excusing her own smartness. ‘ Alexis is seldom 
so pleased about anything as he is at your having come. 
He is decidedly in love with you,’ she added. ‘ But 
aren’t you tii’ed ? ’ 

There was no time to discuss anything before dinner. 
When they entered the drawing-room the Princess 
Barbara and the men were* already there. The men 
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wore frock coats, except the architect, who was in a 
dress suit. Vionsky introduced the doctor and the 
steward to his visitor ; the architect had ahready been 
presented at the hospital. 

The fat butler — his round, clean-shaven face and 
starched white tie shining — announced dmner. The 
ladies rose ; Vronsky asked Sviyazhsky to take m Anna, 
and himself went up to Dolly, Veslovsky olfered his 
arm to the Princess Barbara before Tushkevich could 
do so, so that the latter, the steward, and the doctor 
went in by themselves. 

The dinner, the dming-roora, the dinner-service, the 
servants and the w'ine and the food were not merely 
m keejjing with the general tone of modem luxury in 
the house, but seemed even more luxurious and more 
modem than the rest. Dolly observed all this luxury, 
which was new to her, and, as a housewife herself con- 
trolling a household, she could not help notmg the 
details (though she had no hope of putting what she 
observed to practical use in her own home, so far was 
such luxury above her way of life) and asking herself 
how it was all done and by whom. Vasenka Veslovsky, 
her husband, and even Sviyazhsky and many others 
whom she knew, never thought about these things, and 
readily believed, what every decent host wishes his 
guests to feel, that all that is so well arranged at his 
house has cost him no trouble but has come about of 
itself. Dolly, however, knew that not even a milk pudding 
for the children’s lunch comes of itself, and that there- 
fore so complicated and splendid an organization must 
have needed some one’s careful attention; and from 
tlie way Vronsky surveyed the table, gave a sign with 
1 as head to the butler, and asked her whether she would 
take fish-broth or soup, she concluded that it had ail 
been done by, and depended on, the master’s care. It 
was evident that it depended no more on Anna than 
on Veslovsky. Anna, Sviyazhsky, the Princess, and 
Veslovsky were all equally guests, gaily making use of 
what was provided for them. 

Anna was the hostess only in what concerned the 
conversation. xA.nd that difficult task for the mistress 
of a house with a small circle which included such people 
as the steward and the «,rchitect — people of quite a 
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different world, who tried not to be abashed by the 
unfamiliar luxury and were unable to take any sus- 
tained part in the general conversation — Anna managed 
that task with her usual tact, naturally and even with 
pleasure, as Dolly observed. 

Reference was made to Tushkevich and Veslovsky 
having been for a row by themselves, and Tushkevich 
began to tell about the last boat races at the Petersburg 
Yacht Club. But at the first pause Anna turned to the 
architect, to draw him mto the conversation. 

‘ Nicholas Ivanich,’ she said (referring to Sviyazhsky), 

‘ was struck by the way the new buildmg had grown 
since hiS last visit ; even I, who go there every day, am 
always surprised how quickly it gets on.’ 

‘ It is pleasant to work with his Excellency,’ answered 
the architect mth a smile. He was a dignified, respect- 
ful and quiet man. ‘ It is not like havmg to do witli 
the Local Authorities,’ said he. ‘ Where they would 
scribble over a whole ream of paper, I merely report 
to the Count; we talk it over, and three words sottk' 
the matter.’ 

‘ American methods ! ’ said Sviyazhsky with a smile. 

‘ Yes. There they erect buildmgs rationally . . 

The conversation passed on to the abuses in the 
government of the United States, but Amia quickly 
turned it to another theme so as to draw the steward 
out of his silenco. 

‘ Have you ever seen a reaping machine ? ’ she 
asked DoUy. ‘ We had been to look at them 
when we met you. • I saw them myself for the first 
time.’ 

‘ How do they act ? ’ asked Dolly. 

‘Just like scissors. It’s a board and a lot of Little 
scissors. Like this . . .’ 

Anna took a knife and a fork in her beautiful white 
hands, sparkling with rings, and began to demonstrate. 
She was obviously aware that her explanation would 
not be understood, but as she knew that she spoke 
pleasantly and that her hands were beautiful, she went 
on explaming. 

‘ Rather kke penknives ! ’ said Veslovsky playfully, 
never taking his eyes from her. 

Anna smiled slightly, but ffid not answer him. ‘ Is 
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it not trae, Karl Fedorich, that it is like scissors ? ’ she 
asked, turning to the steward. 

‘ Olh jet- ! ’ answered the German. ^ Es ist ein ganz 
einfachea Ding,'' ^ and he began to explain the construc- 
tion of the machine. 

‘ It’s a pity it does not bind the sheaves. I saw one 
at the Vienna Exhibition that bound the sheaves with 
wire/ remarked Sviyazhsky. * Thai kind would be 
more profitable/ 

‘ Es hommt darauf an. . . . Der Preis vom DraJit mms 
ausgerecknet warden,'' ® and the German, drawn from his 
silence, turned to Vronsky. ‘ Das Idsst s%ch ausrechnen, 
ErlaucM / ’ ® The German was already puttmg his 
hand to the pocket where he kept a notebook with a 
pencil in which he made all his calculations, but remem- 
bering that he was at dinner, and noticing Vronsky’s 
cold look, he desisted. ‘ Zu complicirt, macht zu vid 
Klopot,' he concluded. 

‘ Wnnsdit man Dohliots, so hat man anch Klopots,^ ® 
said Vasenka Veslovsky, makmg fun of the German. 
* P adore Valle'inand I ’ * said he, tummg to Anna with 
the same smile as before. 

* Cessez / ’ ’ said she with mock severity. 

‘And w'e thought we should find you on the field, 
Vasily Semenich ! Were you there ? ’ she said to the 
doctor, a sickly-looldng man. 

‘ I had been there, but had evaporated,’ said the 
doctor, with dismal jocularity. 

‘ Then you have had some good exercise ? ’ 

‘ Magnificent 1 ’ ^ 

* And how is the old woman ? I hope it is not typhus ? ’ 

‘ No, it’s not exactly typhus, but she’s not in a good 

state.’ 

‘ What a pity ! ’ said Anna, and having thus paid 
the tnbute of politeness to the retainers, she turned to 
her friends. 

I Oh, yes ! It is quite a simple thing. 

- It all depends . . . The pnee of the wire must be allowed for. 

!> It can be calculated, Excellency 1 

4 Too compheated, too much trouble, 

f' If one wants income one must also have trouble. (The Bussian word 
for income is doUiad. Veslovsky mispronounces it, and introduces it into 
a German sentence for fun ) 

I I adoie Ofcimin. . 

7 Leu^'ii off 1 
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‘ All the same, it would be difficuit to ccaistruct a 
reaper from your description, Anna Arkadyevna,’ 
Sviyazhsky cbailed her. 

‘ Oh, wiiy not ? ’ said Anna, with a smile which said 
that she knew there bad been something engaging in 
her way of describing the reaper and that Sviyazhsky 
had noticed it. This new trait of youthful coquetry 
jarred on Dolly. 

‘ But then, Anna Arkadyevna’s knowledge of architec- 
ture IS wonderful,’ remarked Tushkevich. 

‘ Oh, yes ! Yesterday I heard Anna Arkadyevna 
mention damp courses and plmfchs,’ said Veslovsky. 

" Am I saying it right ? ’ 

‘ There’s nothmg to be surprised at, considering 
liow much I hear and see of it,’ said Anna. ‘ And 
you, i’m sure, don’t even Imow what houses are 
made of ! ’ 

Doily noticed that Anna did not like the playful tone 
that had arisen between herself and Vesiovsk 5 ^ yet 
could not help falling in with it. 

Vronsky behaved in this matter quite unlike Levm. 
He evidently did not attach any importance to Ves- 
lovsky’ s chatter, and even encouraged it. 

‘ Come, Veslovsky ! Tell us wdiat keeps the bricks 
together ! ’ 

‘ Cement, of course ! ’ 

‘ Bravo ! And what is cement ? ’ 

‘ WeU . . . it’s somethmg like paste ... no, putty ! ’ 
replied Veslovsky, rousing general laughter. 

The conversation among the diners— except the doctor, 
the architect and the steward, who sat in gloomy silence 
— was incessant, now gliding smoothly, now catching 
on somethmg and touchmg one or other of them to the 
quick. Once Dolly was stung to the quick, and so 
aroused that she even flushed up, and afterwards wondered 
whether she had said anything superfluous and dis- 
agreeable. Sviyazhsky began talkmg about Levin, 
and mentioned his peculiar view that machines only 
did harm in Russian agriculture. 

‘I have not the pleasure of knowing the gentleman,’ 
said Vronsky with a smile, ‘ but probably he has never 
seen the machines which he condemns ; or if he has 
seen and tried them, has d(3ne it just anyhow, and not 
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with a foreign-made but with a Russian machine. And 
what opinions are possible on so plam a matter ? ’ 

‘Turkish opinions,’ said Veslovsky, turning to Anna 
with a smile. 

‘ I cannot defend his opinions,’ said Dolly, flaring up, 
‘ but I can say that he is a veiy weE-mformed man, 
and if he were here he would be able to answer you, 
though I cannot.’ 

‘ I am very fond of him, and we are great friends,’ said 
iSviyazbsky with a good-natured smile. ' Mais pardon, 
tl est un pciit peu toqw For instance, he mamtams 
that the Zemstvos and Magistrates are quite unnecessary, 
and he won’t have anything to do with them.’ 

‘ That is our Russian indiflerence,’ said Vronsky, 
pouring water from an iced decanter into a very thm 
glass wiih a stem : ‘ not to realize the duties our rights 
impose on us, and therefore to deny those duties.’ 

' I know no one who fulfils his duties more strictly,’ 
said DoEy, irritated by Vronsky’s superior tone. 

‘ I, on the contrary,’ contmued Vronsky, who was 
evidently for some reason touched to the quick by this 
conversation, ‘ I, on jshe contrary, such as I am, feel 
very grateful for the honour they have done me, thanks 
to Nicholas Ivanich ’ — he indicated Sviyazhsky — ‘ by 
electing me Justice of the Peace. I consider that the 
duty of gomg to the meetings, and considering a peasant’s 
case about a horse, is as important as anythmg else I 
can do. 1 shaU consider it an honour if they elect 
me to the Zemstvo. It is only so that I can make a 
return for the advantages I enjoy as a landowner. Un- 
fortunately people do not understand the importance 
the large landowners should have in ' the State.’ To 
DoEy it sounded strange to hear how assured he was 
of being in the right, here at his own table. She remem- 
bered how Levin, who held the opposite opinion, was 
equaEy positive in his opinions at his own table. But 
she was fond of Levin, and therefore sided with him. 

‘ Then we may expect to see you at the next Session, 
Count ? ’ asked Sviyazhsky. ‘ But you must come m 
good time, so as to be there on the eighth. If you would 
only do me the honour of stopping with me . . 

‘And I rather agree with your brother-in-law,’ said 
2 Bati, excuse me, he js a little cracked. 
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Anna, ‘ though I do not go to his lengths,’ she added 
with a smile. ‘ I’m atraid we have too many of these 
X)ublic obligations nowadays. Formerly wo used to 
have so many officials that there had to be an official 
tor everything that was done, and now we have public 
workers for everything ! Alexis has not been here six 
months, and I thmk he is already a Member of five or 
SIX difiercnt institutions : Guardian of the Poor, Justice 
of the Peace, a Member of a Council, a juryman, and 
Member of some Commission on Horses. . . . Du 
tram que ceh va, ^ all his time will be taken up that way, 
And I fear that with the multiplication of these positions 
they become a mere form. Of how many institutions 
are you a member, Nicholas Ivanich ? ’ she asked, 
addressing Sviyazhsky ; ‘ more than twenty, isn’t it ? ’ 

Although Anna spoke playfully, irritation was per- 
ceptible ur her tone. Dolly, who was attentively watclimg 
lier and Vronsky, noticed it at once. She also saw 
that at this conversation Vronsky’s face immediately 
assumed a serious and obstinate expression. Noticing 
these things, and that the Princess Barbara hastened 
to change the subject by speaking of their Petersburg 
acquamtances, and remembermg that in the garden 
Vionsky had spoken about his activities inopportunely, 
she understood that with this question of public work 
some private difference betw'een Amia and Vronsky 
was connected. 

The dinner, the wine, the service were all very good^ 
but they were all such as Dolly — though she had become 
unused to them — had seen before at dinner-parties and 
balls, and like those functions they bore a character 
of impersonality and strain ; therefore on an everyday 
occasion and in a small gathering they produced an 
unpleasant impression on her. 

After dmner they sat awhile on the verandah. Then 
they played lawn-tennis. The players, having chosen 
their partners, took their places on the carefully levelled 
and rolled croquet lawn, on the two sides of a net stretched 
between two small gilded pillars. DoUy tried to play, 
but was long unable to understand the game, and by 
the time she did understand it she was so tired that 
she sat down beside the Princess Barbara to w^atcli the 
' At the rate at which it is going. 
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others. Her piirtuor Tiishkevich also gave it up ; but 
the rest played for a long time. Sviyazlisky and Vronsky 
both played very well and seriously. They intently 
followed the ball sent to them, neither hurrying nor 
hesitating, ran toward it with agility, waited for it to 
bounce, and then striking it with the racket sent it 
hack across the net with good aim and precision. 
Veslovsky played worse than the others. He was too 
eager, but to make up for that his gaiety inspired his 
companions. His laughter and shouts never ceased. 
He, as well as iiie otfier men, had with the ladies’ per- 
mission taken oh his coat, and his large handsome figure 
in white shirt-sleeves, his ruddy perspiring face and 
impetuous movements, stamped themselves on the 
memories of the onlookers. 

As soon as Doily that night had gone to bed and 
closed her eyes, she saw Vasenka Veslovsky rushing 
hither and thither on the croquet lawn. 

While they were playmg Dolly was not feeling 
happy. She did not like the bantering tone between 
Anna and Veslovsky that continued during the game, 
nor the unnaturahiess of grown-up people when they 
play childish games in the absence of children. But 
not to disturb the others and to while away the time, 
after resting she rejoined the players and pretended to 
like it. All that day she felt as if she were acting in a 
theatre with better actors than herself, and that her 
bad performance vras spoiling the whole affair. 

She had come with the intention of staying two days 
if she could adapt herself to the life. But that evening 
during the game she resolved to leave next day. Those 
painful maternal worries, which she had so hated on 
her journey, now after a day spent without them 
appeared in quite a different hght and drew her back 
to them. 

IVhen, after evening tea and a row in the boat at 
night-tune, Dolly entered her beda’oom alone, took off 
her dress and sat down to do up her thin hair for the 
night, she felt great relief. 

Even the thought that Anna would come in a moment 
was disagreeable to her. fcJhe wished to be alone with 
her thoughts. 
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Dolly was ready to get into bed when Anna in lie*! 
iiight-gowai came into the room. 

Several times during the day Anna had begun to 
talk about intmiate matters, but after a few words 
she had always paused, saying ; ‘ Later on when we 
are alone w’e will talk it all over. I have so much to 
say to you ! ’ 

Now they were alone, but Anna did not Imow what 
to speak about. She sat by the window, looking at 
DoUy and mentally reviewing all those stores of intimate 
topics that bad seemed inexhaustible, and could find 
nothing to say. It seemed to her at that moment as 
if everything had already been said. 

‘ Well, and how's Kitty ? ’ she asked with a deep sigh 
and a guilty glance at Dolly. ‘ Tell me the truth, Dolly ; 
IS she not angry with me ? ’ 

‘ Angry ? No 1 ’ replied Dolly with a smile. 

* But she hates and despises me V ’ 

‘Oh no ! But you know one does not forgive those 
things ' ’ 

‘ No, no,’ said Anna, turning away and looking out 
of the open window. ‘ But it was not my fault, and 
whose fault was it ? What does being in fault mean ? 
Could things have been different ? Now, what do you 
think ? Could it have happened to you not to be Steve’s 
wife ? ’ 

‘ I really don’t know. But I -want you to tell me 
this . . .’ 

‘Yes, yes, but we have not finished about Kitty. 
Is she happy ? They say he’s a fine fellow.’ 

‘ It is not enough to say he’s a fine fellow ; I do not 
know a better man.’ 

‘ Oh, I am so glad ! I am very glad I It is not 
enough to say he’s a fine fellow,’ she repeated. 

Dolly smiled. 

‘ But tell me about yourself. I have much to taUc 
to you about and I have been talking with . . DoUy 
did not know what to call him. She did not like to 
call him either * the Count ’ or ‘ Alexis Kirilich.’ 

‘.With Alexis ? ’ said Afina. ‘ I know you have. 



230 ANNA KARENINA 

But I want to ask you frankly, what do j^ou think of me 
and of my life ? ’ 

‘ How can I tell yon all at once ? I really don’t 
know.’ 

‘ Oh, but all the same, tell me ! . . . You see -what 
my life is. But don’t forget that you see us in summer, 
when you have come and we are not alone. . . . But 
we came here in early spring and lived quite alone, and 
we shall hve alone agam. I don’t wish for anything 
better. But imagine me living alone, without him. 
alone, and that will happen . . . everythmg shows 
that it win often happen, — that he will spend half his 
time from home,’ she said, rising and taking a seat 
nearer to Dolly. * Of course,’ she went on, interrupting 
Dolly, who was about to reply, ‘ of course I won’t keep 
him against his will ! I don’t keep him. One day 
there are races and his horses are rumiing ; he goes. 
I am very glad. But think of me, imagine my position. 
. . . But why talk of it ! ’ She smiled. ‘ Well then, 
what did he talk about to you ? ’ 

‘ He talked about what I myself w'anted to ask you, 
so it is easy for me to be his advocate : about whether 
it isn’t possible . . . whether it can’t . . Dolly 
hesitated, ‘ how to remedy, to improve your position 
. . . you loiow my opinions. . . . But aU the same, 
if it is possible you should get married.’ 

* That IS, get a divorce ? ’ said Anna. * Do you know, 
the only woman who called on me in Petersburg was 
Betsy Tverskaya ? You know her, of course ? Au 
fond h femme h, plus depravee qui existed She 
had a liaison with Tushkevich, deceiving her husband 
In the worst way, and she told me that she did not wish 
to know me as long as my position was irregular. . . . ! 
Don’t think I am making any comparison ... I know 
you, my darling. . . . But I could not help remember- 
ing. . . . Well then, what did he say to you ? ’ she 
repeated. 

‘ He said that he suffers on your account and on his 
own. Perhaps you will say it is egotism, but what 
legitimate and noble egotism ! He wants, first of all, 
to legitimatize his daughter and to he your husband 
and have a right to you.’ 

^ At bottom, she’s the most depxaved T^oman m existence. 
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‘ What wife, what slave could be such a slave as I 
am in my position ? ’ Anna sullenly interrupted her, 

‘ But the chief thing he wants is that you should not 
suffer.’ 

‘ That is impossible ! Well ? ’ 

‘And his most legitimate vnsh is that 3 ^our children 
should not be nameless.’ 

‘ What children ? ’ said Anna, screwmg up her eyes 
and not iookmg at Dolly. 

‘ Annie, and those tiiat will come . . 

‘ He may be at ease about that : I shall not have 
anj" more children.’ 

‘ How do you know j’ou won’t ? ’ 

‘ I shan’t, because I don’t want them.’ 

And in spite of her agitation Anna smiled on noticing 
the naive expression of curiosity, surprise and terror 
on Dolly’s face. 

‘ After my illness the doctor told me . . 

‘Impossible! said Doll 5 % with wide-open eyes. To 
her this was one of those discoveries 'wdiicli leads to 
consequences and deductions so enormous that at the 
first moment one onl^’ feels that it is impossible to take 
it all ill, but that one will have to thmk over it again 
and again. 

This discovery, which suddenly explained to her 
those hitherto incomprehensible families where there 
were only one or two children, awoke in her so many 
thoughts, reflections and contradictory feelings that 
she could say nothmg, and only stared at Anna with 
wide-open eyes full of astonishment. It was the ver^" 
thing she had dreamt of, but now on learning thht it 
was possible, she was horrified. She felt that it was 
too simple a solution of too complex a question, 

‘ N^est-ce pas immoral ? ’ ^ was all she said after a 
pause. 

‘ Why ? Remember I have to choose between two 
things : either to become pregnant, that is ill, ox to be 
the friend and comrade of my husband — ^for he is my 
husband' all the same,’ said Anna, in a tone of inten- 
tional levitjn 

‘ Well, yes, of course,’ said Dolly, listening to the 

1 Isn’t it immoral ? 
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very arguments which she had put to herself but not 
timiing them sso corpineing as before. 

* For you and for others,’ said Anna, as if guessing 
her tboughte, ‘ there may still be some doubt, but for 
me . . . Kcmember, i am not a wife ; he loves me 
as long as his love lasts ! WeU, how am I to keep his 
love ? In this way ? ’ 

'She curved her white arms in front of her stomach. 

With unusual rapidity, as happens at times of great 
agitation, thougiits and recollections crowded mto 
Dolly’s mind. ‘ 1 could not attract Steve,’ she thought ; 

' lie left me for others, and the first one for whom he 
betrayed me did not bold him, though she was alw'ays 
prett}’ and bright ! He threw her over and took another 
Is it possible^ that Anna will attract and keep Count 
Vronsky in this way ? If he looks for that sort of thmg, 
he will find women whose dresses and manners are still 
brighter and more attractive. And however white and 
shapely her bare arms may be, however beautiful her 
full figure and her flushed face surrounded by that black 
hair — he will find others still more beautiful, as my 
horrid, pitiable and dear husband looks for and finds 
them ! ’ 

Dolly made no answer and only .sighed. Anna noticed 
the sigh, which expressed dissent, and continued. She 
had other arguments in store, and such powerful ones 
that they could not be answered. 

‘ You say it is not right ? But you must consider,’ 
she went on. ' You forget my position. How can I 
desire children ? I am not talking of the suffering : 
I am not afraid of that. But think who my children 
would be 1 Unfortunate beings, who would have 'to 
bear a stranger’s name 1 By the very fact of their birth 
they would have to be ashamed of their mother, their 
father, their birth ! ’ 

‘ But that’s just why a divorce is necessary !*’ 

Anna did not listen. She wanted to reproduce the 
arguments mth which she had so often convinced herself. 

* What was my reason given me for, if I am not to 
use it to avoid bringing unfortunate beings 'into the 
world ? ’ 

She glanced at Dolly, hut not pausing for a reply 
continued : * 
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‘ I should always feel guilty toward tiiose unhappy 
children,’ said she. ' It they don’t exist at any rate 
they are not unhappy, but it they arc unhappy 1 alone 
shall be to blame.’ 

The&e were the very arguments Dolly had put to 
herselt ; but now she listened mthout understanding 
them. ‘ How can one be guilty toward bcmgs who 
don’t exist ? ’ thought she. And suddenly the question 
came into her mind, whether it could bo better in any 
case for her favourite Grisha if he had never existed ? 
This appeared to her so monstrous and strange that she 
shook her head, to dispel the confusion of insane thoughts 
that whuied in her brain 

‘ Well, I don’t know ; but it is not right,’ she said 
with a look of disgust. 

‘ Yes, but don’t forget what you are and what I am. 
. . And besides,’ added Anna, in spite of the abund- 
ance of her arguments and the poverty of Dolly’s, 
apparently agreeing that it was not right, — ‘ don’t for- 
get the chief thing ; that I am not in the same position 
as you ! The question for you is, whether you desire 
not to have any more children ; for me it is, whether I 
desire to have them. And that is a great difference. Don’t 
you see that, situated as I am, I cannot desire them ? ’ 

Dolly did not reply. She suddenly felt that she was 
so far away from Anna that there were questions on 
which they could never meet, and about which it was 
best not to talk. 


CHAPTER XXIV - 

‘Then there is all the more., need to regularize your 
position if possible,’ said Dolly. 

‘ Yes, if possible,’ Anna said, in what had suddenly 
become quite a different — a quiet and sad — voice. 

‘ Is a divorce not possible ? T was told your husband 
had agreed . . .’ 

‘ Dolly, I don’t want to speak about it ! ’ 

‘ Well then, we won’t,’ Doily hastened to say, noticing 
the look of pain on Anna’s face. ‘ But I see that you 
look at things too dismally.’** 
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' I ? Not at all ! I am very cheerful and satisfied. 
You saw that fais des passions^ . . . Veslovsky.’ 

' Yes, to tell you the truth, I don’t likei Vesiovsky’s 
manner,’ said Dolly, wishing to change the subject. 

‘ Oh, not at all ! It tickles Alexis, and that’s aU ; 
he is only a boy and entirely in my hands ; you know, 
I manage him just as I please. He is just the same to 
me as your Grisha . . . Dolly 1 ’ she said suddenly, 
changing her tone, ‘ you say I look at things too dismally t 
You camiot undenstand. It is too dreadful. I try not 
to look at them at ail ! ’ 

‘ But I think you ought to. You must do all that 
is possible.’ 

' But what is possible ? Nothing ! You say I must 
marry Alexis, and that I don’t consider that. I not 
consider that ! ’ she repeated, and flushed. She rose, 
drew herself up, sighed deeply, and with her light 
steps began pacing up and down the room, 'pausing 
occasionally. ‘ I not consider it ? Not a day, not an 
hour passes without my thinking about it and blaming 
myself for wliat I think . . . because those thoughts 
are enough to drive one mad ! To drive one mad ! ’ 
she repeated. ‘ When I thmk of it I cannot fall asleep 
without morphia. Well, all right. Let us discuss it 
riuietlj^ They speak of divorce. Eor one thing, he 
would not agree now. He is now under the Countess 
Lydia Ivanovna’s influence.’ 

Polly, sitting upright in her chair, with a pained 
expression of sympathy turned her head to follow Anna’s 
movements. 

‘ One must try,’ she said gently. 

‘ Let’s grant that. But what would it mean ? ’ said 
Anna, evidently expressing a thought she had considered 
a thousand times and knew by heart. ‘ It means that 
I, who hate him but yet acknowledge myself to blame 
toward him- — and I do think him magnanimous — I 
must humiliate myself by writing to him ... I Well, 
supposing I make that effort and do it : I shall receive 
either an insulting answer or his consent. Supposing 
I get his consent . . Anna at that instant had reached 
the other end of the room and stopped there, doing some- 
thing to the window curtain. ‘ I receive his consent, 

1 1 have fove affairs. 
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and my so . . . son ? They will not give him to me. 
He will grow up despising me, in the house of’ his father 
’vliom I have left. Understand that I love equally, 
I think, and both more than myself — two beings : 
Serezha and Alexis.’ 

She came back to the middle of the room and, pressing 
her chest wdth her arms, paused before Dolly. In her 
white dressing-gown her figure appeared peculiarly 
tali and broad. She bent her head and, trembling all 
over with emotion, looked from under her brows with 
moist, glittering eyes at the thm, piteous-looking little 
Dolly in her patched dressing- jacket and nightcap. 

‘ I love those two beings only, and the one excludes the 
other ! I cannot unite them, yet that is the one thing 
I desire. And if I can’t have that, nothing matters 
— nothing, nothing ! It ’will end somehow, therefore 
I can’t — I don’t like speaking about it. So don’t 
leproach me, don’t condemn me for anything ! You 
in your purity cannot understand all I suffer ! ’ 

She came and sat down beside Dolly, peering into 
her face with a guilty look, and took her by the hand. 

‘ What are you thinking ? What are you thinking 
of me ? Don’t despise me ! I don’t deserve contempt. 
I am simply unhappy. If anyone is unhappy, it is 
I ! ’ she murmured, and, turning away, she wept. 

Left alone, Dolly said her prayers and got into bed. 
She had pitied Anna from the bottom of her heart 
while they were talking; but now she could not make 
herself think about her. Recollections of home and of 
her children rose in her imagination with a new and 
peculiar charm. That world of her own now seemed 
so precious and dear that she did not wish on any account 
to spend another day away from it, and she decided 
certainly to go home on the morrow. 

Meanwhile Anna, returning to her boudoir, took a 
'wineglass and put into it some drops of medicine, the 
chief ingredient of which was morphia. Having drunk 
it and sat still for a few moments, she entered her bedroom 
cheerfully and merrily. 

When she came in Vronsky regarded her attentively. 
He tried to find some trace of the conversation which 
he knew, by her having remained so long in Dolly’s 
room, must have taken place. But in her expression 
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of rosiramed excitement, which concealed something, 
ho detected nothing except that beauty which, though 
familiar, still captivated him, her consciousness of this, 
and her dasirc that it vshould act on him. Ho did not 
wish to ask her what they had been talking about, but 
hoped that she would tell him ot her own accord. How- 
ever, she only said : 

‘ I am glad you like Dolly. Nou do ? ’ 

‘ But 1 have kno\m her a long time. I think she is 
very kind, 'fuaiH excessiveinent terre^u-terre.^ But all 
the same I was very glad she came.’ 

He took Anna’s iiand and looked inq^uiringly into her 
eyes. 

' fclhe, misunderstanding that look, smiled at him. 

Next morning, in spite of her hosts’ entreaties, Dolly 
prepared to go home. Levm’s coachman in his by no 
means new coat, and a hat somethmg like a post-boy’s, 
with his horses that did not match and the old cahclie 
with mended mud-guards, drove up gloomily but resolutely 
to the covered, sand-strewn portico. 

Takmg leave of the Princess Barbara and of the men 
was unpleasant to Dolly. After spending a day together 
both she and her host felt distmctly that they did not 
suit one another and that it Tras better for them not 
to associate. Only Anna felt sad. She knew that 
when Dolly was gone no one would call up m her soul 
the feelings which had been aroused by their meeting. 
To have those feelings awakened was painful, but still 
she knew that they were the best part of her soul, and 
that that part of her was rapidly being choked by the 
life she was leading. 

When they had driven into the fields Dolly experienced 
a pleasant feeling of relief, and she was about to ask the 
men how they had liked the Vronskys’ place, when 
suddenly Philip the coachman himself remarked : 

' They’re rich, that they are, but yet they gave us 
only two bushels of oats. The horses had eaten every 
grain before cock-crow ! What’s two bushels ? Only 
a bite. Nowadays oats are forty-five kopeks at the 
inns. When anyone comes to our place, no fear, we 
give their horses as much as they’ll eat.' 

1 Exco'sxvely matter-of-fact 
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' A stingy gentleman . . confirmed the clerk. 

‘ and did you like their horses ? ’ asked Dolly. 

' The horses ? Erne’s the only word for them I And 
the food is good too. But it did seem so dull to me. 
Darya AlexandroTiia ! I don’t know how yon found 
it,’ he added, turning iiis hand.some, kindly face toward 
her. 

‘ I felt the same. AA^ell, shall we get back by evening ? ’ 

‘ AVe ought to.’ 

On returning home "and finding every one safe and 
extremely nice, Dolly gave a very animated account 
of her visit, of how well she had been received, of the 
luxury and good taste at the Vronskys’, and of their 
amusements, and would not let anyone say a word 
against them. 

‘ One must know Anna and Vronsky—I have got to 
know him better now — m order to understand bow kind 
and pathetic they are,’ said she with entire sincerity, 
forgetting the indefinite feelings of dissatisfaction and 
embarrassment she had experienced there. 


CHAPTER XXV 

Vronsky and Anna went on living in the country in 
the same way, still taking no steps to obtain a divorce, 
all the summer and part of the autumn. They had agreed 
not to go away anywhere ; but the longer they lived 
alone the more they both felt — especially in autumn 
when there were no visitors — that they would not be 
able to hold out and that a change was inevitable. 

Their life seemed one that could not be improved 
upon : they had ample means, good health, a child, 
and both had occupations of their own. In the absence 
of visitors Anna still continued to devote attention to 
her person, and read a great deal — both novels and 
such serious books as were in fashion. She ordered 
all the books that were praised in the foreign newspapers 
and magazines they received, and read them with the 
attention one gives only to what one reads in solitude. 
She studied also from books and from technical papers 
all the subjects with which •A^ronsky was occuxned, so 
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that he often came .straight to her -vrith questions about 
agriculture, architecture, and sometimes even horse- 
breeding or sport He was astounded at her laiowledge 
and memory, and at first used to doubt her information 
and want it confirmed. 8he would then find what he 
wanted in boolcs and show it him. 

The ari-angement of tlie hospital also interested her 
There she not only helped, but arranged and planned 
many things herself. Nevertheless, her chief preoccupa- 
tion was still horse if—herself m so far as Vronsky held her 
dear and in so far as she eould compensate him for all 
lie had given up. Vronsky appreciated this, w'hich had 
become the sole aim of lier life, a desire not only to please 
him hut also to serve him ; but at the same time he was 
troubl'd by these love-meshes in which she tried to 
entangle him. As time went on, the oftener he felt 
himself caught m these meshes the more he desired, 
not exactly to escape from them but to try whether they 
re<illy interfered with his freedom. Had it not been 
for this evor-increasmg desire for freedom — not to 
have a scene each time he had to go to town to a moet- 
mg or to the races — ^Vronsky would have been quite 
content with his life. The role he had chosen, that of 
a rich landowner — one of those w’ho should constitute 
the kernel of the Russian aristocracy — -was not only 
quite to his taste but, now that he had lived so for half 
a year, gave him ever-increasing pleasure. His affairs, 
which occupied and absorbed him more and more, pro- 
gressed oxcelleijtly. In spite of the tremendous sums 
the hospital, the machinery, the cows wdiich he imported 
from Switzerland, and many other things were costing 
him, he was sure that he was not wasting his substance 
but increasing it. Where it was a question of income — 
the sale of forest land, of com or 'wool, or the leasing 
of land — Vronsky was as hard as flint and could hold 
out for his price. In all operations on a large scale, 
both on this and on his other estates, he kept to 
the simplest and safest methods, and was extremely 
economical and careful in his expenditure on small 
details. Despite all the cunning and artfulness of the 
German stew^ard, who tried to lead him into expenditure 
and presented all estimates in such a way that it at first 
appeared as if much would ‘be requhed, though on con- 
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sideralioii iht‘ tiling could be clone more cheaply and 
an immcdiato profit obtained, Vronsky did not subinii 
to him. He listened to ^Ulat the steward had to sun 
and questioned him, but only con.sented when the things 
to be ordered or built were the latest, as yet unknown 
in Russia, <ind lilcely to astonish peoples Besides, lie 
decided on a big outlay only w]ien he had money to 
spare, and whcai spending he wxmt into c‘veiT detail 
and insisted on getting the very best tor his money. 
So that Irom the way he managed his business it was 
clear that he was not wasting hut increasing his 
Xiropcrty. 

In October there were the Xohility elections In the 
Kashin Province, m which Vronsky’s, Sviyazhsky’s, 
Jvoznyshev’s, and also a small part of Levin’s estates 
were situated. 

Various circumstances, as well as the men who took 
pait ui them, caused these elections to attract public 
attention. They were much discussed and preparation^ 
were made for them People living in Moscow and Peters- 
burg as well as others from abroad, who had never come 
to any elections, assembled at these. 

Vronsky had long ago promised Sviyazhsky to be 
present. 

Before the elections Sviyazhsky, who often visited at 
Vozdvizhensk, called for Vronsky. 

The day before, Vronsky and Anna had almost 
quarrelled about his proposed journey. It "was autumn, 
the dullest and most depressing time of year m the 
country, and so Vronsky, bracing himself for a struggle, 
announced his departure in a sterner and colder way 
than he had ever before used to Anna. But, to his sur- 
prise, Anna took the news very quietly and only asked 
when he would return. He looked at her attentively, 
not understanding this calm manner. She answered 
his look witli a smile. He knew her capacity for with- 
drawmg into herself, and knew that she only did it when 
she had come to some resolution in her own mind without 
telling him of her plans. He feared this ; but he so 
wished to avoid a scene that he pretended to believe, 
and to some extent smeerely believed, in what he wished 
to believe, namely, in her reasonableness 

‘ I hope you won’t be dull ?•’ 
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^ I hope not,’ replied Anna. ‘ I received a box of 
books from Gautier’s ^ yesterday. No, I shan’t be dull.’ 

‘ bhe means to adopt this tone — well, so much the 
better ! ’ thought he, ‘ or els© it would be the usual 
thing again.’ 

And so, without challenging her to a frank explana- 
tion, he left for the elections. It was the first time 
since their union that he had parted from her without 
a full explanation. On the one hand this fact disturbed 
him, but on the other hand it seemed the best way. 
‘At first there will be, as now, something uncertain, 
something concealed ; but afterwards she will get used 
to it. In any case I can give her ever5rthing else, but 
not my independence as a man,’ he reflected. 


CHAPTER XXVI 

In September Levin moved to ^Joscow for Kitty’s con- 
finement. He had already been living there a whole 
month without occupation, when Sergius Ivanich Kozny- 
shev, who had an estate in the Kashin Province and 
took a great interest in the forthcoming elections, pre- 
pared to attend them. He asked his brother, who had 
a vote for the Seleznev district, to accompany him. 
Levin had also some very important business to attend 
to m Kashin for his sister who lived abroad. It was 
in connection with a wardship and the receiving of money 
due to her for land transferred to the peasants. 

Levin was still wavering, but Kitty, who had noticed 
that he was duU in Moscow and had advised him to 
go, without saying anything to him ordered for him 
the ^uniform necessary for the occasion, which cost eighty 
roubles. And it was these eighty roubles paid for the 
uniform which chiefly decided him. So he went to 
Kashin. 

Levin had been five days in Kashin, ' going daily to 
meetings and taking a great deal of trouble over his 
sister’s business, which ho was still unable to arrange. 
The Marshals of the Nobility were all busy with the 
elections, and he could not get even the simple matter 

1 A wdWmown Moscow bookseller. 
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ill connection with the warclsliip settk^d. The other 
business, that of getting the money paid, also met with 
obstacles. After long efforts to get an injunction removed 
the money was all ready to be paid out ; but the notary 
— a very obliging man~could not give the warrant 
because it needed tiie President’s signature, and the 
President was engaged at the Session and had not 
appointed a substitute. AH those w'^ornes, the going 
from .place to place, conversations with very kind good 
people who quite understood the unpleasantness of the 
petitioner’s position but were unable to help him, and 
all these efforts wdiich yielded no results, produced in 
Levm a painful feeling akm to the vexatious helplessness 
one experiences when trying to employ physical force 
in a dream. He felt this frequently when talking to 
his veiy good-natured legal adviser. This legal adviser 
seemed to do all that w^as possible and to strain every 
nerve to get Levin out of his difficulties. ‘ Look here ! ’ 
he would say, ‘ just try this — ^go to so-and-so, and to so- 
and-so.’ And the adviser would make an elaborate plan 
to circumvent the fatal difficulty which was at the root of all 
this trouble. But he would immediately add : ‘ All the 
same you will be put off ; however, have a try I * And 
Levin tried, and went again and again. Everybody was 
kind and amiable, but still it turned out that what he 
wanted to circumvent started up again in another place 
and impeded him once more. It was specially annoying 
to Levin to be quite unable to understand with whom 
he was contendmg, and whom the delay in his business 
could profit. No one, not even his lawyer, seemed to 
know this. If Levm could have understood it, as he 
understood the reason for having to stand in a queue 
at a booking-office, he would not have felt hurt or 
vexed ; but no one could explain to him the reason 
for' the obstacles he encountered m. these business 
transactions. 

However, Levin had changed considerably since his 
^marriage ; he had become patient, and if he did not 
understand why things were arranged thus, he told 
himself that, not knowing everything, he could not 
judge, and that probably things had to be so ; and he 
tried not to be indignant. 

And now, being present at the elections and takmg 
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part in them, he also tried not to condemn, not to dis- 
pute, I Jilt as far as possible to imderstaiifl the matter 
—on which jijood and honest men, whom he respected, 
were engaged with so much seriousness and enthusiasm, 
iSince his marriage so many new and serious aspects 
of life had been revealed to him, which owing to his 
superficial acquaintance with them had former^ seemed 
unimportant, that he anticipated and looked for a serious 
meaning in this election business also. 

Koznyshov explained to him the meanmg and im- 
portance of the changes anticipated as a result of the 
^^Icctions. The !^larshal of the Nobilitj^ for the Province 

-in whose liands the law placed so much important 
public business : wardships (such as the one about 
vhich Le\iu was now in trouble), the care of enormous 
.'ums of money, belonging to the nobility, public schools 
for boys and girls, military scliools, elementary educa- 
tion according to the new' Law, and finally the Zemstvo 
-the Mai'shal of the Province, Siietkov, w'as one of the 
old type of nobles. He had run through an enormous 
fortune, was a kind man, honest in his way but quite 
unable to understand present-day requirements. He 
ahvays sided with the Nobility in everythuig, openly 
ojiposed the spread of popular education, and gave a 
"lass character to the Zemstvo, which should have such 
enormous importance. It was necessary to put m his 
place a ficsh, up-to-date, practical, and quite new man, 
and to manage matters so as to extract from the rights 
granted to the Nobility (not as nobles, but as an element 
of the Zemstvo) all the advantages of self-government 
which could be obtained from them. In the ‘■vealthy 
Province of Kashin, always ahead of all others, such 
forces were now assembled that, if matters wer^^ here 
managed as they should be, it might seive as an ex{},mple 
to other Provmces and to the whole of Russia. 'The 
affair was therefore of great importance. To repkice 
Snetkov as Marshal, Sviyazhsky was proposed, o^. 
better stiU, Nevedovsky, an ex-professor, a remarkably 
intelligent man, and a great friend of Koznyshev’s. 

The Session was opened by the Governor of the 
Province, wdio in his speech to the nobles told them that 
m choosing occupants for posts they should show no 
partiality, but should chotise according to merit and for 
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the Tvelfare of the country, and that he hoped the honoiu - 
able Xobility of Kashin would strictly fulfil its duty 
as it had done in previous elections, and would justify 
their sovereign’s high confidence m them. 

Having finished his speech the Governor left the hall, 
and the noblemen, noisily, vivaciously, some of them 
even rapturously, followed him out with enthusiasm, 
and stood around him as he was puttuig on his fur coat 
and talkmg in a friendly way with the Marshal of the 
Province. Levm, wishmg to enter fully into ever^dhing 
and not to miss* anything, stood there too m the 
crowd, and heard the Governor say : ^ Please tell Mary 
Ivanovna that my wife is very sorry she has to go to the 
Orphanage.’ Then the noblemen gaily scrambled for 
their overcoats and aU drove to the cathedral. 

In the cathedral Levin, with the others, raised Ins 
hand, repeating the words of the priest, and swore by 
the most awful oaths to fulfil all the things the Governor 
had hoped for. Church services ahvays touched Levm, 
and when he was uttermg the words, ' I kiss the cross,’ 
and looked round at the crowd of men, young and old, 
who were repeating the same words, he felt moved. 

On the second and third days matters were dealt 
with loncerning the funds of the Nobihty and the Girls’ 
High Schools, which, Koznyshev explained, were quite 
unimportant ; so Levin, busy going from place to place 
dOn the busmess he had in hand, did not trouble about 
them On the fourth day the audit of the Provincial 
Funds was undertaken, and now for the first time there 
was a conflict between the new and old parties. The 
Commission entrusted with the task of auditing reported 
to the Assembly that the sums were aU correct. The 
Marshal of the Nobility rose and with tears in his eyes 
thanked the Nobihty for their confidence. The nobles 
loudly applauded him and pressed his hand. But at 
that moment one of the nobles of Koznyshev’s party 
said he had heard that the Commission had not audited 
the Funds, consideriag that a verification would be an 
insult to the Marshal of the Provmce. A member of 
the Commission imprudently confirmed this. Then a 
small, very young-lookmg, but very venomous man 
began sa3fing that probably the Marshal of the Province 
would be pleased to account for the Funds, and that the 
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excessive politeness of the members of the Commission 
was depriving him of that moral satisfaction. There- 
upon the members of the Commission withdrew their 
report and Koznyshev began very logically to prove 
that they must admit either that they had audited the 
accounts or that they had not done so, and to elaborate 
this dilemma. A speaker of the opposite party replied 
to Koznyshev. Then Hviyazhsky spoke, and then the 
venomous gentleman once more. The debate continued 
for a long time and did not come to any conclusion. 
Levin was surprised that they disputed about it so long, 
especially as, when he asked Koznyshev whether he 
ihouglit that money had been misappropriated, he received 
the reply : ^ 

‘ Oh no ! He is an honest fellow, but this old-fashioned 
patriarchal and family management of the Nobility’s 
affairs must be put a stop to ! ’ 

0,n the fifth day the election of the District Marshals 
look place. For some of the districts the election was 
stormy enough ; but for the Selezensk district Sviyazhsky 
was elected without opposition, and he gave a dinner- 
party at his house that evening. 


CHAPTER XXVII 

Ox the sixth day the Provincial elections were to be 
held. The large and small halls were full of noblemen 
in various uniforms. Many had come for that day only. 
Men who had long not met— some from the Crimea, 
some from Petersburg, and some from abroad — came 
together in those haUs. At the Marshal’s table, beneath 
the portrait of the Emperor, discussions were in full 
swing. 

Both in the large and small halls the noblemen were 
grouped together in their parties, and from the hostility 
and suspicion of their glances, from the cessation of 
their conversations when a stranger approached, and 
from the fact tliat some of them even went whispering 
into the farther corridor, it was evident that each party 
had secrets it kept from the other. By their external 
appearance the nobles w'cre sharply divided into tw^o 
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sorts : the old and the young. The old, for the most 
part, either wore old-fashioned buttoned-up uniforms 
of their class and carried swords and hats, or wore the 
naval, cavalry, or infantry uniforms to which each was 
mdividuaHy entitled. The uniforms of the old noble- 
men v/ere cut in the old-fashioned way, with puffs at 
the shoulders, and w^ere clearly too small for them, being 
short-waistcd and naiTOw as if their w^earers had grown 
out of them. The young men wore long-waistod loose 
uniforms wide across the shoulders with white waist- 
coats, or else were m uniforms with black collars em- 
broidered with laurel leaves — the emblem of the Ministry 
of Justice. To the young party also belonged the Court 
uniforms, which here and there ornamented the crowd. 

But the division into young and old did not comcide 
with the separation into parties. Some of the young 
ones, as Levin observed, belonged to the old party, and 
on the other hand some very aged noblemen conversed 
in whispers with Sviyazhsky and evidently were warm 
partisans of the new party. 

Levin stood with his own group in the Small Hall, 
which was used as a refreshment and smoking room, 
listening to what was being said and vainly straining 
his mental powers to understand it aU. Koznyshev 
was the centre around whom the rest were grouped. 
He was now listening to Sviyazhsky and Hlyustov, the 
Marshal of another district, who also belonged to their 
party. Hlyustov was unwilling to go with the members 
for his district to mvito Snetkov to stand again for election. 
Sviyazhsky was persuading him to do so and Kozny- 
shev approved of this. Levin did not see why his party 
should ask the Marshal to stand, when they wished to 
defeat him. 

Oblonsky, who had just had something to eat and 
drink, came toward them in his Chamberlain’s uniform, 
wiping his mouth with his scented and bordered lawn 
handkerchief. 

‘ We are holding the position, Sergius Ivanich ! ’ said 
he, smoothing back his whiskers. And after listening 
to the conversation he backed Sviyazhsky’ s opinion. 

‘ One district is sufficient, and Sviyazhsky evidently 
belongs to the Opposition,’ he, said, and every one but 
Levin understood him. 

211 T 
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^ Well. Kostya ! You too seem to have got a taste 
for it ? ’ he said, turning to Levm and taking him by the 
arm. Levm would have been glad to get a taste for 
it but could not understand what the point was, and, 
step]>mg aside from the group, ho told Oblonslcy of his 
perplexity as to why the Marshal of the Province should 
bo asked to stand again. 

‘ 0 mnda simpUcitas / ’ said Oblonsky, and briefly and 
clearly explained the matter to Levm. 

‘ tf, as In former elections, all the districts nominated 
tlie Provincial Marshal, he would be elected, receiving 
white b.dls from everv^ one. This we do not want. Now 
eight districts are willmg to invite him to stand again ; 
ii districts refuse to do so, Snetkov may decline to 
stand and then the old ])arty might choose another of 
their members, and then all calculations would be upset. 
J3ut if only ^viyazhsky’s district does not invite him, 
Snetkov will stand. He will even get a good number 
of votes, so that the Opposition will be misled, and when 
a candidate of ours stands they will give him some votes.’ 
Levin understood, but not fully, and wished to put some 
turthor questions when suddenly every one began talkinsr 
at oncc‘, *ind moving noisily toward the Large Hall. 

" What is it 2 What ? Wlio ? An authorization ? 
To whom ? What ? Picjected ! No authorization I 
Flerov is not admitted ’ What if he is being prosecuted ? 
In that wa}^ they can exclude anybody I It’s mean ! 
Tile law ’ ’ Levin heard shouted from various sides, and 
he went tovrard the Large Hall with all the others, who 
were hastening on apparently afraid of missing something 
or other Hemmed m by a crowd of noblemen, he 
approaoiied the Provincial table, at which the Provincial 
IVlarshal, Sviyazhsky, and the other leaders were havmg 
a heated dispute. 


CHAPTER XNVIII 

Letist was standmg some way off. He could not hear 
distinctly because of the stertorous and hoarse breathmg 
of one nobleman near him and the creaking of the stout 
shoes of another. He could hear only the distant soft 
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voice of the Marshal, then the shrill voice of the venomous 
nobleman, and then Svij^azhsky's voice. They were 
disputing, as far as he could make out, about a para- 
graph of the law and the meaning of the words : “ against 
whom legal proceedings were taken.’ 

The crowd separated to make way for Koznyshev to 
a p})roacli the table. He waited for the venomous nobleman 
to conclude, and then said he considered the proper course 
would be to consult the wording of the Act and requested 
the Secretary to look it up. The Act provided that in 
ease of a difference of opinion the question should be 
balloted upon 

Koznysliev read the Act aloud, and began to explain 
its meaning, but a tall, thick-set, round-shouldered 
landowner with a dyed moustache, wearing a tight uniform 
the high collar of which squeezed up his neck at the back, 
interrupted him. Advancing to the table he struck his 
ring against it, shouting in a ioud voice : 

‘ Vote ! Put it to the ballot ! Enough talking I 
Vote ! ’ 

At this several voices were heard, and the tall land- 
owner with the rmg, growing more and more spiteful, 
shouted louder and louder : but it was impossible to 
make out what he was saying. 

He was demanding the very thing Koznyshev was 
proposing ; but he evidently hated Koznyshev and his 
party, and this hatred communicated itself to all those 
on his side, and in turn evoked a similar, though more 
decently expressed, feeling of conflicting anger from 
the opposing party. Shouts arose, and for a moment 
tliere was such confusion that the Marshal had to call 
for order. 

‘ Vote ! Vote ! Every one who is a nobleman will 
understand. . . . We shed our blood. . . . TheEmjieror’s 
confidence. . . . Don’t audit the Marshal ; he’s not a 
shop assistant ! . . . But that’s not the point ! . . - 
Kindly ballot ! . . . Abominable I ’ was heard shouted 
by spiteful furious voices from every side. The looks 
and expressions on the faces were yet more spiteful and 
furious than the words. They expressed implacable 
hatred. Levin could not at all understand what was the 
matter, and was astounded at the ardour with which 
they discussed the question whether Elerov’s case should 



248 


AKXA KAEENINA 


be put to the ballot or n<jt. He forgot, as Koznyshev 
afterwards explained to hmi, the syllogism that for the 
common welfare it was necessary to displace the Marshal 
of tlio l^rovinco ; but to defeat the Marshal it was neces- 
sary to have a majority of votes ; to obtain that majority 
It was necessary to secuie for Flerov the right to vote ; 
and to secure Flerov’s eligibility it was necessary to 
explam the meaning of the Law. 

‘ A single vote may decide the whole matter, and one 
must be serious and consistent if one wishes to be of 
public service,’ Koznyshev had said in conclusion. But 
Lerin ha<{ forgotten that, and it pained him to see 
tliose good men, whom he respected, in such an un- 
pk'asant, nmlevolent state ot excitement. To free 
iiimself from this feeling ho went, without waitmg to 
hear the end of the discussion, into the refreshment- 
room, w'here there was no one except the waiters at the 
buffet. When he saw the v/aiters busily wiping crockery 
and an’angmg plates and wme-glasses, and saw their 
calm yet animated faces, he experienced an unexpected 
feeling of relief, as if ho had come out of a close room 
into fresh air. Ho began pacing up and down the room, 
watching the^sW'aiters with pleasure. He was particularly 
pleased by one old man with grey whiskers, who while 
evincing contempt for the young men who were makmg 
fun of him was teaching them how to fold napkins. 
Levin w^as just preparing to start a conversation with 
the old waiter when the Secretary of the Court of NobOity, 
an old man whose speciahty it was to know all the nobles 
of the Province by name and patronymic, diverted his 
attention. 

‘ Please come, Constantine Dmitrich I ’ said he. ‘ Your 
brother is looking for you. The vote is being taken.’ 

Levin entered the Hall, was given a white ball, and, 
following his brother, Sergius Ivanich, approached the 
table at which Sviyazhsky stood with an ironical and 
impressive look on his face, gathering his beard into his 
fist and smelling at it. Koznyshev inserted his hand 
in the ballot-box and placed his ball somewhere, and 
making way for Levin paused beside him. Levin came 
up, but having entirely forgotten how the matter stood 
and being confused he turned to Koznyshev with the 
inquiry, ‘ Where am I to ^ put it ? ’ He spoke in a low 
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voice at a time when people near by ivere talking, so 
he hoped his question would not be heard. But the 
talk stopped and his improper question was hoard. 
Koznyshev frowned. 

‘ That depends on each man’s convictions,’ he said 
severely. 

Several persons smiled. Levm blushed, hastily thrust 
his hand under the cloth that covered the box, and, as 
the baU was in his right hand, dropped it on the right 
side. When he had done so he recollected that he ought 
to have put in his left hand also, and thrust it in, but 
it wus too late ; and feelmg stiU more confused he hurried 
away to the very back of the room. 

‘ One hund’ed and twenty-six fo’ ! Ninety-eight 
agamst ! ’ came the Secretary’s voice, dropping his r’s. 
Then followed a sound of laughter; a button and two 
nuts had been found in the ballot box. Fierov was 
qualified and the new party had scored. But the old 
party did not consider itself defeated. Levin heard 
Snetkov being asked to stand ; and he saw that a crowd 
of nobles surrounded the Marshal, who was speaking. 
Levin drew near. Replying to the nobles, Snetkov 
spoke of the confidence and affection of the Nobility, 
of which he was not worthy, his merit consistmg only 
m his loyalty to the Nobility, to whom he had devoted 
twenty years of service. Several times he repeated the 
words : ‘ ham served to the extent of my power — faithfully 
and truly — I appreciate and thanh . . Then suddenly, 
choked by tears, he stopped, and left the room. Whether 
those tears resulted from a consciousness of injustice 
done him, or from love for the Nobility, or from the 
stramed situation in which he found himself, surrounded 
by enemies, at any rate Ms emotion communicated 
itself. The majority of the nobles were touched and 
Levm felt a tenderness for Snetkov. 

In the doorway the Marshal came into collision with 
Levin. 

‘ Sorry ! Please excuse me ! ’ he said, speaking as to 
a stranger; but, recognizing Levm, he smiled timidly. 
It seemed to Levin that Snetkov wished to say somethmg, 
but could not speak from agitation. The expression 
of his face and his whole figure, in uniform with crosses 
and white trousers trimmed with gold lace, as he went 
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hiirricclly along, reminded Levui of a hunted animal 
conscious that tilings are gomg badly with him. This 
expression on the Marshal’s face touched Levin, par- 
ticularly because, just tiie day before, he had been to 
Ills house about tlie wardship and had there seen him 
in all th(,‘ dignity of a kind-hearted family man. The 
large house with the old family furniture ; the old 
footmen by no means »smart, rather shabby, but ios2}eot- 
ful — evidently former serfs who had remained with 
their master ; the stout, good-natured wife, m a lace 
cap and Turkish shawl, caressing her pretty grand- 
daughter (a. daughter’s daughter), the manly young son 
111 the sixth form of the Higii School, who had just come 
hotiKj and who kissed bis father’s large hand in greeting ; 
the impressive kindly words and gestures of the hostd- 
all this had yesterday awakened Levin’s involuntary 
res])eeb and sympathy. Now the old man seemed 
touching and pathetic to Levin and he wished to say 
something jilcasant to him. 

‘ So you are to be our Marshal agam,’ said he. 

‘Hardly!’ replied the Marshal, lookmg round with 
a frightened expression. ‘ J am tired and old. There 
are otliers worthier and younger than I, lot them serve.’ 

And the Dlarshal disapjieared through a side-door. 

The most solemn moment had arrived. The elections 
were about to begin. The leaders of both jiarties were 
making estimates and calculating on their fingers the 
v/iiite and black balls they could reckon on. 

Tiio debate about Plerov had given the new party 
not merely his vote but also a gam in time, so that they 
had had a chance to bring up three more nobles who, 
by the inachmations of the old party, were to be prevented 
from taking part in the election. Two of these noble- 
men, who had a weakne.ss for ivine, had been made 
drunk by Snetkov’s agents, and the uniform of the 
third had been carried off. 

The new party, having heard of this, had had time while 
Fierov’s case was being discussed to send two of their men 
in a carriage to sujiply that nobleman with a uniform 
and to bring one. of the tipsy ones to the Assembly. 

‘ I have brought one. I soused him,’ •* said the ' 
landowner who had been to fetch him, approaching 
Bviyazhsky. ‘ HeTl do/ * 
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‘ He’s not very drunk— he won’t fall down ? ’ asked 
Sviyaziisky, swaying ins head. 

' Xo, he’s fine. If only they don’t give hmi anything 
here. ... I told the man at the bar on no account to 
let him have anything ! ’ 


CHAPTER XXIX 

The narrow room in which they were eating and smelt- 
ing was full of noblemen. The excitement was ever 
increasing and anxiety was noticeable on all the faces. 
Especially excited were the leaders, who knew aU the 
details and the estimates of votes. They were directors 
of the iinpendmg battle. The others, like the rank 
and file before a battle, though preparmg for the fight, 
sought distraction meanwhile. Some of them ate, 
standing or hastily sitting down at the table; others 
smoked cigarettes, pacing up and down the long 
room, and talked to friends they had not seen for a 
long time. 

Levin did not want to eat and did not smoke ; he did 
not ■wish to 30m his ovm set — Koznyshev, Oblonsky, 
Sviyazhsky and the others — ^because among them, m 
animated conversation, stood Vronsky, wearmg his um- 
form as an equerry. Levin had noticed him at the elections 
the day before and had carefully avoided meeting him 
He went to the window and sat down, looking at the 
difierent groups and listenmg to what was bemg said 
around him. He felt sad, chiefly because he saw that 
every one else was animated, preoccupied, and busy, 
while only he and a mumbling, toothless, quite ^old man 
in naval uniform who had sat down beside him were 
uninterested and inactive. 

‘ He is such a rascal ! I told him not to ! Really ! 
In three years he could not collect it ’ — a short, round- 
shouldered landowner with pomaded hair that hung 
down on the embroidered collar of his uniform was 
saymg energetically, stampmg loudly with the heels 
of the new boots he had evidently put on specially for 
this occasion. And castii^g a discontented glance at 
Levin, he suddjei;i3y tumed'awliy. 
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‘ Yes, it’s a duty business, say what you will,’ remarked 
an undersized man with a feeble voice. 

Following those two a whole crowd of landowners, 
surrounding a stout General, hastily approached Levin. 
Obviously they were seekmg a place where they could 
talk without being overheard. 

‘ How dare he say I gave orders to steal his trousers ? 
I expect he drank them. I snap my fingers at him. and 
his princely title ! He. has no right to say it ; it’s 
mean I ’ 

‘ But excuse me ! They rely on the statute,’ some 
one in another group was saying. ‘The wife ought 
to be registered as belonging to the Nobility.’ 

‘ What the devil do I care about the statute ? I 
speak frankly. That’s what the Nobility are for. One 
must have coniidencc.’ 

‘ Come, your Excellency ! A glass oifine chmnpagne ! ’ 

Anothex group followed close on the heels of a noble- 
man w^ho was shouting loudly. He was one of those 
who had been made drunlc. 

‘ I always advised Mary' Semenovna to let her estate, 
because she will never make it pay,’ said a pleasant- 
voiced landowner with a grey moustache, wearmg the 
uniform of Colonel of the former General Staff. It was 
the landowner Levin had met at Sviyazhsky’s house. 
He knew him at once. The landowner also recognized 
Levin and they shook hands. 

‘ Very jfleased to see you ! Of course I remember 
you very well. Last year, at Sviyazhsky the Marshal’s 

‘ Well, how is your husbandry getting on ? ’ Levin 
inquired. 

‘ Oh, still the same — ^with a loss,’ replied the land- 
owner as he stopped beside Levin, with a resigned smile 
and a look of calm conviction that it must be so. ‘ And 
how do you come to be in our Province ? ’ he asked. 
‘ Have you come to take part in our coup d'etat ? ’ he 
went on, pronouncing the French words firmly but 
badly. 

‘ All Russia has assembled here : Chamberlains and 
almost Ministers.’ He pointed to the portly figure 
of Oblonsky in his Chamberlam’s uniform with white 
trousers, walking beside a General. 
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‘ I must confess to you that I only imperfectly under- 
stand the meaning of these Xobiiity elections,’ said 
Lev^in. 

The landowner looked at him. 

‘ But what IS there to understand ? It has no meaning 
whatever. The Nobility is an obsolete institution, 
which continues to act through mertia. Look at the 
uniforms 1 They tell the tale : this is an assembly of 
Justices of the Peace, permanent officials, and so on, 
but not of nobles ! ’ 

‘ Then why do you come ? ’ asked Levin. 

‘ From habit, for one thmg. Then one must keep 
*up one’s connections. It's a sort of moral obligation. 
And then, to tell the truth, I have a private reason. 
My son-in-law wishes to stand for a permanent member- 
ship : they are not well off and I want him to get it. 
But why do such gentlemen come ? ’ he went on, in- 
dicatmg the venomous gentleman who had spoken at 
the Provincial table. 

‘ He is one of the new Nobility.’ 

‘ New if you like, but not the Nobility. They are 
landowners ; w^e are country squii’es. They, as noble- 
men, are committing suicide.’ 

‘ But you say it is an obsolete institution ! ’ 

‘ It is obsolete certainly ; but all the same one should 
treat it more respectfully. Take Snetkov. . . . Whether 
we are good or bad, we have been growing for a thousand 
years. You know, if we had to make a garden in front 
of our house, we should plan it out ; and if a century- 
old tree is growing on that spot — though it may be rugged 
and old, yet you won’t cut it down for the sake of a 
flower-bed, hut will plan your beds so as to make use 
of the old tree ! It can’t be grown in a year,’ he remarked 
cautiously, immediately changing the subject. ‘ Well, 
and how is your husbandry getting on ? ’ 

^ Oh, not well. I get about five per cent.’ 

* Yes, but you don’t reckon your own work. You 
know you too are worth something ! Now, take me. 
Before I took to farming I was getting three thousand 
roubles a year in the Service. Now I work harder than 
I did in the Service, and like yourself I clear about five 
per cent., and that only with Ipck. And my own labour 
goes lor nothing.’ 

2U j3 
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‘ Then why do you go on with it, if it is a clear loss ? ’ 

‘ Well, you bee , . . one goes on I What would 
you have ? it’s a habit, and one knows that it’s neces- 
sa,ry! 1 'W'ill tell you, moreover,’ and leaning his elbow 
on the window and havmg started talkmg, the land- 
owner v\rent on: ‘My son has no taste at all for hus- 
bandry. it is clear he will be a scholar, so that there 
will bo no one to continue my work, and yet I go on ! 
Just now, you imow, I have planted an orchard.’ 

‘ Yes, yes,’ said Levin, ‘ that is quite so ! I always 
feel that I am getting no real profit out of my estate 
and yefc 1 go on. . . . One feels a sort of duty toward 
tb(‘ laud.’ 

' ril tell you soniethmg,’ continued the landouTier. 
‘ ^ly neighbour, a merchant, called on me, and we went 
over the farm and garden together. He said, “ Every- 
thing IS going as it should, only your garden is neglected,” 
though my garden is quite m order. “ If I were you, 1 
should cut down those limes, but it must be done when 
the sap rises. You must have a thousand limes here, 
and each one of them would yield a good lot of bast, 
and at present bast fetches a good price. And the 
trunks could be cut up for log huts ! ” ’ 

‘ Yes, <md with that money he would buy cattle, or 
a piece of land for a mere song, and would lease it to 
the peasants,’ added Levin with a smile, having evidently 
more than once come across such calculations. ‘ And 
he will make a fortune, while you and I must be thank- 
ful if w’e can keep what we have and leave it to our 
cdiildreu.’ 

‘ You are married, 1 hear ? ’ said the iandowmer. 

‘ Yes,’ replied Levin with proud satisfaction. ‘ Yes, 
it is curious,’ he continued. ‘ We live without gaining 
anything, as if we were appointed, like the vestals of 
c»id, to guard some fire or other.’ 

The landowner smiled under his grey moustache. 

‘ There are those among us too ... for example 
our friend Sviyazhsky, or Count Vronsky, who has now 
settled here, who want to turn agriculture into an 
industry ; but as yet that leads only to loss of capital’ 

‘ But w^hy don’t we do like the merchant ? Why 
don’t we cut down Our limes for bast ? ’ said Levin, 
returning to the thought tliat had struck him. 
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‘ Why, as you have said, we (^lard tho tiro I The 
other IS not work for the Nobility Our work is not 
done here, at the elections, but at our homes. Wo 
have a class mstinct as to what should not be clone. 
I see it in the peasants too sometimes : a proper peasant 
always tries to get hold of as much land as possible. 
However bad the land, still he ploughs it. It brings 
nun also no profit, but pure loss.’ 

' Just like us,’ said Levm. ‘ Very, very glad to have 
met you,’ he added, seemg Sviyazhsky approaching. 

‘ We two ha\ e met for the first time since we w'ore 
at your house,’ said the landowner, ' and have indulged 
m a chat.’ 

‘ Yes, and have you been abusing the new order ? ’ 
asked Sviyazhsky with a smile. 

‘ We won’t deny it.’ 

‘ Unburclonmg our souls ! ’ 


CHAPTER XXX 

?iviYAZHSKY took Levin’s arm and led him back to his 
own group. 

This time it was impossible to avoid Vronsky. He 
was standmg with Oblonsky and Koznyshev, and looked 
straight at Levin as he came up. 

‘ Very pleased I I think I had the pleasure of meeting 
you ... at the Princess Shcherbatsky’s ? ’ said he, 
holding out his hand to Levm. 

‘ Yes, I well remember our meeting,’ said Levin, and 
blushmg scarlet immediately turned and spoke to his 
brother. 

iSmihng slightly, Vronsky contmued his conversation 
with Sviyazhsky, evidently havmg no desire to start 
a conversation with Levm ; but Levin, while talking 
to his brother, kept lookmg round at Vronsky, trying 
to think of something to say to him, in order to mitigate 
his rudeness. 

‘ What IS delaying matters now ? ’ asked Levin, 
glancmg at Sviyazhsky and Vronsky. 

' Snetkov. He must either /iecline or accept,’ replied 
Sviyazhsky. 
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‘ Well, and has he agreed or not ? ’ 

‘ That’s just it : neither the one nor the other/ answered 
Vronsky. 

' And if he should refuse, who will stand ? ’ asked 
Levin, looking at Vronsky. 

‘ Whoever likes/ replied ISviyazhsky. 

‘ Will you ? ’ asked Levin. 

‘ Certainly not 1/ said 8viyazhsky, becoming em- 
barrassed and casting an alarmed glance at the venomous 
gentleman, who was standmg beside Koznyshev. 

‘ Who then ? Nevedovsky ? ’ said Levm, feelmg that 
he had put his foot in it somehow. 

But this was still worse. Nevedovsky and Sviyazhsky 
were the two prospective candidates. 

‘ Not I, not on any account ! ’ said the venomous 
gentleman. 

ISo this was Nevedovsky ! Sviyazhsky introduced 
him to Levm. ' 

‘ Well, has it touched you to the quick too ? ’ said 
Oblonsky, winking at Vronsky. ‘ It’s like the races. 
It makes one inclined to bet on the result.’ 

‘ Yes, it does touch one to the quick,’ replied Vronsky, 
‘ and having once taken the matter up, one wants to 
carry it through. It’s a straggle ! ’ he said frowning, 
and closed his powerful jaw. 

‘ What a capable man Sviyazhsky is ! How clearly 
he puts eveiythmg } ’ 

‘ Oh yes/ replied Vronsky absent-mindedly. 

There was a pause, during w^hich Vronsky, since he 
had to look at something, looked at Levin : at his feet, 
his uniform, and then his face, and noticing the sombre 
eyes fixed upon him he remarked, just to say somethmg : 

‘ And how is it that you, living constantly m the 
country, are not a Justice of the Peace ? You are not 
in the uniform of a Justice ? ’ 

‘ Because I consider that the Magistracy is an idiotic 
institution,’ morosely replied Levm, who had all the 
time been lookmg for an opportunity of speaking to 
Vronsky, to atone for his rudeness at their first 
encounter. 

‘ I don’t think so ; on the contrary . . said Vronsky 
with calm surprise. , 

‘It’s a game,’ Levin interrupted. ‘We don’t need 
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any Justices of the Peace. I Iiave not had a single case 
in eight years, and when I did iiave one it was decided 
wrongly. The Justice’s Court is forty versts from my 
house. To settle a matter worth two rouldes I should 
have to send an attorney who costs me fifteen.’ 

And he related how’ a peasant stole some flour from 
a miller, and how when the miilor spoke to him about 
It the peasant sued him for hbel. Ail this was untimely 
and foolish, and Levin himself was conscious of it even 
iihile he spoke. 

• Oht he is such a crank 1 ’ said Oblonsky with his 
smoothest and most almondy smile. ‘ But come ! I 
think the ballot has begun . . .’ 

And they separated. 

‘ I don’t understand,’ said Ivoznyshev, who had 
observed his brother’s awkw^ard sally, ‘ 1 don’t under- 
stand liow one can be so entii*ely devoid of political tact ! 
That IS what we Russians lack. The Marshal of the 
ProYuice is our opponent, and you are ami coclion with 
him ^ and ask him to stand. But Count Vronsky ... I 
do not make a friend of him ; ho mvited me to dinner 
and 1 shan’t go ; but he is one of our party, so why 
make an enemy of him ? Then you ask Nevedovsky 
whether he will stand. That kind of thing is not 
done ' ’ 

' Oh, I imderstand nothing about it I It is all trifling,’ 
said Levin, gloomily. 

‘ There, you say it’s all trifling, but when you begm 
on it you make a mess of everythmg.’ 

Levin remained silent and they entered the Large Hall 
together. 

The Marshal of the Province, though he felt in the 
air that there was a plot prepared against him, and 
though he had not been unanimously asked to stand, 
had still decided to do so. There was silence in the 
haU, and the Secretary loudly announced that Michael 
Stepanich Snetkov, Captain of "the Guards, was nominated 
for the post of Provincial Marshal, and that the ballot 
would now be taken. 

The District Marshals carried little plates filled with 
ballot balls from their own tables to the Provincial table, 
and the election began. 

1 Ton are quite tfiict with him. 



AKNxl KARENINA 


2r^8 

‘ Put it on the right,’ whispered Oblonsky to Levin 
as the latter, with his brother, followed the Marshal to 
the table. But Levin had forgotten the plan which 
had been explained to him, and was afraid that Oblonsky 
was making a mistake when he said ‘ right.’ Surely 
Snetkov was their opponent I While approaching the 
box he had the baU ux his right hand, but, thinking it 
was a mistake, he shifted it to his left hand just as he 
reached the box, and evidently placed it to the left. 
An expert standing beside the box, who by the mere 
motion of an elbow could toll where every ball was put, 
made a wry face. There was nothing for him to exercise 
ius penetration upon this time. 

All became silent again, and one heard the balls being 
counted. Then a solitary voice proclaimed the numbei^ 
for and against. Tiie Marshal had received a consider- 
able majority. A clamour arose and every one rushed 
to the door. Snetkov entered and the noblemen thronged 
around him with congratulations. 

‘ Well, is it over now ? ’ Levm asked his brother. 

* It’s only beginning ! ’ Sviyaziisky smilingly answered 
for Koznyshev. ‘ The other candidate may get still 
more votes.’ 

Levm had again forgotten about that. He only now 
remembered that there was some subtlety m it, but he 
was too bored to recollect what it was. He was ovei* 
come by depression and w'anted to get out of that crowd. 

As no one was paying any attention to him, and he 
apparently was not wanted by anybody, he went quietly 
to the small refreshment-room and agaux felt great relief 
when he saw the waiters. The old waiter offered him 
something to eat and Levm accepted. Having eaten 
a cutlet and beans, and talked with the old man about 
his former masters. Levin, not wishing to return to the 
hall where he had felt .so out of his element, went up 
into the gallery. 

The gallery was crowded with smartly-dressed women 
who leaned over the balustrade and tried not to miss 
a single word of what was being said below. Beside 
the women sat or stood elegant lawyers, spectacled 
High School teachers, and officers. Every one was 
talking about the elections and how tired out the Marshal 
was and how interesting* the debates had been In 
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one group Levin heard them, praising his brother. A 
lady was saying to a ia-wyer : 

‘ How glad I am to have heard Koznyshov ! It was 
worth while going a httle hungry. I)elightfiil ’ So 
clear and audible ! There now, no one speaks like 
that in your Court — except perhaps Maydel, and even 
he IS far less eloquent ! ’ 

Having found a vacant place at the balustrade, Levin 
leant over and began to look and listen. 

The noblemen w^ere sitting behind partitions, arranged 
according to their districts. In the centre of the room 
stood a man in uniform, w'ho announced in a loud slinll 
voice : 

‘ As candidate lor the post of Provincial Marshal, 
Captain Eugene Ivanich Apukhtm will now be balloted 
for.’ Then followed a dead silence, and a feeble voice 
was heard saying : 

‘ Declines ! ’ 

‘ Court Councillor Peter Petrovich Bol will now’ be 
balloted for,’ cried the voice of the man in uniform. 

‘ Declines,’ shouted a youthful squeaky voice. 

A similar announcement w’as made, and again follow’'cd 
by ‘ Declmes.’ So it went on for about an hour. Levin, 
leanmg over the balustrade, looked on and listened 
At first he w’’as surprised and wanted to understand 
w’hat it meant ; then, coming to the conclusion that 
he could not understand it, he grew bored. Then, 
remembering the agitation and anger he had witnessed 
on all faces, he felt sad, and with the mteiitioii of leaving 
the place went downstaii’s. As he was passing through the 
corridor behind the gallery he came across a dispirited 
High School pupil -with bloodshot eyes pacing up and 
dowm. On the stairs he met a couple : a lady running 
up swiftly in her high-heeled shoes, and the Assistant 
Pubhc Prosecutor. 

‘ I said you would be in time,’ the Assistant said, 
as Levin stepped aside to let the lady pass. 

Levm was already descending the stairs to the exit 
and getting out his cloakroom ticket when the Seeretaiy 
caught him. ‘ Please come, Constantine Dmitrieh ! 
They are voting ! ’ 

The candidate who was standing was Nevedovsky, 
who had so decidedly declmed. 
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Levin went up to the door of the hall : it was 
locked. The Secretary knocked, the door opened and 
two landowners with flushed faces plunged out past 
Levin, 

' 1 can’t stand it ! ’ cried one of the red-faced land- 
owners. Then the head of the Provincial Marshal was 
tlirust out at the doorw'ay. His face was dreadful from 
its expression of exhaustion and fear. 

‘ I told you to let no one out 1 ’ he shouted to the 
doorkeeper, 

‘ I was letting people m, Your Excellency ! ’ 

‘ Oh, Lord 1 ’ said the Marshal of the Provmce with 
a deep sigh ; and wnth his weary legs in the white trousers 
dragging, and hanging his head, he went down the middle 
of the hall to the chief table. 

Nent-dovsky hud a nhijonty as they had expected and 
he was now Maiahal of the Province. Many were cheer- 
ful, many contented and happy, many were m ecstasy, 
and many dissatisfied and miserable. The old Marshal 
was in despair and could not hide it. When Nevedovsky 
left the hall the crowd surrounded him and followed 
him enthusiastically as it had followed the Governor of 
the Provmce on the first day, when he opened the meet- 
ing, and as it had followed Snetkov when he was 
successful. 


CHAPTER XXXI 

The newly-elected Marshal of the Province and many 
of the victorious new party dined that evening at 
Vronsky’s. 

Vronsky had come to the elections because he felt 
dull m the comitry, in order to proclaim to Anna his 
right to freedom, to repay Sviyazhsky by supporting 
him at these elections for all the trouble he had taken 
for Vronsky at the Zemstvo elections, and most of all 
to perform strictly all the duties of the position he had 
taken up as nobleman and landowner. But he had 
not at all expected that the election business would 
interest him so much and so touch him to the quick, 
or that he could do it so well. He was quite a new 
man in this circle of nobler landowners, but he evidently 
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was a success ; and ho was not mistaken m thinking 
that he had already gained influence among them. This 
mfluence was promoted by his %voalth, by his title, by 
the splendid house in the town which had been lent 
him by Ms old acquaintance Shirkov, a financier who had 
founded a flourishing bank m Kashm; by the excellent 
chef whom he had brought from his estate ; by his friend- 
ship with the Governor, who had been a former comrade 
and one whom Vronsky had even protected ; but above 
aU by his simple behaviour m treatmg every one alike, 
which had quickly induced most of the noblemen to 
change their opmion as to his supposed pride. He 
himself felt that, except that crazy fellow married to 
Kitty Shcherbatsky, who, a 2^opos de bottes,^ had with 
rabid virulence told him a lot of pointless nonsense, 
every nobleman whose acquaintance he had made had 
become his partisan. He saw clearly, and others acknow- 
ledged, that he had contributed very much to Neve- 
do vsky’s success. Now, at his own table, celebratmg 
Nevedovsky’s election, Vronsky experienced a pleasant 
feeling of triumph. The elections themselves interested 
him so much that he began to thmk that if be were 
married by the next triennial election he would himself 
put up, just as, when a jockey had won him a prize, he 
had wished to ride a race hknseif. 

They were now celebratmg the jockey’s victory. 
Vronsky sat at the head of the table ; on his right was 
the young Governor, a General of the Emperor’s suite. 
For everybody else the General was the master of the 
Province, who had solemnly opened the sessions and 
made a speech, and, as Vronsky saw, aroused both respect 
and servility in many present, but for Vronsky he -was 
‘ Maslov Katka ’ — the nickname he had had in the 
Corps des Pages — who felt embarrassed in his presence 
and whom Vronsky tried to mettre a son aise.^ On 
Vronsky’s left sat Nevedovsky with his youthful, dogged, 
and venomous look. Toward him Vronsky was simple 
and courteous. 

Sviyazhsky bore bis failure cheerfully. It was not 
even a failure for him ; as he himself said to Nevedovsky, 
champagne glass m haitd, no better representative of 
the new course which the Nobility ought to follow could 

1 Quite irrelevantly. * - To put at his ease. 
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iiave benu found. And therefore all that was honest, as 
he remarked, was on the side of to-day’s success and 
triumphed in it. 

Oblonsky to<*) was pleased that he had spent his time 
merrily and th.it every one was satislicd. At the excellent 
dinner the episodes of the elections were discussed. 
Sviyazlisl^y eonncally mimicked the old Marshal’s tear- 
lul speech and, turning to Nevedovsky, remarked that 
His Excellency wouhl have to adopt a difi'crent and more 
complex motliod of audithig the funds than tears I 
xVnother witty nobleman narrated how footmen with 
knee-breeches and stockings had been imported to wait 
at the ball which the Marshal of the Provmce had 
intended to giv<‘. and that they would now have to be 
sent liack, unless the new Marshal would give a ball with 
stockiiig<‘<i fooinien. 

During the dinner they continually spoke of Nevedovsky 
as ‘ Our Provincial Marshal ’ and addressed him as ‘ Your 
Excellency,’ 

This was uttered with the same pleasure with which 
a iiewiv-marricd woman is addressed as I^Iadamo and 
railed by her hushami’s name. Nevedovsky pretended 
not merely to be iiiditlcrcnt to but to despise this title ; 
but it was evident that he tclt happy and exercised self- 
control to avoid betraying a delight ill-suited to the 
new Liberal circle in which they found themselves. 

During the dinner several telegrams were sent to 
persons interested in the elections. Oblonsky, who was 
feeling very jolly, .sent one to Dolly which ran as follows : 
‘ Nevedovsky elected majority of tw^enty. Con- 
gratulations. Tell news.’ He dictated it aloud, saymg, 
‘ I must cheer them up ! ’ But Dolly, on receivmg 
the telegram, only sighed over the rouble it had cost, 
and understood that it had been sent toward the end 
of a dinner. She knew that Steve had a weakness at 
the end of a dianeT--pa,Tty faire jouer le t^^Vgraphe^ 

Everything, including the splendid dinner and the 
wines — which did not come from Russian merchants, 
but were imported ready-bottled from abroad — ^was 
very distinguished, simple, and gay. The company of 
twenty men had been selecffed by Sviyazhsky from' 
adherents of the new movement and from Liberals, 

1 To set the telegraph going. 
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men who were also witty and respectable. Healths 
\\ere drunk, also half in jest, to the new Provincial 
Marshal, to the Governor, to the Bank Dnecior, and to 
‘ our amiable host.’ 

Vronsky was satisfied. He had not at aH expected to 
find such a pleasant tone in the piovinces. 

"When dinner was over things became still merrier. 
The Governor asked Vronsky to accomxiany him to a 
concert m aid of a ‘ Brotherhood,’ which was being 
arranged by his wife, w*ho wished to make Vronsky’s 
acquaintance. 

‘ There will be a bail afterwards and you will see our 
Society beauty ! Picaliy, she is quite remarkable.’ 

‘Xot in my line,’ answered Vronsky, who was fond 
of that English expiression, but he smiled and promised 
to come. 

When they had already quitted the table and had all 
begun smokiiig, Vronsky’s valet came up to him with a 
letter on a salver. 

‘ Prom Vozdvizliensk, by express messenger,’ he said 
with a significant glance. 

‘ It is extraordmary how much he resembles the Public 
Prosecutor Sventitsky,’ remarked one of the guests in 
French of the valet, while Vronsky, frownmg, read his letter. 

The letter was from Aima. Even before he read it he 
knew its contents. Expecting the elections to end m 
five days, he had promised to return on the Friday. It 
was now Saturday, and he knew that the letter contained 
reproaches for his not having returned punctually. The 
letter he had sent off the evenmg before had probably 
not yet reached her. 

The contents of the letter were just what he expected, 
but its form was unexpected and particularly unpleasant 
to him. ‘ Annie is very ill The doctor says it may be 
inflammation, I lose my head when alone. The Princess 
Barbara is not a help but a hindrance. I expected you 
the day before yesterday, and yesterday, and am now 
sending to find out where you are and what the matter is. 
I wished to come myself, but changed my mind knowing 
that you would not like it. Give me some reply that I 
may know what to do.” 

Baby was ill, and she wished to come herself ! Their 
child ill, and this hostile tone f 
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The innocent mii'th of the elections and this dismal 
burdensome love to which he must return struck Vronsky 
by their contrast. But he had to go, and he took the first 
tram that night for his home. 


CHAPTER XXXII 

Befoke Vronsky went to the elections Anna, having 
considered that the scenes which took place between 
them every time he went away could only tend to estrange 
them instead of hmdmg them closer, resolved to make 
(‘Very possible ettoit to bear the separation calmly. But 
the cold, stern look on his face when he came to teU her 
he was going offended her, and even before he had gone 
her compos arc was upset. 

Later on, meditatmg in solitude on that look — ^which 
expressed his right to freedom — she, as usual, came only 
to a consciousness of her own humiliation. " He has the 
right to go when and where he pleases. Not only to go 
away, but to leave me. He has every right and I have 
none at ail. But, Imowing this, he ought not to do it ! 
But really what has he done ? ... He has looked at me 
coldly and severely. Of course it is indefinable, mtangible, 
but it was not so formerly, and that look means much,’ 
she thought. ‘ That look shows that he is begiiming to 
grow cold.’ 

Though she was convinced that this was the case, she 
could not do anything, could not in any way change her 
relation to him. Just as heretofore, she could hold him 
only by means of her love and attractiveness ; and just 
as heretofore, only by occupations by day and morphia by 
night could she stifle the terrible thought of what would 
happen if he ceased to love her. True, there was one 
means, not of holding him — ^for that purpose she wished 
for nothing except his love — but of putting herseK m 
such a position that he could not abandon her. That 
means was divorce and marriage. She began to wish for 
this, and decided to agree the first time he or Steve should 
mention it to her. 

With these thoughts in her mind she spent five days, 
the days she expected him tb be away. 
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Walks, talks with the Princess Barbara, visits to the 
hospital, and above all reading, reading one book after 
anothei, filled her time. But on the sixth day, when the 
coachman returned from the station without him, she 
felt that she was no longer able to stifle the thought of him 
and of w’hat he 'was domg. Just then her little girl fell 
ill. Anna nursed her, but this did not divert her thoughts, 
especially as the illness was not dangerous. Try as she 
might she could not love that child and she could not 
make a pretence of love. Toward the cvenmg of that 
day, being alone, Anna felt such terror on Vronsky’s 
account that she decided to go to town, but after careful 
consideration she 'wrote that contradictory letter which 
Vronsky received, and wdthout reading it over she sent 
it by express messenger. Next morning she received his 
letter and regretted her o'wn. She anticipated with horror 
a repetition of that stern look he had thrown at her when 
lea^nng, especially when he should learn that the little 
girl was not dangerously ill. But still she was glad she had 
■written. Anna now acknowledged to herself that he was 
weary of her and would regret giving up his freedom to 
return to her; yet in spite of this she was glad that he would 
come. Let him feel weary, but let him be here with her so 
that she might see him and know his every movement. 

She was sitting in the drawing-room, reading by lamp- 
light a new book by Taine, listening to the wind outside, 
and expecting every moment the arrival of the carnage. 
Several times she had thought she heard the sound of 
wheels but had been mistaken ; at last she heard not only 
the wheels but also the coachman’s voice and a dull 
rumbling in the portico. Even the Princess Barbara, 
who was playing patience, confirmed this, and Anna, 
flushing, rose, but instead of going do'wnstairs, as she 
had already done twice, she stood stiU. She suddenly 
felt ashamed of having deceived him and still more afraid 
of how he might treat her. The feeling of injury had 
already passed, and she only feared the expression of his 
displeasure. She remembered that the child had been 
quite well since yesterday. She 'was even vexed with her 
for having recovered as soon as the letter had been sent. 
Then she recollected that he was here, all of him, his hands, 
his eyes. She heard his voice, and forgetting everything 
else ran joyfully to meet hinf. 
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‘ Well, how is Annie ? ’ he asked timidly, looking up 
at Anna as she ran down to liun. 

He was sitting on a chair, and the footman was piillmg 
off his warm boots. 

Oh, it’s nothmg ! She’s better.” 

‘ And you ? ' lie asked, giving himself a shake. 

She took his hand m both hers and drew it to her waist, 
not taking her eyes off hun. 

‘Well, I’m very glad,’ he said, coldly snrveymg her 
eoiffure and the dress which, he knew, she had put on 
lor him. 

All this pleased him, but it had already pleased him so 
often ! Aiid the stem and stony look, which she so 
dreaded, settled on his face. 

‘ Weil, I am very glad. And you are well ? ’ said he, 
wiping his wet beard with his handlterchief, and kissing 
her hand. 

‘ Ko matter,’ she thought, ‘ if only he is here. When he 
is here he can’t and daren’t fail to love me ! ’ 

The evening passed happily and cheerfully in the com- 
pany of the Prmcess Barbara, who complained to him 
that in his absence Anna had been taking moiphia. 

‘ What am I to do ? I could not sleep. . . . My 
thoughts kept me awake. When he is here I never take 
it, or liardiy ever.’ 

Ho told lier about the elections, and Anna know how 
by questions to lead him on to just what pleased him — 
his success. She told him about everything that inter- 
ested him at home, and all her news was most cheerful. 

But late at night, when they were alone, Anna, seemg 
that she had regained full mastery of him, wanted to 
efface the depressmg impression of the look he gave her 
,i[*ropos of the letter, and said : 

‘ But confess that you were vexed to get my letter, 
and did not believe mo ? ’ 

As soon as she had said this she knew that, however 
lovingly disposed he might be to her, he had not forgiven 
her for that letter. 

‘ Yes,’ he answered. ‘ It was such a strange letter. 
Annie was ill, yet you wished to come yourself ! ’ 

‘ That was all true.’ 

‘ I don’t doubt it.’ 

‘ Yes, you do doubt it ! I*see you are displeased.’ 
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‘ Not for a moment. I am only displeased, really, that 
you seem not to wish to admit that there are duties . 

‘ Duties to go to a concert . . 

‘ Don’t lot us talli about it,’ he said. 

‘ Why should we not talk about it ? ’ she replied 

' 1 only wished to say that one may have unavoid- 
able business. Xow, for mstance, I shall have to go to 
Moscow about the house. . , . Oh, xVnna, why are you 
so irritable V Don’t you know that I can’t live witliout 
you ? ’ 

‘ If that is so,’ replied Anna in a suddenly changed 
voice, ‘ it must be that you are weary of this life, . . . 
Yes, you will come for a day and go away again, as men 
do . . .' 

' Anna, that is cruel. I am ready to give my whole 
life . . 

But she did not listen to him. 

‘ If you go to Moscow, I shall go too I I will not stop 
here. Either we must separate or live together.’ 

‘ You know that that is my desire ! But for that . . ,’ 

“ A divorce is necessary ? I will write to him ! 1 see 
I cannot live like this. . . . But I wiU go to Moscow 
with you.’ 

' You speak as if you were threatening me ! Why, I 
don’t wish for anything so much as not to be separated 
from you,’ said Vronsky, smilingly. 

But not a cold look only but the angry look of a hunted 
and exasperated man flashed in his eyes as he spoke 
those tender words. 

She saw that look and rightly guessed its meaning. 

The look said, ‘ If so, this is a misfortune ! ’ It was a 
momentary impression, but she never forgot it. 

Anna wrote to her husband askmg him for a divorce ; 
and at the end of November, having parted from the 
Princess Barbara, who had to go to Petersburg, she moved 
to Moscow with Vronsky. Daily expecting Karenin’s 
reply, to be followed by a divorce, they now established 
themselves like a married couple. 



PART SEVEN 

CHAPTER I ’ 

Tub Levins had been more tlian two months in Moscow. 
The date on which, according to the most exact calcula- 
tions of persons experienced in such matters, Kitty should 
iiave Iieen contiiiod had long passed ; but she had not 
yet been delivered, nor were there any signs that the time 
wis nearer now than it had been two months previously. 
The doctor, the midwife, Dolly, her mother, and especially 
Levin (who could not think without horror of what was 
coming), began to experience impatience and anxiety; 
Kitty alone was perfectly calm and happy. 

She now distinctly realized the awakening of a new 
sense of tenderness for the coming (and for her to some 
extent already existmg) child, and she yielded with 
pleasure to that feeling. It was no longer entirely part 
of herself, but now and then lived its own independent 
life. Sometimes this occasioned her pain, but at the same 
time she wanted to laugh because of this strange new joy. 

AH whom she loved were with her, and all were so kind 
to her and so attentive, and everything was presented to 
her in so pleasant an aspect, that had she not known it 
must soon come to an end she could not have desired a 
better or pleasanter life. The only thing that marred 
the charm of this life was that her husband was nob as 
she loved him best, not as he 3jssd4o be in the country. 

She loved his quiet, kffidly and hospitable manner 
on his estate. In town he always seemed restless and 
on his guard, as if afraid lest some one should insult him 
or, worse still, her. There, on his estate, feeling that he 
was in his right place, he was never in a hurry to go any- 
where and was always occupied. Here in town he was 
always in a hurry, as if fearing to miss something, and yet 
he had nothing to do. She was sorry for him. She knew 
that to others he did not appear to need pity. On the 
contrary, when Kitty watched Mm in company — as one 
268 
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sometimes watches a person one loves, trying to see him 
from a stranger’s point of view, so as to realize the im- 
pression he makes on othens — she saw, even "with some 
jealous fear, that far from needing pity he was very 
attractive, by his good breeding, his rather old-fashioned 
and timid pohtencss to women, his powerful figure, and, 
as she thought, his uncommonly expressive face. But 
she understood him not from without but from within, 
and saw that in town he wns not himself ; she could not 
otherwise define his condition. Sometimes in her heart 
she reproached him for not knowing how to live in town ; 
at other times she confessed that it was really hard for 
him to arrange his hfe here satisfactorily. 

Indeed, w’hat could he do ? He did not care for cards. 
He did not go to the club. She knew now what consorting 
with gay people of Oblonsky’s sort meant — it meant 
drmking and then drivmg somewhere. . . . She could 
not think without horror of where men drove to in such 
cases. Go into Society ? But she Imew that to do so 
he would have to find pleasure in being with young wmmeii, 
and she could not wish that. Stay at home with her and 
her mother and sisters ? But, agreeable and amusmg 
as the same oft-repeated conversations might be to her — 
talks about ‘ Aimes and Nadines,’ as the old Prince called 
those talks between the sisters — she knew they must 
bore him. Then what was left for him to do ? Continue 
to WTite his book ? He did try to do it, and began by 
going to a public library to take notes and look up 
references be required ; but, as he explamed to her, the 
less he did the less time he seemed to have. And he also 
complained that he had talked too much about his book 
here, so that all his ideas had become confused and he had 
lost mterest in them. 

The one advantage of this towm-life was that here they 
never quarrelled. Whether it was that the conditions 
of town-life were different, or that they had both grown 
more careful and reasonable in this respect — at any rate, 
111 Moscow they never had quarrels resulting from jealousy 
such as they had feared when they moved to town. 

An event even occurred of great importance to them 
both in this respect, namely, K-itty’s meeting with Vronsky. 

The old Princess, Mary Borisovna, Kitty’s godmother, 
who had always been very fond of her, particularly wished 
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to see her. Though Kitty was not going out anywhere 
because of her condition, yet she went with her father 
to see the yenerable old lady, and there met Vronsky. 

The only thing Kitty could reproach herself with when 
that visit was over w’as that for an uistant, on recognizing 
Vronsky's once so familiar figure in his civilian clothes, 
she grew breathless, the blood rushed to her heart, and 
she felt a deep flush suffusing her face. But this lasted 
only a few seconds. Her father, purposely addressing 
Vronsky in a loud voice, had not hnished what he was 
saying before she was quite ready to face Vronsky, and 
if need be to converse with him just as she conversed 
with the Princess Mary Borisovna; especially so that 
everything down to the lightest intonation and smile 
might be approved by her husband, w'hose unseen piesencc 
she seemed to feel above hor at that moment. 

She exchanged a few words with Vronsky, and even 
smiled at a joke he made about the elections, to ■whicii 
he alluded as ‘ our parliament.’ (She had to smile to 
show that she understood the joke.) But she at once 
turned to the Princess ]\Iar5^ Borisovna and did not once 
look round at Vronsky till he rose to go. Then she 
looked at him, bub evidently only because it is impohte 
not to look at a man w’^hen he is bowmg to you. 

She w*as grateful to her father for not saying anything 
to her about this encounter with Vronsky ; but, by his 
peculiar tenderness to her durmg their daily walk after 
the visit, she saw that he was pleased with her. She 
was pleased with herself. She had not at all expected 
to find strength to shut dowm somewhere deep in her 
heart all memories of her former feelings for this man, 
and not mei-ely to appear but really to be quite tranquil 
and calm in his presence. 

Levui blushed much more than she had done when 
she told him she had met Vronsky at the Prmcess Mary 
Borisovna's. It w^as very difficult for her to tell him 
this, and still more difficult to go on giving him details 
of the meeting, as he did not ask anything, but only 
frowned and looked at her. 

‘ I am very sorry you were not there,’ she said ; ‘ I 
don’t mean present in the room. ... I should not have 
behaved so naturally with you there. ... I am now 
blushing much morej—mifch, much more,’ she added, 
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lyiutsiiing to tears, ^but I am sorry you could not look 
HI through a crack.’ 

Her truthful eyes told Levin that she was satisfied with 
lierself, and m spite of her blushes he grew calm at once, 
ruid began questioning her, which W'as just what she 
v'anted. When he had heard ah, doivn to the fact that 
1 ast for the first second she could not help blushing, but 
tliat afterwards she had felt as natural and easy as with 
ai^voiie she might happen to meet, ho became quite happy, 
and said he was very glad it had happened and in future 
iie would not behave as stupidly as he had done at the 
election, but would try to be as friendly as possible with 
\h-onsky nest time he mot him. 

‘ It IS so 1^0 think that there is a man 'who is 

almost my enemy, — whom I dislike to meet,’ said Levin» 
■ 1 am very, very glad I ’ 


CHAPTER II 

• Well then, please call on the Bols,’ said Kitty to her 
nusband when, at about eleven o’clock in the morning, 
he came to her room before going out. ‘ T know you 
are dmmg at the club. Papa put your name down. But 
what aio you gomg to do this morning ? ’ 

‘ Only gomg to see Katavasov,’ answered Levin. 

‘ Why so early ? ’ 

‘ He promised to introduce me to ]\Ietrov. I want 
to have a talk with him about my work. He is a cele- 
brated Petersburg scholar,’ rephed Levin. 

‘ Oh yes ! It was his article you praised so ? Well, 
and then ? ’ inquired Kitty. 

‘ Then I may call round at the Courts about my sister’s 
case.’ 

‘ And the concert ? ’ 

‘ Oh, what’s the good of my going alone ? ’ 

‘ Oh yes, do go I They are giving those now pieces. 
. . . It used to mterest you so. I should certainly go.’ 

‘ Weil, in any case I will come hack before dinner,’ he 
said, glancing at his watch. 

‘ But put on a mornmg coat, so that you can call on 
the Countess Boi on the way,’ ' 
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‘ Is it a,bsolutcly necessary then ? ’ 

‘ Yes, absolutely ! He called on us. Why, where is the 
difficulty ? You’ll call on your W'ay, you’U sit down, 
talk about the weather for five minutes, and then get up 
and go away.’ 

‘ Well, will you believe it ? I have got so out of the 
habit that it makes me feel ashamed. A stranger arrives, 
Sits down, remains a while doing nothing, disturbs them, 
upsets himself, and goes away again.’ 

Kitty laughed. 

‘ But as a bachelor you used to pay calls ? ’ she said. 

‘ I did, but I always felt ashamed, and now I am so out 
of the habit of it that, seriously', I would rather go without 
dinner for two days than pay that call ! It is so em- 
barrassing ! I feel the whole time that they will be 
offended and vdli say, ‘‘Why have you come when you 
have no business here ? ” ’ 

‘ No, they won’t be offended. I will vouch for that ! ’ 
said Kitt 5 % looking laughingly into his face. She took 
his hand. " ‘ Well, good-bye ! . . . Please call on them ’ ’ 

He was about to go after kissmg her hand, when she 
stopped him. 

‘ Kostya, do you Icnow I have only fifty roubles left ? ’ 

‘ Well, what of that ? FU call at the bank and get 
€ome. . . . How much ? ’ he asked, with a dissatisfied 
look familiar to her, 

‘ No, wait a moment.’ She held him by the hand. ‘ Let’ s 
talk it over, it bothers me. I don’t think I spend on 
anything superfluous, and yet the money simply flies 
away 1 There is something we don’t do right.’ 

‘ Not at all,’ he said, coughing and looking at her from 
under his brows. 

She knew that cough. With him it was a sign of great 
displeasure, not with her but with himself. He was 
reaOy dissatisfied, not because they had spent so much, 
but because he had been reminded of a matter which, well 
knowing that something was wrong, he wished to forget. 

‘ I have told Sokolov to seU the wheat and draw the 
money for the mill in advance. We shall have money 
in any case.’ 

‘ Yes, but I’m afraid that in general too much . . 

‘ Not at aU, not at all ! ’ he repeated. ‘ WeB, good- 
bye, darling ! ’ 
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‘ But, really, sometimes I am sorry I listened to Mama ! 
How nice it would have been in the country ! As it 
I have worn vou all out, and we are wasting money . . 

‘ Not at all, not at ail ! Not once since our marriage 
have I said to myself that things might have been better 
than they arc. . , 

‘ Is that true ? ’ she said, looking into Ins eyes. 

He had said it viithout thinkmg, to comfort her. But 
when he looked and saw those dear, truthful eyes 
qucstionmgly fixed on him, he repeated the words from 
the bottom of his heart. ‘ Decidedly I am forgetting her,’ 
he thought, remembering what was so soon awaiting them. 

‘ Will it be soon ? How do you feel I ’ he whispered, 
taking both her hands in his. 

‘ I have so often thought so, that now I have given uj < 
thinking.’ 

' And you are not afraid ? ’ 

She smiled contemptuously. 

‘ Not an atom ! ’ she answered. 

‘ Well, should there be anythmg — I shall be at Kata- 
vasov’s.’ 

‘ No, there won’t be anything ; don’t imagine it. 1 
shall go for a walk on the boulevard with Papa. ^Ve 
will call at Dolly’s. I’ll expect you before dinner. . . 
Oh, yes I Do you know, Dolly’s situation is becoming 
quite impossible ! She is deep in debt, and has no money. 
Mama and I were talkmg about it with Arseney ’ (so 
she called her sister’s, the Princess Lvova’s, husband), 
‘ and we decided to set you and him at Steve. It is quite 
impossible. We can’t speak to Papa about it. . . . But 
if you and he . . .’ . 

‘ But what can we do ? ’ said Levin. 

‘ Well, anyhow, you will see Arseney. Have a tails with 
him, and he will tell you what we decided.’ 

‘ I’m ready to agree with Arseney beforehand. Well, 
I’R call on him then. . . . By the way, if I go to the 
concert, I’ll go with Nataly. Well, good-bye ! ’ 

At the porch Kuzma, an old servant of his bachelor 
days, who was now managing the household in town, 
stopped Levin. 

‘Krasavchik’ (one of the pair of carriage horses 
brought from the country) ‘has been re -shod but still 
goes lame,’ said he, ‘ What are your orders ? ’ 
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On first coming to Moscow Levm had taken an mterest 
in the horses they brought from the country. He wanted 
to arrange the matter as well and as cheaply as possible ; 
but it turned out that their own horses cost them more 
than hired ones would have done, and they hired horses 
as well. 

* Send for the vet, maybe it’s a bruise,’ 

* Yes, and what wifi Catherine Aloxandrovna do ? ’ 
asked Kuzma. 

Levin no longer thought it strange, as he had done whe 
he first came to Moscow, that to go from the Vozdvizhenkt 
Street to Sivtsev-Vrazhek it was necessary to harness c. 
pair of strong horses to a heavy carriage to drive through 
the snowy slush a quarter of a verst, to keep the carriage 
waiting tiicre for four hours, and to pay five roubles for it. 
Now all this seemed quite natural. 

‘ Hire a pair of horses, to be harnessed to our carriage.’ 

* Yes, sir ! ’ 

And, thanks to the conditions of town life, having thus 
simply and easily solved a difiiculty which m the countiy 
would have required much exertion and personal 
attention. Levin went out, called an izvoshcTiih, and drove 
to the Nikitskaya. On his way he thought no more abou** 
money, but considered how he could make the acquaint- 
.ance of the Petersburg scholar, who was studying 
sociology, and how he would talk to him about his book. 

Only during the very first days in Moscow had the 
unproductive but inevitable expenditure, so strange to 
country toik, yet demanded on all sides, startled Levin. 
Now he was used to it. In this respect the thmg had 
happened to him which is said to happen to drunkards. 
" The first glass you drive m lilie a stake, the second flies 
like a crake, and after the third they fly like wee little 
birds.’ When he had changed the first hundred-rouble 
note to buy liveries for the footman and hall porter, he 
had involuntarily calculated that those useless liveries — 
which, however, were absolutely necessary, judging by the 
surprise of the old Princess and Kitty at his hint that one 
could do without liveries— -would cost as much as the hire 
of two labourers for the summer months, that is, of one 
for about three hundred working days between Easter 
and Advent — and each a day of heavy labour from early 
morning till late in the evening. He parted with that 
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Iniiidred-rouble note not "without a straggle. Tlie next 
such note he changed to buy provisions for a family 
dinner, costing twenty-eight roubles ; and though he 
remembered that twenty-eight roubles was the price 
of lime chetverts of oats mown, bound mto sheaves, 
threshed, wumowed, sifted, and shoieiled with sweat 
and groans, nevertheless it w^ent more easily than the first. 
The notes he now ehangeil no longer evokefl such cal- 
culations, but flew awa}" like wee birds. Whetlier the 
bleasuie afforded by wdiat it purchased corresponded to 
4he labour expended m acquiring the money %vas a 
consideration long smee lost sight of. His farming 
calculations that there is a price below which certam 
grain must not be sold were forgotten too. The rye — after 
he had so long hold out for a certain price — was sold fifty 
kopeks a chetvert cheaper than had been offered him 
a month ago. Even the calculation that it would be 
impossible to live for a year at that rate of expenditure 
without runnmg into debt — even that calculation had 
lost its meaning. The one thing needful was to have 
money m the bank, without askmg whence it came, so 
as to be always sure of the wherewithal to get to-morrow’s 
beef. Till now he had always observed that rule ; ho 
had always had money in the bank. But now he had 
no money remaining there, and did not quite know where 
to get any. It was this that had upset him for a moment 
-when Kitty reminded him about money ; however, he 
had no time to think about it. While driving he thought 
of Katavasov and of makmg Metrov’s acquaintance. 


CHAPTER III 

lluRiNG his stay in Moscow Levin had renewed his 
intimacy with his fellow-student of university days, now 
Professor Katavasov, whom he had not seen since his 
marriage. He hked Katavasov because of his clear and 
simple outlook on life. Levin thought Katavasov’s 
clear outlook resulted from the poverty of his nature, 
and Katavasov thought Levin’s inconsequential opinions 
resulted from a lack of mental discipline ; but Katavasov’s 
clarity pleased Levm, and the abundance of Levin’s 



276 


AXKA KAREMXA 


undisciplined thoughts pleased Katavasov, so they liked 
to meet and argue. 

Levin had read some parts of his book to Katavasov^ 
who liked it. Happening to meet Levm at a public 
lecture the previous day, Katavasov had told him that 
tlie celebrated l\Ietrov, whose article had so pleased Levin, 
was in Moscow and was much interested in what Kata- 
vasov had told him of Levin’vS work, that he would be 
at his house next clay about eleven m the morning and 
would be very pleased to make Levm’s acc|uain lance. 

‘ Decidedly you are improving — quite a pleasure to see 
it,* said Katavasov as he welcomed Levin in the httle 
drawmg-room. ‘ 1 hoard the bell and thought “ It’s 
impossifile he can have come punctually.” . . . Well, 
wiiafc d’you think of the Montenegrins ? They are bom 
warriors ! ’ 

‘ What’s happened ? ’ asked Levin. 

Katavasov in a few words told him the latest news, 
and, taking him into the study, introduced Levin to a tall, 
wsturdy, and very agreeable-looking man. It was Metrov. 
Tlu^ conversation rested for a time on politics and on how 
the highest circles in Petersburg regarded the latest 
events. IHetrov (iuotod words on the subject attribifted 
to the Emperor and one of the Ministers, which he had 
from a leliahle source. Katavasov, however, had heard 
With equal detiniteness that the Emperor said something 
quite chfTeront. Levm tried to imagine a situation in 
which both utterances might have been made, and the 
subject was dropped. 

‘ He has written ahnost a book on the natural condition 
of the labourer in relation to the land,’ said Katavasov. 

‘ I am not a specialist, but as a naturalist I liked his not 
taking humanity as something outside zoological laws, 
but on the contrary regarding it as dependent on its 
surroundings, and searchmg in this dependence for the 
laws of its development,’ 

‘ That is very mteresting,’ said Metrov, 

‘ I really began to write a book on agriculture, but 
being occupied with the chief instrument in agriculture, 
the labourer,’ said Levin with a blush, ‘ I involuntarily 
arrived at quite unexpected results.’ 

And Levin began carefully, as if feeling his way, to 
expound his views. He Imew that Metrov had written 
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an article running counter to the generally accepted 
teachings of political economy, but how far he could 
hope for his sympathy with his o-\\ii novel views Levin 
did not know, and could not gather from the expression 
of the Professor’s quiet and intelhgent face. 

‘ But in -what do you perceive the peculiar quality of 
the Russian worker ? ’ asked Metrov. ‘ In his zoo- 
logical quahties, so to say, or m the conditions in which 
he is placed ? ’ 

Levm detected in this veiy question a thought with 
which he did not agree ; but he continued to expound 
his view, which was that the Russian labourer’s view' 
of the land is quite different from that of other nations. 
To illustrate this theory he hastened to add that, m 
his opmion, the Russian people view results from their 
consciousness of a vocation to populate the vast un- 
occupied tracts m the East. 

‘ It is easy to be led astray when drawing conclusions 
as to the general vocation of a people,’ said IMetrov, 
interrupting Levin. ‘ The condition of the labourer will 
always depend on his relation to land and capital.’ 

And without letting Levin finish explainmg his idea, 
Metrov began expounding to him the peculiarity of his 
own teaching. 

What that peculiarity consisted in Levin did not 
understand, because he did not even try to do so. Ije saw 
that Metrov, like the others, despite the article in which 
he refused the teachmgs of the economists, still regarded 
the position of the P^^ussian labourer merely from the 
standpomt of capital, wages, and rent. Though he had 
to admit that in the Eastern and greater part of Russia 
rents were still nil, that wages — for nine-tenths of the 
eighty millions of the Russian population — represented 
only sustenance for themselves, and that capital did 
not yet exist except in the form of most primitive tools, 
yet he regarded every labourer merely from that one 
point of view, though on many points he disagreed with 
the ecr’^omists and had his own theory of wages, which 
he r/^piamed to Levin. 

,^Levm listened reluctantly and at first made objections, 
ile wanted to interrupt Metrov and to state his own idea, 
which he considered would render a further statement 
of Metrov’s view superfluous/ But afterw'ards, having 

211 tr 
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«‘<nwiiu'e(i Inmself that tliey looked at the question so 
iliiTerentiy that tliey would never understand one another, 
ne ceased making olqections and merely listened. Though 
what JMetrov was saying now no longer interested him at 
all, he felt some pleasure aU the same m hearing han. 
liis vanity was flatteied by the fact that so learned a 
man should explain his opinions to him so willingly, so 
earetully, and with such faith m Levin’s knowledge of 
the Kulqect that he sometimes by a mere hint indicated 
a whole aspt'ct of the matter. Levin attributed this to 
his own worth, not knowmg that Metrov, who had 
exhausted the matter with all his intimates, was particu- 
I'lrty pleased to speak about it to any fresh person, and 
211 general, willingly spoke to everj^'body about the subject 
With w'hich he was occupied and which was not yet clear 
tf> himself. 

' I’m afraid we shall be late,’ said Katavasov, glancing 
at the clock as soon as Metrov had finished his dis 
quisition. 

' Yes, there is a meeting of the Society of Amateurs m 
lionour of Svmtich’s jubilee,’ Katavasov went on, in 
answer to Levin’s inquiry. ‘ Peter Ivanovich ’ (Metrov 
* and I have anuiiged to go. I have promised to read , 
pa}>er on his work on Zoology. Come with us, it w'ili 
i)c very interesting.’ 

It is quite time,’ remarked Metrov. ‘ Com* 
with us, and then, if you care to, come home with me. x 
should very much like to hear your work.’ 

' Oh no, it is still so unfinished ! But I shall be please< 
to go to the meeting.’ 

‘ And have you heard ? I gave in a separate report,' 
Katavasov called out from the next room, where he was 
changing his coat. 

They began a conversation about a controversy in the 
university, which was one of the most important events 
in Moscow that winter. Three old professors on the 
Council had not accepted the opmion of the youngei 
ones ; the younger ones presentee! a separate resolution. 
This resolution was, in the opinion of some peoj/>, a 
dreadful one, •while according to others it was very siin'j^fie 
and just. The professors were divided into two camps. 

The side to which Katavasov belonged accused theh 
opponents of mean treachery and deception ; whih, 
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the others imputed — youthfulness and disrespect for 
authority. Levin, though ho did not belong to the 
university, had since liis arrival in Moscow more than 
onoe heard aiicl conversed about this affair, and had 
formed his ovti opinion on the subject ; and ho took part 
m the conversation which was continued in the street 
until they all three arrived at the old university buildings. 

The meeting had already begun. At the table covered 
with a cloth at which Katavasov and I^Ietrov took their 
seats six men were sitting, and one of them, with his head 
bent close over a manuscript, was reading something. 
Levin took one of the vacant chairs which were stand - 
uig round the table, and in a whisper asked a student 
who was sitting there what was bemg read. With a 
displeased look at Levin the student replied : ‘ The 

biography ! ’ 

Thougii the biography of the scientist did not interest 
Levin, he listened involuntarily and learned a few inter- 
esting facts about the celebrated man’s life. 

When the reader had finished, the chairman thanked 
liim and read aloud some verses for the jubilee sent by 
I the poet Ment, adding a few words of thanks to the poet. 
Then Katavasov, in his loud strident voice, read his paper 
on the scientific work of the man whose jubilee it was. 

When Katavasov had finished, Levm looked at his 
.>vatch, saw that it was getting on for two, and %ought 
•that there would be no time to read his manusenpt to 
Metrov before the concert, and besides, he no longer felt 
pneiined to do so. During the readings he had also been 
fchuildng about the talk they had had. It was now clear 
to him that though Metrov’ s views might perhaps be of 
importance, his own ideas were of importance too, and 
these views could be formulated and lead to results only 
if each of them worked separately along the Imes he 
had selected, but communicatmg them to one another 
could not lead to any result. Making up his mind to 
decline Metrov’s invitation, therefore. Levin approached 
him as soon as the meeting ended. Metrov introduced 
him to the chairman, with whom he was discussing 
the political news. In this connection Metrov told the 
chairman the same thing that he had already told Levin, 
ipnd Levin made the same remarks as he had made in the 
finoming, hut for the sake of .diversity expressed also a 
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new view of his own — ^^vhieh had but just entered his 
head. After that tiiey began talking about the university 
question. As Le'vin had already heard all that, he 
hastened to toll Metrov that he regretted he was unable 
to accept his invitation, shook hands, and drove off to rhe 
Lvovs’. 


CHAPTER IV 

Lvov, who was married to Kitty’s sister Nataly, had 
passed all his life in the capitals and abroad, where he 
had been educated and where he had been m the diplo- 
matic service. 

The year before, he had quitted the diplomatic service, 
not because of any unpleasantness (he never had un- 
]jleasantness with anyone), but had exchanged into the 
Moscow Court Ministry in order to be able to give his 
boys the best education. 

Despite very acute differences in their habits and 
opinions, and the fact that Lvov -was older than Levm, 
they became very intimate and attached to one another 
that winter. 

Levin found Lvov at home, and entered unannounced. 

Wearing an indoor jacket with a belt, morocco leather 
shoesj^ and with a pince-nez of blue glass on his nose, 
Lvov sat in an easy-chair reading a book lying on a lectern 
before him, and carefully held at a distance in his shapely 
hand a cigar half turned to ashes. 

His handsome, refined, and still young-looking face, to 
which the curly, glossy, silver hair gave a still more well- 
bred appearance, lit up with a smile when he saw Levin. 

‘ Good ! And I was just going to send to you. Well, 
and how is Kitty ? Take this chair, it’s more com- 
fortable.’ He rose and pushed forward a rocking-chair. 
‘ Have you read the last circular in the Journal de 
St Petersbourg? I think it splendid,’ said he with a 
slightly Flench accent. 

Levin told him what he had heard from Katavasov of 
what was said in Petersburg, and, after some talk on 
politics, Levin recounted how he had made Metrov’s 
acquaintance and had gone to the meeting. This 
interested Lvov very much. 
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There now ! I eiwy you for having the entrance to 
that interesting scientific world/ he said, and having 
started talking he changed, as he usually did, into Trench, 
which he spoke more easily. ‘ It’s true I have no time 
to spare, my work and occupation with the children 
deprive me of that ; besides, I am not ashamed to confess 
that my education was far too insufficient.” 

‘ I don’t think so/ said Levin with a smile, feeling, as 
usual, touched by the other’s low opmiori of himself, 
which was not in the least affected from desire to appear, 
or oven to be, modest, but was quite smcere. 

‘Oh, yes ! I now feel how little educated I am ! Even 
for the children’s lessons I often have to refresh my 
memory, or even simply to learn things. For it is not 
enough to have masters, one must have a supervisor as 
well, just as you have both labourers and an overseer on 
your estate. I was just reading,’ and he showed Levin 
Buslaev’s Grammar which lay on the lectern. ‘ They 
expect Misha to know this, and it is so difficult. . . . 
Will you explain this to me ? He says here . . .’ 

Levin tried to explain that it is impossible to under- 
stand it and that it must just be learnt by heart; but 
Lvov did not agree with him. 

‘ Yes ' You laugh at it ! ’ 

‘ On the contrary ! You have no idea how, when I see 
you, I am always learning what awaits me — the education 
of my children.’ 

‘ Oh, come ! You’ve nothing to learn from me I ’ said 
Lvov. 

‘ All I know is that I never saw better brought up 
children than yours,’ said Levin, ‘and do not wish for 
better children.’ 

Lvov evidently tried to restrain the expression of Ms 
delight, but a radiant smile ht up his face. 

‘ If only they turn out better than I ! That is all I 
desire. You do not yet know all the difficulties one has 
with boys who, like mine, have been neglected through 
our life abroad/ said he. 

‘ They’ll catch it affi up. They are such gifted children ! 
The chief thing is the moral training. That is what I 
learn by watching your children.’ 

‘ You talk of moral training 1 You can’t imagme how 
difficult that is I You have* hardly mastered one fault 
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when another crops up and there is a fresh struggle. One 
must have the sux)port of religion — you remember our 
talk about that . No father relymg on his 

own strength, without that support, could educate a 
child.’ 

This conversation, on a topic that always interested 
Levin, was cut short by the entrance of the beautiful 
Nataly Alexandrovna, who came in dressed to go out. 

‘ Oh, I didn’t know you were here,’ she said, evidently 
not at all soriy but rather ]ileased at havmg interrupted 
a conversation which she had heard long ago, and of which 
she was weary. ‘ And how is Kitty ? I am dining with 
you to-day. Look here, Arseney,’ she said, tummg to 
her iiusband, ‘ you will take the carriage . . 

And husband and wife began discussing what they would 
do that day. As the husband had to go and meet some 
one oiricially, and the wife was going to the concert and 
tlien to a public meeting of the South-Eastern Committee, 
there "was much to decide and arrange. Levin, as one 
of tlie family, had to take part in the deliberations. It 
Tvas settled that Levin w’ould drive with Nataly to 
the concert and to the xniblic meeting, and from there 
tlioy would send the caniage to the office to fetch 
Arseney, who would call for his wife and take her on to 
Kitty’s, or if he was detained by business he would 
send the carriage back, and Levin would accompany 
her. 

‘ He spoils me, you know,’ said Lvov to his wife, m- 
dicating Levin. ‘ He assures me that our children are 
splendid, though T see so much that is bad in them.’ 

' Arseney goes to extremes, as I always tell hun/ said 
his wife, ‘ If you look for perfection, you will never be 
satisfied. What Papa says is perfectly true ; when we 
were brought up they went to one extreme, and kept us 
children in the attics while our parents lived on the 
first fioor; but now it’s just the reverse — the lumber 
room for the parents and the first Jloor for the children ! 
Nowadays parents are hardly allowed to live, and 
everything is for the children.’ 

‘ Why not, if that is pleasanter ? ’ said Lvov with his 
handsome smile, touching her hand. ‘ Those who don’t 
know you would think you were not a mother but a 
stepmother 1’ 
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‘ No, extremes are not right m any case,’ said Natalj 
qnietly, putting his paper-knife in its right place on the 
table. 

' Ah ! Come here, you perfect children ' ’ said Lvov 
to two little boys, who, after bowing to Levin, approached 
their father, evidently wishing to ask him something. 

Levm wanted to talk to them and hear what they 
w'ould say to their father, but Nataly spoke to him, 
and then Makhotin, a follow official of Lvov’s, came 
in Court uniform to fetch Lvov to meet some one ; and an 
unending conversation began about Herzegovma, the 
Prmcess Korzinskaya, the Duma, and the Countess 
Apraxina’s sudden death. 

Levm had forgotten the commission he had been 
charged with and only remembered it wdien on his way 
to the ante -room. 

‘ Oh, Klitty wished me to have a talk with you about 
Oblonsky,’ he said, when Lvov paused on the stall’s as 
he V as seeing his wife and Levm down. 

' Yes, yes. Maman wishes us, les bcaux-fn res,^ to 
come down on him,’ said Lvov, blushing. ‘ But T^hy 
should I ? ’ 

‘ WeU then, I will be down on him 1 ’ said his wife 
smiling, as she stood m her white fur-lmed cloak waiting 
for them to finish their talk. ‘ Come, let us go ! ’ 


CHAPTEPv V 

At the Matinee Cciicert there were two very interesting 
items. 

One was King Lear on the Heathy a fantasia, and the 
other was a quartet dedicated to the memory of Bach, 
Both pieces were new and in the new style, and Levin 
wished to form an opinion on them. When he had 
conducted his sister-in-law to her seat, he took his 
station behind a pillar, resolved to listen as attentively 
and as conscientiously as possible. He tried not to let 
his mmd wander nor to let his impression of the music 
be marred by looking 'at the white-tied conductor’s 
arm-waving, which always so unpleasantly distracts 

1 The brothers-m-law. 
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one’s attention from the music ; nor by the ladies with 
their bonnets, the ribbons of which were so carefully 
tied over their ears for the concert; nor by all those 
other persons who were either not mterested in any- 
thing or were interested in ail sorts of things other than 
music. He carefully avoided the musical experts and 
groat talkers, and stood with lowered eyes gazmg straight 
before hmi, listening. 

But the longer he listened to the King Lear fantasia, 
the further he felt from the possibility of forming any 
definite opinion. Tlie musical expression of some 
emotion seemed perpetually on the point of beginning, 
when it suddenly broke into fragments of the expression 
of other emotions or even into unrelated sounds which, 
elaborate tliough they were, were only connected by 
the W'him of the composer. Even these fragments of 
musical expression, though some of them were good, 
were unpleasing because they were quite unexpected 
and unprepared for. I^Iirth, sadness, despair, tender- 
ness, triumph came forth without any cause, liiie the 
thoughts of a madman. And, as m the mind of a mad- 
man, these emotions vanished just as unexpectedly. 

Throughout the performance Levm felt like a deaf 
person watching a dance. He was quite perplexed 
when the music stopped and felt very tired as a result 
of strained attention ({uite unrewarded. From all 
sides came loud applause. Every one rose, began to 
walk about, and to talk. Wishmg to clear up his own 
perple3:ity by hearing other people’s impressions, Levin 
w’ent to look for the experts, and was pleased to find a 
celebrated one chatting with his own acquaintance, 
Pestsov. 

' Wonderful ! ’ Pestsov was saying in his deep bass. 
' How do you do, Constantine Bmitrich ? . . . Especi- 
ally shapely, plastic, and rich in colour, if one ma> say 
so, is the passage w'here you feel the approach of 
Cordelia, the woman, dm eioige Wdhliclie,^ and she 
enters upon a struggle with fate.’ 

‘ Why, xvhat has Cordelia to do with it ? ’ Levin 
asked timidly, having quite forgotten that the fantasia 
presented King Lear on the heath. 

* Cordelia appears . . . here ! ’ said Pestsov, tapping 

1 Tile otenic-il femumiti. 
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with his fingers the glossj’ programme he w'as holding, 
and handing it to Levin. 

Only then did Levin recollect the title of the fantasia, 
and hastened to read the Russian tianslation of a passage 
from vShakespeare, which tvas printed on the back. 

‘ You can’t follow without it,’ said Pcs Iso v turning 
to Levin, as the man he had been tallimg to had gone 
away and he had no one else to talk to. 

During the interval Levui and Pestsov began a dis- 
cussion on the merits and defects of the \\agnerian 
tendency in music. Levm maintained that the mistake 
of Y^'agner and of all his followers lay in tiymg to make 
music enter the domain of another art, and that poetry 
commits the same error -when it depicts the features 
of a face, w’hich should be done by painting, and, as 
an example of this kuid of error, he mentioned a sculptor 
wiio tried to chisel the shadows of poetic images 
arismg round the pedestal of his statue of a poet. ‘ The 
sculptor’s shadows so little resembled shadows that 
they even clung to a ladder,’ said Levin. He liked this 
phrase, but could not remember wiiether he had not 
used it before, and to Pestsov himself, and after saying 
it he grew embarrassed. 

Pestsov argued that art was all one, and that it can 
only reach its highest manifestations by uniting all the 
different kinds of art. 

Levin could not listen to the second part of the concert, 
for Pestsov, who stood beside him, talked all the while 
and found fault with the piece because of its unnecessary 
and sickly affectation of simplicity, comparing it with 
the simplicities of the pre-Raphaelite school of painting. 
On gouig out Levin met several other acquamtances, 
with whom he talked about politics, music, and mutual 
friends ; among others he met Count Bob He had 
quite forgotten his intended visit to him. 

"Well then, go at once,’ said the Prmcess Lvova, to 
whom he mentioned the matter. ‘Perhaps they won’t 
receive you, and then call for me at the meeting. Y^ou 
have time enough.’ 


211 
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CHAPTER VI 

• Peehaps they don’t receive to-day ? ’ said Levin as 
lie entered the hall of Countess Bol’s house. 

‘ They do ; please walk in,’ said the haU-porter, 
determinedly helping him off with his overcoat. 

‘ What a mnsaricc ! ’ thought Levin with a sigh, as 
he pulled oft one glove and smoothed his hat. ‘ What 
is the good of my going in ? And what on earth am 
i to say to them ? ’ 

As he entered the first drawing-room he met m the 
doonvay the Countess Bol, who with an anxious and 
sterii expression was giving orders to a servant. When 
she saw Levin she smiled and asked him into the next 
loom, a smaller drawing-room, whence came the sound 
of voices. In that room, seated in arm-chairs, were 
rlie Countess’s two daughters and a hloscow Colonel 
with whom Levin was acquainted. Levm went up 
to them, said ' How-do-you-do,’ and sat down on a 
chair beside the sofa, holdmg his hat m his hand. 

* How is your 'wife ? Have you been to the concert ? 
We could not go. Mama had to attend the funeral.’ 

' Ves, I have heard. . . . How sudden it was ! ’ said Levin. 

Fhc Countess came in and sat do'wn on the sofa, and 
.she too inquired about his 'wife and about the concert. 

Levin an.swered, and repeated his remark about the 
suddenness of the Countess Apraxina’s death. 

' But she always was delicate.’ 

‘ Were you at the opera last night ? ’ 

* Yes, 1 was.’ 

' Wasn’t Lucca splendid ? ’ 

' Yes, splendid,’ he replied, and as he 'was quite m- 
different lo what they might think of him, he repeated 
what they had heard hundreds of times about the 
peculiarities of that singer’s talent. The Countess Bol 
pretended to be listening- When he had said enough and 
paused, the C'olonel, who till then had kept silent, began 
also to talic about the opera and about the lighting of 
the tpera-house. At length, having mentioned the 
folle journee ^ that was being got up at Tjnirin’s, he 
laughed, rose noisily, and went away. Levin rose too, 

1 liad fete. 
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but saw the Countess’s face that it was not yet time 
for him to leave. He had to endure another mmute 
or two, so he sat dovui again. 

As, however, he kept on thinking how siEy it was, 
he found ndthmg to speak about and remained silent. 

‘ You are not going to the public meeting ? They 
say it will be very interesting,’ began the Countess. 

‘No, but I promised my sister-in-law to call for her 
there,’ said Levin. 

There was a pause, and the mother exchanged glances 
with her daughter. 

‘ Well, I expect it’s time now,’ thought Levin, and 
rose. The ladies shook hands -with him and asked him 
to tell his wife mllh clioses ^ from them. 

The haU-porter as he helped him on with his overcoat 
asked where he ■\vas staymg, and at once entered his 
address m a large weU-bound book. 

‘ Of course it’s aU the same to me, but still it makes 
one ashamed, and it’s awfully stupid,’ thought Levin, 
comfortmg himself with the reiSection that everybody 
does it ; and he went on to the meeting of the committee, 
where he had to meet his sister-in-law in order to 
accompany her to his own home. 

At the meeting of the committee there were a great 
many people and almost the whole of Society. Levin 
was in time to bear a summary which everybody said 
was very interesting. When that had been read the 
Society folk gathered into a group, and Levin met 
Sviyazhsky, who asked him to be sure and come that 
evening to a meeting of the Agricultural Society where 
an important report was to be read. He also met 
Oblonsky, who had just come from the races, and many 
other persons he knew. Levin again expressed, and 
heard, various opinions about the meeting, the nev^ 
fantasia, and a trial. But probably as a result of the 
mental fatigue he was beginning to feel, he made a slip 
when talking of the trial, and he afterwards remembered 
that slip with vexation several times. Speaking of the 
punishment awaiting a foreigner, who was being tried 
in Russia, and of how unjust it would be to banish him 
from the country, Levin repeated what be had heard 
said the day before by a man he knew. 

1 To give his wiJe their love. 
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‘ It soeiiis to me that to send him abroad would be 
like punishing a pike by throwing it into the w^ater,’ 
said Levin ; and only afterwards remembered that 
that tliought, apxjarontly given out as his own, and 
which he had heard from his acquaintance, was taken 
from one of Krylov’s fables, and that his acquaintance 
had repeated it from a feuillcton. 

Having conducted his sister-in-law to his house, where 
he found Kitty cheerful and quite all right, Levm went 
off to the club. 


CHAPTER VII 

Levin arrived at the club in good time. Members 
and visitors were driving up as he got there. He had 
long not been there — not since the days when after 
iea\ung the university he had lived in Moscow and 
gone out mto Society. He remembered the club and 
the external details of its rooms, but had quite forgotten 
the impression it then made upon him. But as soon 
as lie entered the semi-circular courtyard, got out of 
his sledge and entered the porch, where he was met by 
a hall-porter with a shoulder-belt who noiselessly opened 
the door and bowed to Inm ; as soon as he saw in the 
haU the coats and goloshes of those of the members 
who realized that it was easier to take off their goloshes 
downstairs than to go up m them ; and as soon as he 
heard the mysterious ring of the bell that amiounced 
his ascent; and while mountmg the shallow steps of 
the carpeted stairs perceived the statue on the landing, 
and saw upstairs the third hall-porter in club hvery-7- 
whom he recognized, though the man had aged— who 
opened the door for him without haste or delay, gazing 
at the new arrival — directly he saw all this, Levin was 
enveloped in the old familiar atmosphere of the place, 
an atmosphere of repose, ease, 'and propriety. 

* Let me have your hat, sir,’ said the porter to Levin, 
who had forgotten the club rule that hats must be left 
at the entrance. ' It’s a long time since you were here ! 
The Prince entered your name ^'esterclay. Prince 
Oblonsky is not here yet.’ ' 
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PART VII, CHAPTER VII 

This hall-porter not only laiew Levin but know ail 
Ms connections and relatives as well, and at once men- 
tioned some of his intimate friends. 

Passing first through a room in which were several 
screens, and then a room on the right m which was a 
partition and a fruit-stall, Levin, havmg overtaken 
and passed an old man who was walking slowly, entered 
the noisy and crowded dining-room. 

He passed among the tables, which were nearly ail 
occupied, surveying the guests. Here and there he came 
across all sorts of people he knew : old and young, some 
whom he only just knew and some with whom he was 
mtimate. There was not one angry or anxious face 
among them. All seemed to have left their cares and 
anxieties beinnd them in the hall with their hats, and 
to be preparmg to enjoy the material blessings of life 
at their leisure. Sviyazhsky and Shcherbatsky, Nevc- 
dovsky and the old Prmce, Vronsky and Koznyshev, ah 
were there. 

‘ Why are you so late ? ’ asked the old Prince with 
a smile, holding out his hand over his shoulder. ‘ How 
is Kitty ? ’ he added, smoothing the table-napkm, which 
he had tucked in behmd a button of his waistcoat. 

‘ She’s ah right : they are aU three dining together.’ 

‘ Ah ! Almes-Nadines ! Well, there’s no room at 
our table. Go to that table, and be quick and secure 
a seat,’ said the old Prince, and turning away he care- 
fully took a plate of fish soup that was handed to him. 

‘ Levin ! Here ! ’ shouted some one a little farther off, 
in a kindly voice. It was Turovtsin. He sat beside 
a young military man, and two chairs were tilted against 
their table. Levin joined them with pleasure. He 
always liked that good-natured spendthrift Turovtsin ; 
with him was associated the memoiy of his proposal 
to Kitty ; but to-day, after all those strained iatellectual 
conversations, Turovtsm’s good-natured face was par- 
ticularly welcome. 

‘These are for you and Oblonsky. He wiH be here 
in a minute.’ 

The military man, with merry, ever-laughing eyes, 
who held himself very erect, was Gagin, from Petersburg. 
Turovtsin introduced him. 

‘ Oblonsky is always late.’- 
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‘ Ah, hero ho is ! ’ 

^ Have you just come ? * asked Oblonsky, hastening 
toward them. ‘ How do you do ? Had any vodka ? 
Well tiion, come 1 ’ 

Levin rose and went with him to a large table on 
which stood various kinds of vodka and a very varied 
assortment of hors d'ceitives. It might have been thought 
that from a score of dilferent hors (Tceuvns it would 
be possible to select one to any taste, but Oblonsky 
ordered something special, and one of the livened foot- 
men brought it at once. They drank a glass of vodka 
each and returned to their table. 

While tliey were still at their soup Gagin ordered a 
bottle of champagne and had four glasses filled. Levin 
did not refuse the proffered wine, and ordered another 
bottle. He was hungry, and ate and drank with great 
pioasiirc, and with still greater pleasure took part in 
the simple merry talk of his companions. Gagin, iower- 
mg his voice, related a new Petersburg anecdote which, 
though it was indecent and stupid, was so funny that 
Levin burst mto loud laughter and people turned to 
look at him. 

‘ That’s in the style of the story, “ That’s just what 
I can’t bear ” ; do you know it ? ’ asked Oblonsky. 
‘ Oh, it’s delightful I Bring another bottle I . . .’ he 
called to the waiter, and immediately began telling the 
story. 

‘ With Peter Ilyich Vinovsky’s compliments,’ inter- 
rupted an old waiter, bringing two delicate glasses of 
still sparkling champagne on a tray, and addressing 
Oblonsky and Levin, Oblonsky took a glass, and 
exchanging a look with a bald, red-haired man with 
a moustache who sat at the other end of their table, 
smilmgly nodded to him. 

‘ Who is that ? ’ inquired Levin. 

* You once met him at my house, do you remember ? 
A nice fellow ! ’ 

Levin followed Oblonsky’s example and took the glass. 

Oblonsky’s anecdote was very amusing too. Then 
Levin told one, which also was appreciated. Then they 
talked about horses, about that day’s races, and how 
gallantly Vronsky’s Atlasny had won the first prize. 
Levin hardly noticed how the dinner passed. 
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‘ Ah, here they are ’ ’ said Oblonsky, just as they were 
finishing, leaning back in his ciiair and stretching out 
his hand to Vronsky, who was approaching with a tali 
Colonel of the Guards. Vronsky’s face too was lit up b}* 
the general pleasant good-humour of the club. Gaily 
leaning his arm on Oblonsky’s shoulder, he whispered 
something to him, and with the same merry smile held 
out a hand to Levin. 

‘ Very glad to meet you,’ he said. ‘ I looked for }^oii 
tiiat day at the elections, but was told you had already 
left.' 

‘Yes, I left that same day. We were just speaking 
aljout your horse. I congratulate you ! ’ said Levin. 
‘ That was quick running ' ’ 

‘ Oh yes ; you keep racehorses too ? ’ 

‘ No ; my father did, and I remember them and know 
something about them. ’ 

‘ U here did you dine ? ’ asked Oblonsky. 

‘ At the second table, behind the pillars.’ 

‘ He has been congratulated ! ’ remarked the Colonel. 
‘It’s the second time he’s won the Imperial prize. If 
only I had the luck at cards that he has with horses ! . . . 
But why waste the golden moments ? I’m off to the 

infernal regions,” ’ added he, and walked away. 

' That’s Yashvm,’ said Vronsky in reply to Turovtsin’s 
question, as he took a vacant chair beside them. He 
(drank a glass of champagne they offered him, and ordered 
another bottle. Whether influenced by the club or 
by the wine he had drunk, Levm chatted with Vionsky 
about the best breeds of cattle, and was very pleased 
to find that he had not the least animosity toward the 
man. He even told Vronsky among other things that 
he had heard from his wife that she had met him at the 
Princess Mary Borisovna’s. 

‘ Oh, the Princess Mary Borisovna I Isn’t she charm- 
ing ? ’ cried Oblonsky, and related an anecdote about her 
which made them all laugh. Vronsky especially burst 
into such good-natured laughter that Levin felt quite 
reconciled to him. 

‘ WeU, have you finished ? ’ asked Oblonsky, rising 
and smiling. ‘ Let’s go ! ’ 
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CHAPTER VIII 

On leaving the table Levm, fcehng that as he v/ent his 
arms s\\uiig with unusual regularity and ease, passed 
with Gagin through the lofty apartments to the biliiard- 
room. When they had traversed the Large Hall ho met 
his fathcr-m-law. 

‘ Well, and liow do you like our Temple of Idleness ? 
said the Prince, giving him his arm. ‘ Come, let’s vvalk 
about a little.’ 

‘ Nes, a walk is ]ust what I want, and to have a look 
rountl. It mterestvs me.’ 

‘ Yes, it interests j'Ou, but my interest is diffeient 
to yours. Y"ou look at those old men,’ said the Pimce, 
mdieating a round-shouldered member with a hangmg 
netiier lip, hardly able to shulhe along in his soft boots, 
who met and passed them, ‘ and you imagine they were 
born bhlijujyiks ? ’ 

‘ iShlf/u^riks ! What’s that ? ’ 

‘ You see, you don’t even know the word ! It is a 
club term. Y^ou know the game of egg-rolhng ? Well, 
an egg that has been rolled very often becomes a 
And so it is with ourselves : we keep coming 
and coming to the club until we turn into sldyupiks. 
There ! Now you’re laughing, but we are already 
thinking of how we shall become sldyupiks , . . ! 
You know Prince Cheehensky ? ’ asked the Prince, and 
Levin saw liy his face that he was go mg to say something 
droll. 

‘ No, I don’t.’ 

‘ Ycru don’t ? IVhat, the weli-lmown Piince Chechen- 
sky ? Well, never mind 1 He is always playmg billiards, 
you know. Three years ago he was not yet among the 
sldyupiks and he showed a bold front, calling others 
sldyupiks. Well, one day he arrives, and our hall- 
porter . . . You know Y"asily ? ... Oh yes, that 
fat one; he is a great wit. Well, Prince Cliechensky 
asks him : ‘‘ I say, Vasily, who is here ? Any of the 
sklyupiks ? ” And Vasily replies : ‘‘ Well, yes : you’re 
the third one ! ” Yes, my lad ! That’s how it is f ’ 

1 A hard-boiled that has been lepcatedly cracked till it has become 
Bolt and u&eli'Sa for the game. 
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Chatting and exchanging greetings with acquaintances 
:hey chanced to meet, Levin and the Prmce passed through 
all the rooms : the large one, in which card-tables were 
already arranged and habitual partners were play mg 
ior small stakes ; the sofa-room, where they were play- 
ng chess and where Koznyshev sat talkmg to some one ; 
the billiard-room, wBere by a sofa m a recess a merry 
]'arty, which included Gagin, were drmking champagne. 
They looked in at the ‘ infernal regions ’ too, where 
round a table, at which Yashvin had already taken his 
scat, crowded a number of backers. 

Taking care not to make a noise they entered the dim 
reading-room, where, under shaded lamps, a jmung man 
vith an angry countenance sat turning over one news- 
paper after another, and a bald General was engrossed 
ui what he was reading They also went into the 
room which the Prmce termed ‘ the wise room.’ There 
three gentlemen were arguing about the latest political 
news. 

' WiU you come, Prince ? Everything is ready,’ 
said one of his habitual partners, finding him there, 
and the Prince went away. Levin sat down for a while 
and listened, but remembering all the conversations 
he had that day heard, he suddenly felt terribly bored. 
He rose hastily and went to look for Oblonsky and 
Turovtsm, with v/hom he had felt merry. 

Turovtsin, v/ith a tankard of something to drink, 
was sitting on the high sofa m the billiard -room, and 
Oblonsky was t<alkmg to Vronsky by the door in the 
far corner. 

‘ She is not exactly dull, but that indefinite, unsettled 
position . . Levin overheard, and was hastening 
away when Oblonsky called him. 

‘ Levin ! ’ said he ; and Levm noticed that though in 
Oblonsky’s eyes there were not actually tears, they were 
moist, as they always were when he had been drinking 
or when he felt touched. To-day it was both. 

‘Levin, don’t go,’ he said, holding him tightly by 
the elbow, evidently not wishing to let him go on any 
account. 

‘ This is my true, almost my best friend,’ he said 
to Vronsky. ‘ You too are even more near and dear 
to me ; and I want you to be friends, and I know that 
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you will be frienriiy and intimate because you are both 
good fellows.’ 

‘ Weil, then there's nothing for it but to kiss and be 
friends ! ’ said Vronsky, good-naturedly jesting and 
holding out his hand. 

He quickly grasped Levin’s outstretched hand and 
pressed it. 

‘ I am voiy, very glad,’ said Levin, pressing Vronsky’s 
hand. 

‘ Waiter ! Bring a bottle of champagne,’ said 
Oblonsky. 

‘ And I am glad too,’ said Vronsky. 

But in spite of Oblonsky’s wish and theirs they had 
nothing to say to one another, and both knew it. 

‘ You know, he is not acquainted with Aima,’ said 
Oblonsky to Vronsky. ‘And I particularly wish to 
take him to see her. Let’s go, Levm.’ 

‘ Really ’ said Vronsky. ‘ She will be very glad. 
I would go home at once, but I am anxious about Yashvm 
and want to stay here till ho has finished.’ 

‘ Oh, is he in a bad way ? ’ 

‘ He keeps on losing and I alone can restrain him.’ 

‘ Then what do you say to pyramids ? Levin, will 
you play ? Oh, capital,’ said Oblonsky. ‘ Place the 
balls for pyramids,’ he added, turning to the billiard- 
marker. 

‘ They have been ready a long time,’ replied the marker, 
who had already placed the halls in a triangle and was 
rolling the red ball about to pass the time. 

‘ Weil, come along ! ’ 

x4fter the game Vronsky and Levin joined Gagin at 
his table, and at Oblonsky’s invitation Levin began 
betting on aces, Vronsky sat beside the table, surrounded 
by friends who were continually coming to hun, or else 
went to the ‘mfemal regions’ to see what Yashvin 
was up to. Levin experienced an agreeable sense of 
relief from the mental weariness of the morning. He 
was glad the hostility between Vronsky and himself 
was ended, and the impression of tranquillity, decorum, 
and pleasure did not leave him. 

When they had finished their play Oblonsky took 
Levin’s arm. 

‘ Well then, let us go do Anna’s. Now, at once ! 
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She will bo at home. I promiaed her long ago to bring 
you. Where were you going to-iiight ? ’ 

‘ Howhere in particular. I had promised Sviyazhsky 
to go to the Agricultural Society’s meeting, but I’ll come 
with you if you like,' replied Levin. 

‘ Capital 1 Let’s go I . . . Find out whether my 
carnage has come,’ said Oblonsky to a footman. 

Levin went to the table, paid the forty roubles he 
had lost bettmg on the aces, paid the club bill to an old 
footman who stood by the door and who seemed in some 
miraculous way to know what it came to, and, swinging 
Ins arms in a peculiar way, passed through the v/hole 
suite of rooms to the exit. 


CHAPTER IX 

‘ The Oblonsky carriage ! ’ shouted the hall-porter in 
a stern Lass. The carriage drove up and they got in. 
Only for the first few moments, while they were leaving 
the courtyard of the club, did Levm retain that sense 
of club calm, pleasure, and undoubted decorum in his 
surroundings ; but as soon as the carriage had passed 
out mto the street and he felt it jolting on the uneven . 
road, heard the angry shouts of an isvoshcJiih they met, 
saw m the ill-lit street the red signboards of a vodka 
dealer and of a small shop, that sense was dissipated, 
and he began to consider his actions and to ask himself 
whether he was doing right in going to see Anna. ‘ What 
would Kitty say ? ’ But Oblonsky would not let him 
reflect, and as if guessing his doubts tried to dispel 
them. 

‘ How glad I am that you will make her acquaintance,’’ 
said he. ‘ Do you know, Dolly has long wished it ; 
and Lvov called on her and goes to see her. Though 
she is my sister,’ Oblonsky continued, ‘ I may safely 
say that she is a remarkable woman. Well, you’ll see I 
Her position is a very trymg one, especially just now.’ 

‘ Why especially just now ? * 

‘ We are negotiating with her husband about a divorce. 
He agrees ; but there are difficulties about their son, 
and the affair, which should have been ended long ago. 
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iiaa already been dragging on for three months. As 
soon as she gets the divorce she will marry Vronsky. 
How stupid that old ceremony is, walkmg round and 
round smgmg, “ Eejoico, Isaiah ! ” — a ceremony in 
which nobody behoves and which stands in the way 
of people’s happiness ! ’ interpolated Oblonsky. ‘ Well, 
and tiicn their position vrill be as definite as mine or 
yours.’ 

‘ What is the difficulty ? ’ asked Levin. 

‘ Oh, that is a long and tiresome story ! Everything 
is so inriefinite in this country. But the point is that 
she has been living for several weeks in Moscow, wdiere 
cveiybody knows her and him, awaiting the divorce, 
without going out anywhere or seeing any women except 
Doily, because, you understand, she does not want 
|)eoj)le to come and see her as a charity. Even that 
fool Princess Barbara has left her, considering it improper ! 
W’ell, you see, any other woman in her position might 
fail to find resources m herself. But she . . . you’ll 
see ho-w she has arranged her life, how quiet and dignified 
she is ! ... To the left, m the side street opposite the 
church ! ’ shouted Oblonsky, leaning out of the carriage 
window. ‘ Eaugh ! How hot ! ’ he said, throwing his 
already unfastened overcoat still wider open m spite of 
12 degrees of frost. ^ 

‘ But she has a child ; I suppose she is occupied with 
her ? ’ said Ijcviii. 

‘ I thmk you see in every woman only a female, tme 
couveuse ! ^ necessarily occupied with children if at all ! ’ 
said Oblonsky. ‘ No ! I believe Anna is brmging her 
up splendidly, but one does not hear about her. Her 
occupations are, firstly, writing. I can see you smiling 
sarcastically, but you are wrong ! She is writing a 
children’s book and does not speak of it to anyone, 
fiut she read it to me and I showed the manuscript to 
Vorkuyev. . . . You know, the publisher ... he 
writes himself, 1 think. Ho is an expert, and says it 
is a remarkable work. But you think she is a w^oman 
author ? Not at all ! 8hc is first of aU a woman with 
a heart, you’ll sec ! She now has a little English girl, 
and a whole family she is interested in.’ 

1 In Enssia thf' Reaumur thermometer ib used : 13* E. of frostsa 
6'' Paiireniieit below ?ero. A broody hen. 
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‘ Why, is it a philanthropic undertaking: ' 

‘ There you are ! At once looking out for something 
had f It’s not philanthropy, it’s kind-heartcclness 
They had — I mean, Vronsky had — an English framer, 
a master in his o\m line, but a drunkard. He took 
completely to drmk, got delirium tremens, and has 
deserted his family. She saw them, helped them, and 
became interested m them, and now the whole family 
is on her hands — and she doesn’t do it patronizingly, 
just with money, but she herself coaches the lioys in 
Russian for the High School, and she has taken the gni 
into the house. But youTl see her.’ 

The carriage drove into the courtyard, and Oblonsky 
rang loudly at the front door, before which a sledge wat. 
standing. 

Without asking the porter who opened the door 
whether Anna was in, OblonfBky entered the hall. Levin 
followed, more and more in doubt as to whether ho was 
acting well or badly. 

Glancing in the mn*ror. Levin saw that he was reel 
in the face, but he was sure he was not tipsy, and he 
followed Oblonsky up the carpeted stairs. On the top 
landing a footman bowed to Oblonsky as to some one 
he knew well, and Oblonsky, askmg who was with Anna 
Arkadyevna, received the answer that it wus Mr. 
Vorkuyev. 

‘ Where are they ? ’ 

‘ In the study.’ 

Passing through a small dining-room, panelled in 
dark wood, Oblonsky and Levin entered the study 
across the soft carpet. It was lit by a lamp with a large 
dark shade. Another reflector-lamp fixed to the wall 
illuminated a large full-length portrait of a woman, 
■which attracted Levin’s mvoluntary attention. It 
was Anna’s portrait painted in Italy by Mikhaylov. 
While Oblonsky passed behind a screen of trellis- work — 
and the man’s voice that had been speaking became 
silent — Levin looked at the portrait, which in the bright 
illumination seemed to step out of its frame, and he could 
not tear himself away from it. He forgot where he was, 
and without listening to what was being said gazed fixedly 
at the wonderful portrait. It was not a picture, but a 
living and charming woman with curly black hair, bare 
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shonlders and arms, and a dreamy half-smile on lips 
covered with elegant down, looking at him victoriously 
and tenderly with eyes that tioubled him. The only 
thing that showed she was not alive was that she was 
more beautiful than a living woman could he. 

' I am so glad,’ he he«ard a voice saying near by, 
evidently addressing him, the voice of the very woman 
whom he had admired in the portrait. Amia had come 
out from behind the screen to meet him, and Levin 
saw in the dim light of the study the w’oman of the 
portrait, in a dark dress of different shades of blue, 
not in the same attitude, not with the same expression, 
but on tlie same height of beauty as that on which the 
artist laid caught her in the portrait. In reality she 
was less brilliant, but there was something about her 
new^ and attractive which was not in the portrait. 


CHAPTER X 

She had risen to greet him, not concealing her pleasure 
at seeing him. 

The tranquillity with which she extended to him her 
energetic little hand, introduced him to Vorkuyev, 
and, indicating a pretty red-haired child who sat in 
the same room domg needlew^ork, spoke of her as her 
ward, shotved the manners (familiar and pleasant to 
I^viii) of a 'woman of good society, always self-possessed 
and natural. 

‘I am very, very pleased,’ she repeated, and from 
her lips these simple words seemed to Levin to possess 
a peculiar meaning. ‘ I have long known and liked you, 
both for your friendship to Steve and for your wife’s sake. 
... I only knew her for a very short time, but she left 
on me the impression of a lovely flower . . . just a 
flower ! And she will soon be a mother I ’ 

She spoke easily and without haste, occasionally turn- 
ing her eyes from Levm to her brother. Levin felt 
that the impression he was creating was a good one 
and immediately became at ease and as natural and 
comfortable with her as if he had known her from 
childhood. 
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* We came into Alexis’s room to have a smoke,’ she 
said in reply to Oblonsky’s question whether he miglit 
smoke ; and glancing at Levin, instead of asking him 
whether he smoked, she drew a tortoise-shell cigar-ease 
nearer and took from it a straw cigarette. 

‘ How are you to-day "i ’ asked her brother. 

‘ Pretty well. Xerves as usual ! ’ 

‘ Isn’t it wonderfully good ? ’ said Oblonsky, noticing 
that Levin kept looidng at the portrait. 

‘ I have never seen a better portrait.’ 

‘ And it’s a wonderful likeness, isn’t it ? ’ asked 
Vorkuyev. 

Levin glanced from the portrait to the original. A 
special brightness lit up Amia’s face when she felt his 
eyes on her. Levin flushed, and to hide his confusion 
was about to ask her if it was long since she had seen 
Dolly, but at that mstant Anna herself began to 
speak. 

‘ We were just talking with Ivan Petrovich ^ about 
Vashchenko’s last pictures Have you seen them ? ’ 

‘Yes, I have,’ replied Le’Hn. 

‘ But excuse me, I interrupted you ? You were 
going to say . . 

Levm asked whether she had seen Dolly lately. 

‘ She wms here yesterday. She is very angry with 
the High School because of Gnsha. The Latin master, 
it seems, has been unjust to him.’ 

‘ Yes, I have seen the pictures and did not like them 
very much,’ Levin said, retummg to the subject she had 
started. 

Levm did not now speak at aU in the matter-of-fact 
way in which he bad talked that mornmg. Every word 
of his conversation with her assumed a special import- 
ance. It was pleasant to speak to her and yet more 
pleasant to Hsten to her. 

Anna not only talked naturally and cleverly, but 
cleverly and carelessly, not attributing any value to 
her own ideas, but attributmg great value to those of 
her interlocutor. - * 

The conversation touched on the new direction taken 
by art and the new illustrations of the Bible by a French 
artist. Vorkuyev accused the artist of realism pushed 

1 VorfcuyeT. 
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to roarsoness. Levin said the French had carried con- 
ventionality in art lurther tlian aiu'one else, and there- 
fore attributed special merit to a return to realism. 
In the fact that they had left oil lying they perceived 
poetry. 

Never had any clever thought uttered by Levm given 
him so much satisfaction as tln.s. Anna's face brightened 
ail over when she suddenly appreciated the remark. She 
laughed. 

‘ 1 am laughing as one laughs on seeing a very striking 
likeness I ’V\’hat you have said quite characterizes 
present-day French art, iiamting and even literature : 
Zola, Daiidet. But perhaps it is always like that — 
they form their conceptions from imaginary conventional 
figures, and when they have made every possible com- 
bination of these, they tire of the com^entioiial figures 
and begm to devise more natural and correct ones.’ 

‘ Yes, that’s it exactly,’ said Vorkiiyev. 

‘ JSo you have been to the club ? ’ she said, addressing 
her brother. 

‘ What a woman ! ’ thought Levin, and, quite forgetting 
himself, ho gazed fixedly at lier beautiful mobile face, 
which had now suddenly quite changed. Levin did 
not hear what she was spcal^g about while she leaned 
toward her brother but was struck by the change in 
her expression. After bemg so lovely m its tranquillity, 
her face suddenly expressed a strange curiosity, anger, 
and pride. But this lasted only a moment. She screwed 
up her eyes, as if she were remembering something. 

‘ However, that won’t interest anyone,’ she said ; and 
turning to the little English girl, she added in English, 
‘ Please order tea in the drawmg-room.’ 

The child rose and went out. 

' Well, has she passed her examination ? ’ inquired 
Oblonsky. 

‘ Splendidly ! She is a very capable girl, and has a 
sweet nature.’ 

* You’ll finish by being fonder of her than of your own.’ 

‘ How lilte a man ! There is no more or less m love 
I love my child with one kind of love and her witli 
another.’ 

‘I was just saying to Anna Arkadyevna,’ remarked 
XYrkiiyev, ‘ that if she were to devote to the general 
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business of educating Russian children a hundredth 
part of the energy she bestows on this English child, 
she would be doing a great and useful w^ork.’ 

‘ Yes, but, say what you like, I can’t do it. Count 
Alexis urged me very much.’ As she spoke the words 
‘Count Alexis’ she turned a timidly petitioning glance 
toward Levm and he involuntarily replied with a respect- 
ful and confirmatory glance. ^ He urged mo to take 
an interest in the village school. I went several times. 
They are very nice children, but I could not attach 
myself to the work. You mention energy. . . . Energy 
IS based on love ; and where is one to get the love ? 
One can’t order it ’ I’ve become fond of this gM, you 
see, without knowing why.’ 

Again she glanced at Levin. And her smile and glance 
told him that she was speakmg for him alone, valuing 
his opinion and knowing in advance that they would 
understand one another. 

‘Yes, I quite understand,’ Levm replied. ‘ It is 
impossible to put one’s heart into a school or an institu- 
tion of that kmd, and I think that is just why philan- 
thropic establishments always give such poor results.’ 

After a pause she smiled and said, ‘ Yes, yes, I never 
could do it. Je rCai pas le cceur assez large ^ to love a 
whole orphanage-full of unpleasant httle girls. Cela 
ne m'a jamais reussi!'^ There are so many women 
who have created for themselves a social position in 
that way. And now especially,’ she went on with a 
sad, ^confiding expression, as though addressing her 
brother but evidently speakmg to Levin, ‘ now when 
I so need some occupation, I can’t do it ! ’ And with 
a sudden frown (Levm understood that she was frownmg 
at herself for havmg spoken about herself) she changed 
the subject. ‘ I have heard it said of you,’ said she to 
Levm, ‘ that you are a bad citizen, and I have defended 
you as best I could.’ 

‘ How did you defend me ? ’ 

‘That varied with the attacks. However, won’t you 
come and have some tea ? ’ She rose and took up a book 
bound ill morocco-leather. 

‘ Let me have it, Anna Arkadyevna,’ said Vorkuyev, 
pointing to the book. ‘ It is well worth it.’ 

1 My heai-t is not big enongh, 3 1 nevei conicl succeed with, that. 
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* Oh no, it IS so unfinished ! ’ 

‘ I have told him about it,’ remarked Oblonsky to 
his sister, indicating Levin. 

‘ You should not have done so. My vnitings are 
something like those little baskets and carvings made 
ill prisons, which Lisa Merkalova used to sell to me. 
She used to preside over the prison department of a 
Society,’ she added, turning to Levin. ‘ And those 
unfortunate people achieved miracles of patience.’ 

. And Levin perceived yet another feature in this woman 
whom he already liked so much. In addition to her in- 
telligence, grace, and beauty, she also possessed sincerity. 
She did not wish to hide from him the hardships of her 
X)osition. When she had finished speaking she sighed, 
and all at once her face assumed a stem expression and 
became rigid. With that expression her face seemed even 
more beautiful than before ; but it was a novel look ; 
it was outside the circle of expressions, radiating hajipi- 
ness and creating happiness, which the artist had caught, 
when painting her portrait. Levin again looked at the 
portrait and at her figure as, arm-in-arm with her brother, 
she passed through the lofty doorway, and he felt a 
tenderness and pity for her which surprised him. 

She asked Levin and Vorkuyev to pass on into the 
drawing-room, and herself remamed behind to speak to 
her brother. ‘ About the divorce ? About Vronsky ? 
About what he was doing at the club ? About me"? ’ 
Levin wondered ; and he was so excited about what 
she might be saying to Oblomsky that he hardly listened 
to what Vorkuyev was telling him about the merits of 
Anna’s sto:^ for children. 

Over their tea they continued the same kind of pleasant 
and interesting talk. There was not a single moment 
when it was necessary to seek for a subject of conversa- 
tion ; on the contrary one felt that there was not time 
enough to say what one wanted to say, but wiliingly 
refrained in order to hear what she was saying. It 
seemed to Levin that all that was said, not only by her, 
but also by 'Vorkuyev and Oblonsky, assumed a special 
importance owing to her attention and remai'ks 

While following this interesting conversation Levin 
all the time continued to admire her : her beauty, her 
cleverness, her good education, together with her sim- 
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plicity and sincerity. He listened and talked, and ail 
the time thought of her, of her inner life, trying to guess 
her feelings. And he, who had formerly judged her so 
severely, now by some strange process of reasoning 
justified her and at the same time pitied her and feared 
that Vronsky did not fully understand her. Toward 
eleven, when Oblonsky rose to leave (Vorkuyev had 
already gone). Levin felt as if he had only just arrived. 
He got up regretfully. 

‘ Good-bye ! ’ she said, retaining his hand and gazing 
at him with a look that drew him to her. ‘ I am very 
pleased que la glace est rompue,^ ^ She let go his hand 
and screwed up her eyes. 

‘ Tell your wife that I am just as fond of her as ever, 
and that if she cannot forgive me my situation, I wish 
her never to forgive me. To forgive, she would have 
to live through what I have hved through, and may 
God preserve her from that 1 ’ 

‘ Certainly, yes, I will tell her . . said Levin, 
blushing. 


CHAPTER XI 

‘ What a wonderful, sweet, pathetic woman ! * he thought 
as he and Oblonsky went out into the frosty air. 

‘ Well ? Didn’t I teU you ? ’ said Oblonsky, who 
saw that Levin had been entirely vanquished. 

‘ Yes,’ responded Levin pensively, ‘ an extraordmary 
woman ! Not on account of her intellect, but her 
wonderful sincerity. ... I am dreadfully sorry for her.’ 

‘ God willing, everything will now soon he settled ! 
Well, another time, don’t judge in advance,’ said Oblonsky, 
opening the door of his carriage. ‘ Good-bye ! We 
are not going the same way.’ 

Without ceasing to think of Anna and of all the words 
— simple in the extreme — ^which they had interchanged, 
recalling every detail of the expressions of her face, 
entering more and more into her situation "and feeling 
more and more sorry for her, Levin reached home. 

At home he heard from Kuzma that Kitty was well 
1 That the ice is brolcen. 
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and that her sisters Jiad not long been gone, and he 
was given two letters. These he read in the ante-room, 
so as not to let them divert his attention later on. One 
was from his steward, Sokolov, ■who wrote that the 
wheat could not be sold, because only five-and-a-half 
roubles a chetvert was bid, and added that there was 
no other source from which to get money. The other 
letter was from his sister, who reproached him for not 
having settled her business yet. 

‘Well, well sell it at five-and-a-half, if they won’t 
give more.’ Levin promptly settled the first matter with 
great ease, though it had x:>reviously appeared to him 
so difficult. ‘ It’s surprising how' ail one’s time gets 
tak(m up here,’ he thought with reference to the second 
letter. He felt himself to blame because ho had not 
yet done what his sister asked of him. ‘ To-day again 
1 did not go to the Court, but to-day I really had no 
lime.’ And resolving that he would attend to it next 
day without fail, he went to liis wife. On his way he 
ran over in his mind the -whole of tho past day. All 
the events had consisted of conversations : conversations 
to which he had listened or in which he had taken part. 
All tliese conversations were about matters he would 
never have occupied himself with had he been in the 
country, but here they were very interesting. All of 
them had been good, and only two things were not quite 
pleasant. One was what he had said about the pike, 
and the other was that there was something not quite 
right about his tender pity for Anna. 

Levin found his wife sad and depressed. The three 
sisters’ dinner-party would have gone ofi very well, 
except that he did not come in as they expected and 
they all became dull. Then the sisters left, and she 
remained alone. 

‘ Well, and what have you been doing ? ’ she asked, 
looking him in the eyes, which had a suspicious ghtter 
in them. But, not to hinder his relating everythmg, 
she masked her observation and listened 'with an 
appreciative smile wffiile he told her how he had spent 
the evening. 

‘I was very pleased to meet Vronsky. I felt quite 
at ease and quite natural with him You see, I shall 
now tiy to avoid meeting him again, but the constraint 
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will no longer exist . . ’ said lie, and rcinembeiing 

that whilst ‘ trying to avoid meeting him again ’ lie 
had gone straight to Anna’s, he Idushecl. ‘There now! 
We say the people drink, but I don’t know who drmks 
most — the common people or our own class ! The common 
people drmk on hohclays, but . . 

But Kitty was not interested m the question of how 
the people drink; she had seen his blush and wanted 
to know the reason. 

‘ Well, and where did you go then ? ’ 

‘ Steve particularly begged me to call on Anna 
Arkadyevna.’ 

On saying this Levin blushed still more, and his doubts 
as to whether he had done right or wrong in going to 
see Anna were finally solved. He now knew that he 
should not have gone there. 

Kitty’s eyes opened in a peculiar manner and flashed 
at the mention of Anna’s name, but making an efiort 
she hid her agitation and so deceived him. 

‘ Ah ! ’ was all she said. 

‘ I am sure you won’t be angry with me for going. 
Steve asked me to, and Dolly wished it,’ contmued 
Levm. 

‘Oh no ! ’ she said, but he saw by her eyes the 
effort she made to control herself, and it boded him 
no good. 

‘ She is very charming, very, very much to be 
pitied, and a good woman,’ he said, tellmg her about 
Anna and her occupations and the message she had 
sent. 

‘ Yes, of course she is much to be pitied,’ said Kitty 
when he had finished. ‘ Erom whom were jmur 
letters ? ’ 

He told her, and misled by her quiet manner went 
to undress. 

When he returned he found Kitty stiU sitting In the 
chair where he had left her. When he drew near she 
looked at him and burst into sobs. 

‘ What is it ? What is it ? ’ he asked, well.aware what 
it was. 

‘ You have fallen in love with that horrid woman ! 
She has bewitched you! I saw it in your eyes. Yes, 
yes ! What can come of it ? You were at the club 
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drinking and drinking, and gambling, and then yon 
went ... to whom ? No, let’s go away ! . . . I will 
leave to-morrow ! ’ 

It was long before Levin could pacify his wife. At 
last he mtinaged it, but only by acknowdedging that a 
sense of pity, after the ivine he had drunk, had misled 
him, that he liad yielded to Anna’s artful mflucnce, 
and that ho would avoid her in future. One thing that 
lie sincerely confessed w'as that, living so long in Moscow 
with nothing but talk and food and drink, ho was going 
silljn They tallved till thiee m the morning, and only 
then w'ere they sufficiently reconciled to fall asleep. 


CHAPTER XII 

When her visitors had taken their leave Anna did not 
sit dowm, but began pacing up and down the room 
Though she had involuntarily done all m her power 
to awaken love in Levin (as at that time she always 
did to all the young men she met), and though she knew 
-.ho had succeeded in as far as w^as possible wdth an 
honourable raamed man m one evening, and though 
slie had liked him very much (despite the marked difier- 
cnce between Vronsky and Levm from a man’s point 
of view, she, as a woman, saw in them that common 
trait which had caused Kitty to faU in love with them 
both), yet as soon as he had left the room she ceased 
to think about him. 

One thought, and one only, pursued her remorselessly 
in difierent forms, ‘If I produce such an effect on 
others, on this married man who loves his wife, why 
is he so cold toward me ? . . . And it’s not coldness, 
for I know he loves me, but something fresh now divides 
us. Why has he been away all the evening ? He sent 
word by Steve that he could not leave Yashvin, but must 
keep an eye on his play. Is Yashvin such a child ? But 
admitting that it’s true — he never tells lies — then 
behind that truth there is something else. He is glad 
of a chance to show me that he has other obligations. 
I know he has, I agree to that. But why prove it to 
mo ? He wishes to give me proofs that his love of me 
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must not interfere with his freedom. But I don’t need 
proofs ; I need love i He ought to understand tlie 
hardship of my life here in Moscow. Is it life ? I do 
not hve, but only wait for a solution which is deferred 
and still deferred. Again no answer 1 And Steve 
says he can’t go to see Alexis Alexandrovich ; and I 
can’t write again. I can’t do anything, begin anything, 
change anything ! I restrain myself, wait, "invent 
occupations for myself, — the English family, writing, 
reading, but all that is only deception, it is aU a kind 
of morphia. He ought to pity me,’ said she, feelmg 
tears of self-compassion rismg to her eyes. 

She heard Vronsky’s vehement ring at the front door 
and quickly dried her eyes. She even sat down near 
the lamp and opened a book, pretending to be tranquil. 
She must let him see that she was displeased that he had 
not returned when he had promised — displeased, that 
should be all ; she would on no account show him her 
grief, and still less her self-compassion. She might 
pity herself, but he must not pity her. She did not 
want strife and blamed him for wanting to fight, but 
yet she involuntarily took up a fighting attitude. 

‘ WeU, you’ve not been dull ? ’ he asked cheerfully 
and with animation, commg up to her. ‘ What a terrible 
passion gambling is ! ’ 

‘Xo, I have not been dull, I have long ago learnt 
not to feel dull. Steve and Levin were here.’ 

‘ Yes, I knew they were coming to see you. And 
how did you like Levin ? ’ he asked, taking a seat beside 
her. 

‘ Very much. They only left a short while ago. What 
did Yashvin do ? ’ 

‘ He was lucky and won seventeen thousand. I 
called him away and very nearly got him to come. But 
he went back and now has lost more than he had won.’ 

‘ Then what was the good of your staying with him ? ’ 
she said, suddenly raising her eyes to his face. Her 
look was cold and hostile. ‘You told Steve you w^ere 
staying to bring Yashvin away, but you have left 
him.’ 

A similar cold expression of readiness for strife 
appeared on his face. 

* For one thing, I did not give him any message for 
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you ; and for another E never way what is not true But 
chiefly, 1 wanted to btay, so I stayed,’ he replied with a 
frown. ‘ Anna ! Why ? Why ? . - he asked after a 
hiiort pause, bending towarrl her and opening his hand, 
ho])ing that she would place hers in it. 

8ho was pleavsed by this appeal to tenderness. But 
some strange evil txjwer prevented her from yielding 
to her im]’)ulse, as if the conditions of the struggle did 
not allow her to .submit. 

‘ Of course you wished to stay, and stayed. You 
always do what you wish. But why tell me ? Why ? ’ 
she said, becoming more and more agitated. ‘ Does 
anyone (Iispute your right ? But you want to be in 
the right, so in the right you must be ! ’ 

His hand closed, he leaned back, and his face assumed 
a still more stubborn look. 

‘ For j^'ou it’s a matter of obstinacy,’ she said, after 
gazing intently at him and suddenly finding a name for 
that look that irritJ 3 ;ted her so. ‘ Just obstmacy ' For 
you it is a question whether you will conquer me, and 
for mo . . Again she felt soiTy for herself and nearly 
hurst into tears. ‘ If you only knew what it means to 
me 1 When I feel as I do now, that you are hostile 
toward me — hostile is the right w'ord — if you only knew 
what that means to me ! If you knew how near I am 
to a catastrophe at such moments . . . how afraid T 
am 1 Afraid of myself ! ’ And she turned away to 
hide her sobs, 

‘ But what is it all about ? ’ he said, horrified at her 
expression of despair, and again leaning toward her 
he took her hand and kissed it. ‘ What have I done ? 
Do I seek amusement outside our home ? Do I not 
avoid the society of women ? ’ 

' I should hope so I ’ she said. 

‘ Well then, tell me what I should do to make you 
easy ? I am ready to do anything to make you happj^.’' 
he went on, touched by her despair, ‘ What would I 
not do to spare you such grief as this, about I know not 
V hat ! Amm ! . , .’ 

‘ Nothing, nothing ! ’ she replied. ‘ I don’t know 
myself whether it is this lonely life, or nerves. . . . 
But don’t let’s talk about it ! What about the races ? 
You haven’t told mo about them,’ and she tried to 
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hide her triumph at her victory, for the victory was 
hers after aU. 

He asked for supper, and began teUing her about the 
races ; but by his tone and by his looks, which grew 
colder and colder, she saw that he had not forgiven her 
her victory, and that the obstinacy, against which she 
had fought, had again taken possession of him. He 
was colder to her than before, as if he repented of having 
submitted ; and remembering the words which had given 
her the victory — ‘I am near a catastrophe and afraid 
of myself’ — she realized that they were a dangerous 
weapon and must not be used a second time. She felt 
that side by side with the love that united them there 
had grown up some evil spirit of strife, which she could 
not cast out of his heart and still less out of her own. 


CHAPTER XIII 

There are no conditions of hfe to which a man cannot 
accustom himself, especially if he sees that every one 
around him lives in the same way. Three months 
previously Levin would not have believed that he could 
quietly fall asleep under the circumstances in which he 
now found himseH : that while leading an aimless, sense- 
less life, one moreover that was above his means ; after 
tippling (he could call what had happened in the 
club by no other name), after showing unsuitable friend- 
ship to the man with whom his wife had once been m 
love, and after a still more unsuitable visit to a woman 
who could only be called a fallen woman, and after 
being allured by her and havmg grieved his wife — that in 
such circumstances he could quietly fall asleep. But 
under the influence of weariness, a sleepless night, and 
the wine he had drunk, he slept soundly and peacefully. 

At fl^e m the morning the creak of an opening door 
awoke him. He jumped up and looked round. Kitty 
was not in the beside him. But on the other side 
of the partition a light was movmg, and he heard her 
step. 

‘ What is it ? What is it ? . . he muttered, not 
yet quite awake. ‘ Kitty,’ w%at is it ? ’ 

211 T 
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‘ Nothin*^,’ saul slie, coming oanclle in hand from 
lt(*yond the partition ‘‘1 only felt a little miweil,’ she 
•uid<‘(l with a peeuiiariy sweet and sigmhcant smile. 

' Wiiat ? lias it begun V Has it V ’ he asked m a 
friglitcned voice. ‘ Wo must send . . And he began 
to dress hurriedly. 

‘ No, no,’ she said .smiling, holding liim back with her 
hand. ‘ Fm sun* it’s nothmg, i only felt shghtly 
unwell ; but it is over now.’ 

She came back to her bed, put out the candle, lay 
d<;wn, and lemained quiet. Though that quietness, 
as if she vxu*e holdmg her lireath, and especially the 
peculiar tendenie.s.s and animation with which, returning 
from th{* other side of the partition, she had said : ‘ It’s 
nothing ! ’ seemed to him suspicious, yet he was so sleepy 
that he fell asleep at once. Only afterwards he remem- 
bered that bated breath, and realized all that had passed 
m her dear sweet soul w'hile she lay motionless by his 
side, awaiting the greatest event of a woman’s life. 

At seven o’clock ho was awakened by her touch on 
his shoulder and a soft whisper. She seemed to hesitate 
between regret at waking him and a desire to speak to 
him. 

' Kostya, don’t he fnghtened. It’s nothing, but I 
think , . . Wo must send for Mary Vlasevna.’ 

The caudle was bummg again. She was sitting on 
the bed holding in her hands some knitting she had 
lately been doing. 

‘ Please don’t be frightened ! It’s nothing. I’m not 
a bit afraid,’ she said on seeing his alarmed face, and 
she pressed his hand to her breast and then to her lips. 

Ho jumped up hastily, hardly aware of himself and 
without taking his eyes off her, put on his dressing- 
gown and stood still, gazing at her. It was necessary 
for him to go, hut he could not tear himself away from 
the sight of her. He had loved that face and known all 
its expressions and looks, but he had never seen her as 
she was now. How vile and despicable he appeared to 
himself bef&rc her as .she now was, when he recollected 
the grief he had caused her yesterday ! Her flushed 
face suiTounded with soft hair that had escaped from 
beneath her nightcap shone with joy and resolution. 

Little as there was of affectation and conventionality 
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in Kitty’s general character, yet Levin was astonished 
at what was revealed to him now that every veil had 
fallen and the very kernel of her soul shone through her 
eyes. And in this simplicity, this nakedness of soul, 
she whom he loved was more apparent than ever. She 
looked at him smilingly, but suddenly her eyebrow's 
twitched, she raised her head, and commg quickly to 
him she took hold of his hand and chnging close slie 
enveloped him in her hot breath. She was suii'ermg, 
and seemed to be complaining to him of her pain. And 
for a moment from force of habit he felt as if he were 
in fault. But her look expressed a tenderness which 
told him that she not only did not blame him, but loved 
him because of those sufferings. ‘ If I am not to blame 
for it, who is ? ’ he thought, mvoluntarily seeking a 
culprit to punish for these sufferings ; but there was no 
culprit. She suffered, complained, triumphed in her 
sufferings, rejoiced in them and loved them. He saw 
that something beautiful was takmg place m her soul, 
but what it was he could not understand. It wms above 
his comprehension. 

‘ I have sent for Mama. And you, go quickly and 
fetch Mary Vlasevna. . . . Kostya ! ... No, it’s 
nothing. It’s past.’ 

She moved away from him and rang. 

‘ Well, go now. Pasha is coming. I am all right.’ 

And Levm saw^ with amazement that she again took 
up the knitting which she had fetched in the night, and 
recommenced work. 

As Levm went out at one door he heard the maid 
enter at the other. He stopped at the door and heard 
Kitty give detailed instructions to the maid, and with 
her help herself move the bed. 

He dressed, and while the horse was being harnessed — 
for it was early, and no izvoshchihs were about yet — 
he ran back to the bedroom not on tiptoe but, as it seemed 
to him, on wings. Two maids were busy moving some- 
thing in the bedroom. Kitty was walking up and down 
and knitting, rapidly throwing the thread over thb needle 
and giving orders. 

' I am going straight to the doctor’s. They have 
already gone for Mary Vlasevna, but I will call there 
too. Is anything else wanted ? Oh yes, to DoUy I ’ 
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She looked at hinK evidently not listening to wkat 
!u‘ was saying. 

‘ yes ! Go,’ said rapidly, frowning and 
motioning him away with her hand. 

He was already on his way through the drawing-room 
when suddenly a piteous moan, that lasted only a moment, 
leached hmi from the bedroom. He stopped and for 
a moment could not understand it. 

‘ Yes, it was she,’ he said and, claspmg his head with 
his iiands, ho ran downstairs. 

‘ Lord have mercy ! Pardon and help us ! ’ he repeated 
the words that suddenly and unexpectedly sprang to 
his lips, .ilnd he, an unbeliever, repeated those words 
not with his lips only. xAt that mstant he knew that 
neither his doubts nor the impossibility of believing 
with his reason — of which he was conscious — at all 
prevented his appealing to God. It all flew off like 
dust. To whom should he appeal, if not to Him in 
whose hands he felt himself, his soul, and his love, to 
bo ? 

The horse was not yet ready, but feeling particularly 
eneigetic, physically strong and alert to meet what lay 
before him, so as not to lose a moment he did not wait 
for it hut started off on foot, telling Kuzma to catch 
him up. 

At the corner he encountered a night izvosJicJiik 
hurrying along. In the little sledge sat Mary Vlasevna 
in a velvet cloak with a shawl over her head. ‘ Thank 
God ! ’ he muttered, recognizing with delight her little 
blonde face, which now wore a particularly serious and 
even severe expression. Without stopping the izvoshchih 
he ran back beside her. 

‘ So it began about two hours ago, not more ? ’ she 
asked.* ‘ You will find the doctor, but don’t hurry him. 
And get some opium at the chemist’s.’ 

‘ So you think it may go all right ? God have mercy 
and help us ! ’ said Levin as he saw his horse commg 
out of the gateway. Jumping into the sledge beside 
Kuzma, *he*ordered him to drive to the doctor’s. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

The doctor was not yet up, and his footman said he 
had gone to bed late and given orders that he was not 
to be caled, but the footman added that he would be 
up soon. The man was cleaning lamp-glasses and seemed 
quite absorbed in his task. This attention to bis glasses 
and indiSerence to what was taking place at the Levins’ 
astonished Levm at first, but he immediately recollected 
himself and realized that no one knew or was bound to 
know his feehngs, and that it was therefore all the more 
necessary to act calmly, deliberately, and firmly in order 
to break through this wall of indifference and to attain 
his aim. ‘Do not hurry and do not omit anything,’ 
he said to himself, conscious of an increasmg uplift of 
his physical powers and of hxs attention to all that lay 
before him. 

Having learnt that the doctor was not up yet, Levin, 
out of the many plans that occurred to him, decided on 
the following : Kuzma should go with a note to another 
doctor, while he himself would go to the chemist for the 
opium ; and if the doctor was not up when he returned 
he would bribe the footman — or if that was impossible, he 
would enter by force and wake the doctor at all costs. 

At the chemist’s a skinny dispenser, with the same 
mdifference with which the footman had cleaned his 
lamp -glasses, closed with a wafer a packet of powders 
for which a coachman was waiting, and refused to let 
Levin have any opium. Trymg not to hurry and not 
to get excited, Levin gave the names of the doctor and 
of the midwife, explained why the opium was wanted, 
and tried to persuade the dispenser to let him have it. 
The dispenser asked in German whether he might sell it ; 
and receivmg permission from some one behind a screen, 
took out a bottle and a funnel, slowly poured it from 
a large bottle into a smaR one, stuck on a label, and, 
in spite of Levin’s request that he should not do so, 
sealed up the bottle, and was about to wrap it up. 
This was more than Levin could stand; he resolutely 
snatched the bottle out of the man’s hands and rushed 
out at the big glass door. The doctor was not up yet, 
and the footman, now busy putting down a carpet, 
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rctused to wake him. Levin deliberately took out a 
ten -rouble note, and speaking slowly but without losing 
tune, handed him the note and explained that Dr Peter 
Dinitrich (how great and important this Peter Dmitrioh, 
formerly so insignilicant, now appeared to Levin !) 
had promised to come at any time, and that he would 
certainly not be angry and must therefore be called at 
once. 

The footman consented and went upstairs, aslong 
Levin to step into the waiting-room. 

I.<evm could hear the doctor at the other side of the 
door coughmg, W’alking about, washing, and speakmg. 
Homo three minutes elapsed ; to Levin they seemed 
more tlian an hour. He could not wait any longer. 

‘ Peter Dmitrich ! Peter Bmitrieh ! ’ he called out 
111 a tone of entreaty through the open door. ‘ For 
heaven’s sake forgive me ^ . Deceive me as you are I 

It’s over two hours . . . ’ 

' Immediately ! Immediately ! ’ answered a voice, 
and Levin was astounded to detect that the doctor was 
smiling as he said it. 

" Just for one moment ! ’ 

' Immediately ! ’ 

Tw'o minutes more passed while the doctor put on 
his boots and two more while he put on his clothes and 
brushiHl his hair. 

‘ Peter Dmitrich ! ’ Levin again began in a piteous 
voice, but at that mstant the doctor came out, dressed 
and with his hair brushed. ‘ These people have no 
conscience,’ thought Levin. ‘ Brushing their hair while 
we are perishing ! ’ 

‘ Good morning ! ’ said the doctor, holding out his 
hand and, as it seemed to Levin, teasing him by his calm 
manner. ‘ Don’t hurry ! Well ? ’ 

Trying to be as exact as possible. Levin began recount- 
ing every unnecessary detail of his wife’s position, con- 
tinually intemipting himself to beg the doctor to accom- 
pany him at once. 

'Don’ 1 ; be in such a hurry. You see you are in- 
experienced, I am sure I shall not be needed, but I 
promised, and if you like I will come. But there is 
no hurry. Please sit dovii. Won’t you have a cup of 
coffee ? ’ 
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Le’V'in gave the doctor a look which asked whether 
lie was not laughing at him. But the doctor had no idea 
of laughing. 

‘ I Imow, I know,’ he said with a smile. ‘ I am a family 
man myself. We husbands are the most miserable of 
creatures at those times. I have a patient whose husband 
always runs away mto the stable on such occasions ! ' 

‘ But what is your opinion, Peter Bmitrich ? Do you 
think it may go all right ? ’ 

‘ All the symptoms are favourable.’ 

‘ Then you will come at once ? ’ said Levin, looking 
angrily at the servant who brought in the coffee. 

‘ In an hour’s time.’ 

‘ Xo, for heaven’s sake . . . ! ’ 

‘ Well, only let me hmsli my cojffee.’ 

The doctor began on his coffee. Both kept silence. 

‘ Well, the Turks are being seriously beaten ! Did 
you read yesterday’s telegram ? ’ asked the doctor, 
chewing a piece of roU. 

‘ No, I can’t stand it ! ’ said Levm, jumpmg up. ‘ So 
you w’ill come in a quarter of an hour ? ’ 

‘ In half an hour.’ 

‘ On your honour ? ’ 

Levm got home just as the Princess arrived, and they 
met at the bedroom door. There were tears in the 
Princess’s eyes and her hands shook When she saw 
Levin she embraced him and began to cry. 

‘ Well, Mary Vlasevna, darling ? ’ she asked, seizmg 
the hand of the midwife who came toward them with 
a beaming but preoccupied expression. 

‘ It’s going ah right,’ she said ‘ Persuade her to lie 
down ; it will be easier for her.’ 

From the moment when he woke up and understood 
what was the matter Levm had braced himself to endure 
what might await him, without reasoning and without 
anticipating anything — ^firmly suppressing all his thoughts 
and feelings, determined not to upset his wife but on 
the contrary to calm and support her. Not allowing 
himseK even to thmk of what was about tg happen and 
how it would end, judgit^ by inquiries he had made 
as to the time such affairs usually lasted, Levin mentally 
prepared himself to endure and to keep his heart under 
restraint for something like five hours, which seemed 
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him within lus power. But when he returned from 
the doctor’s and agam saw her sufferings, he began 
repeating more and more often : ‘ God, pardon and help 
UH ’ ’ sighing and lifting his head, afraid lest he should 
not be able to bear the strain and should either burst 
into tears or run away, so tormenting was it for him 
Arwl only one hour had passed ! 

But after that hour another passed, a second, a third, 
and all the fix’e hours that he had set himself as the 
k)ngest term of possible endurance, and still the situation 
’i^as unchanged ; and ho went on enduring, for there 
was nothing else to do but to endure — thinking every 
moment that he had reached the utmost limit of endur- 
ance and that m a moment his heart would burst with 
pity. 

But the mmutes went by, and the hours, and other 
hours, and lus suffering and terror and strain grew 
tenser. 

The ordinary conditions of life, without which nothing 
can be imagined, no longer existed for Levin. He lost 
the sense of time. Sometimes minutes — those minutes 
whm she called him to her and he held her moist hand, 
now pressing his with extraordinary strength and now 
])ushing him away — seemed to him like hours ; and then 
again hours seemed but mmutes. He was surprised 
when Mary Vlasevna asked him to light a candle 
behind the partition, and he learnt that it was already 
five o’clock in the evenmg. Had he been told it was 

ten m the morning he would not have been more 

astonished. He had just as little idea of where he 
v'as at that time as he had of when it all took place 

He saw her burning face, now bewildered and full of 

suffering, and now smiling and soothing him. He saw 
the Prmcess red, overwrought, her grey hair out of 
curl, and with tears which she energetically swallowed, 
biting her lips. He saw Dolly, he saw the doctor smoking 
thick cigarettes, and Mary Vlasevna with a firm, 
resolute, and tranquiUizing look on her face, and the 
old Prinoe^paQing up and down the ballroom and frowning. 
But he did not know how they came and went, nor 
where they were. The Princess was one moment in 
the bedroom with the doctor, and the next in the study, 
'where a table laid for a meal had made its appearance ; 
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and next it was not the Princess, but Doll}’. Afterwards 
Levin remembered bemg sent somewhere. Once he 
was told to fetch a table and a sofa. He did it with 
zeal, believmg that it was necessary for her sake, and 
only later discovered that he had been preparing a 
sleeping-place for himself. Then he was sent to the study 
to ask the doctor about something. The doctor answ’ered 
him, and then began talkuig about the scenes m the 
City Duma. Then he was sent to fetch an icon with 
silver-gilt mounts from the Princess’s bedroom, and he 
and the Prmcess’s old lady’s maid climbed on a cup- 
board to get do'^m the icon, and he broke the little lamp 
that burned before it, and the old servant tried to com- 
fort him about his wife and about the lamp. He brought 
the icon back with him, and put it at the head of Kitty’s 
bed, carefully pushmg it in behind the pillows. But where, 
w’hen, and why all this was done he did not know. Nor 
did he understand why the Princess took his hand, and 
looldng pitifully at him, entreated him to be calm ; nor 
why Dolly tried to persuade him to eat somethuig and 
led him out of the room ; nor why even the doctor 
looked seriously and sympathizingly at him, offering 
him some drops. 

He only knew and felt that what was happening was 
similar to what had happened the year before in the 
hotel of the provmcial town on the deathbed of his 
brother Nicholas. Only that was sorrow and this was 
joy. But that sorrow and this joy were equally beyond 
the usual conditions of life : they were like openmgs in 
that usual life through w’hich somethmg higher became 
visible. And, as m that case, what was now being 
accomplished came harshly, painfully, incomprehensibly ; 
and while watching it, the soul soared, as then, to heights 
it had never known before, at which reason could not 
keep up with it. 

‘ Lord, pardon and help us ! ’ he kept repeating in- 
cessantly to himself, appealing to God, m spite of a long 
period of apparently complete estrangement, just as 
trustmgly and simply as in the days of childhood and 
early youth. 

During the whole of that time he was alternately m 
two different moods. One mood when not in her 
presence : when with the doctor, who smoked one thick 
211 t3 
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cigarette after another and extinguished them against 
the rim of the overflowmg ashpan ; when with Dolly 
and the Prince, where they talked about dinner, politics, 
or lUiy Petrovna’s illness, and when Levin suddenly 
quite forgot for an instant what was happening and felt 
just as if he was waking up ; and the other was in her 
presence, by her pillow, where his heart was ready to 
burst with pity and yet did not burst, and there he 
prayed unceasingly to God. And every time when the 
screams that came from the bedroom roused him from 
momentary forgetfulness be succumbed to the same 
strange error that had possessed him in the first moments : 
every time, on hearnig the scream, he jumped up and 
ran to justify himself, but recollected on the way that 
ho was not to blame and that he longed to protect and 
help her. But when, looking at her, he again saw that 
to help was impossible, he was seized with horror and 
said, ‘ Lord, pardon and help us ! ’ And the longer it 
lasted the stronger grew both his moods : out of her 
presence he became calmer, quite forgettmg bei, and 
at the same time both her sufferings and his feeling 
of tiie impossibility of helpmg her became more and 
more poignant. He would jump up, wishing to run 
away somewhere, but ran to her instead. 

Sometimes when she had called him again and again, 
he was half-inclined to blame her. But seeing her meek 
smiling face and hearing her say, ‘ I have worn you out,’ 
he blamed God ; but the thought of God made him at 
once pi ay for forgiveness and mercy. 


CHAPTEB XV 

He did not Imow whether it was late or early. The 
candles were all burning low. DoUy had just entered 
the study and suggested that the doctor should lie down. 
Levin sat listening to the doctor’s stories of a quack 
magnetizsr and staring at the ash of the doctor’s cigarette. 
It was an interval of rest and oblivion. He had quite 
forgotten what was going on. He listened to the doctor’s 
tale and understood it. Suddenly there was a scream 
unlike anythmg he had ever heard. The scream was 
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so terrible that Levin did not even jump up, but looked 
breathlessly with a frightened and inquiring glance at 
the doctor, who bent his head on one side to listen and 
smiled approvingly. Everything was so out of the 
ordinary that nothing any longer surprised Levin 
' Probably it had to be so,’ thought he and remained 
sitting still. ‘ But who was it screammg ? ’ Ho jumped 
up and rushed mto the bedroom on tiptoe, past Mary 
Vlasevna and the Prmcess, and stopped at his place at 
the head of the bed. The screammg had ceased, but 
there was a change ; what it was he could not make 
out or understand, nor did he want to understand it; 
but he read it in Mary Vlasovna’s face. She looked 
pale and stem, and as resolute as before, though her 
jaw trembled a httle and her eyes were fixed intently 
on Kitty. Kitty’s burning face, worn with sutoing, 
with a lock of hair clmgmg to her clammy forehead, 
was turned toward him trying to catch his eye. Her 
raised hands asked for his. Seizing his cold hands in 
her perspiring ones she pressed them to her face. 

‘ Bon’t go ! Don’t go ! I am not afraid, I am not 
afraid i ’ she said rapidly. ‘ Mama ! Take oS my 
earnngs, they are in the way ! You are not afraid ? 
Soon, Mary Vlasevna, soon . . . ! ’ 

She spoke very rapidly and tried to smile, but all at 
once her face became distorted and she pushed him away. 

‘ Xo, this is awful 1 I shall die ... die ! ... Go ! 
Go I ’ she cried, and again he heard that scream unlike 
any other cry. 

Levin clasped his head in his hands and ran out of 
the room. 

‘ It’s all right, it’s all right ! All goes well ! ’ Dolly 
called after him. 

But say what they might, he knew that now all was 
lost. Leaning his head against the door-post he stood 
in the next room, and heard some one shrieking and 
moanmg in a way he had never heard till then, and he 
knew that these sounds were produced by what once 
was Kitty- He had long ceased wishing foi a "child, and 
now he hated that chM. He did not how even wish 
her to live, but only longed that these terrible sufferings 
should end. 

‘ Doctor, what is it ? What is it ? Oh, my God I ’ 
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1.0 cried, grasping the hand of the doctor who had just 
entered 

'* It’s coming to an end/ said the doctor, with a face 
so serious that Levin thought that end meant death. 

(^uite beside himself, lie rushed into her room. The 
first thing he saw* was Mary Vlasovna’s face. It was 
still more fromiing and stem. Kitty’s face did not exist, 
hi its place was somothmg ternbie, both because of its 
strained expression and because of the sounds which 
])rocecded from it. He let liis head drop upon the wood 
(jf the bedstead, feeling tliat his heart was breaking. 
The terrible screaming did not cease, but grew yet more 
awful until, as if it had readied the utmost limit of 
horror, it suddenly ceased. Levin could scarcely believe 
his cars, but there was no room for doubt. The screaming 
had ceased, and he luurd a sound of movement, of 
rustling, of accelerated hreathmg, and her voice, faltering, 
living, lender, and happy, as it said, ' It’s over.’ 

He raised his head. With her arms helplessly out- 
stretched upon the quilt, unusually beautiful and calm 
she lay, gazing silently at him, trymg unsuccessfully to 
smile. 

And suddenly, out of the mysterious, terrible, and 
uiuairtlily v oriel in winch he had been living for the last 
twenty-two Iiours, Levin felt himself mstantaneously 
transported back to the old everyday world, but now 
radiant with the light of such new joy that it was in- 
auppor table. The taut strings snapped, and sobs and 
tears of joy that he had not in the least anticipated arose 
within iiim, with such force that they shook his whole 
body and long prevented his speaking. 

Falling on his knees by her bedside he held his wife’s 
hand to his lips, kissing it, and that hand, by a feeble 
movement of the fingers, replied to the kisses. And 
mcanvihiie at the foot of the bed, like a flame above 
a lamp, flickered in Slaiy" Vlasevna’s skflful hands the 
life of a human being who had never before existed : 
a human being who, with the same right and the same 
iraportamJfo to himself, would live ancl would procreate 
others like himself. 

‘ Alive ! Alive ! And a boy ! Don’t be ^ anxious,’ 
Levin heard iMary Vlasevna say, as she slapped the 
baby's back with a shaking hand. 
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' }»Iania, is it true ? ’ asked Kitty 

TliC Princess could only sob in rejily. 

And amid the silence, as a positive answer to the 
mother’s question, a voice quite unlike all the restrained 
voices that had been speaking in the room made itself 
heard. It was a bold, msolent voice that hail no con- 
sideration for anything, it was the cry of the new human 
hemg who had so incomprehenbibiy appeared Irom some 
imknovm realm 

Before that, il Levm had been told that Kitty was 
dead, and that he had died with her, that they had 
angel children, and that God was there present with them 
— he would not have been astonished. But now, having 
returned to the woild of actuality, he had to make great 
efforts to understand that she was ahve and weU, and 
that the creature that was ycllmg so desperately wr.s 
his son. Kitty was alive, her suffermgs wore over ; 
and he wms full of unspeakable bliss. This he com- 
prehended, and it rendered him entirely happy. But 
the child ? Whence and why had he come ? Who 
was he ? ... He could not at all accustom himself 
to the idea. It seemed something superfluous, some- 
thmg overflowing, and for a long time he was unable 
to get used to it. 


CHAPTER XVI 

Toward ten o’clock the old Prince, Koznyshev, and 
Oblonsky were with Levin, and having talked about 
the young mother they had begun discussing other 
matters. Levm listened to them and at the same time 
involuntarily thought of the past and of what had been 
going on before that morning, remembermg himseH as 
he had been yesterday before this event. A hundred 
years seemed to have elapsed since then. He felt as 
if he were on some unattamable height, from which he 
paittstakmgly descended m order not fco hurt the feelings 
of those with whom he was conversing. He talked, 
but never ceased thinking of his wife, of the details of 
her present condition, and of his son — to the idea of 
whose existence he painstakingly tried to accustom 
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iiad received a new and unsuspected sigiiilicance for him, 
now lose so high in his estimation that his imagination 
could not grasp it. He heard a conversation about 
yesterday’s dinner at the club and thought, ‘ What is 
happening to her now ? Is she asleej) ? How' is she ? 
Wirit is site thinking about ? Is our son, Dmitry, cry- 
ing ’ And in the middle of the conversation, m. the 
middle of a phrase, he suddenly jumped up and left the 
room. 

‘ Hencl and let me know whether I may see her,’ said 
tiie old Prince. 

‘ All right, directly ! ’ answered Levin, and, without 
pausing, \\ent to her room. 

She wc.s not asleep, but was talking quietly with her 
mother, inakmg plans for the christening. 

Made neat, her hair brushed, a smart cap trimmed 
with something blue on her head, she lay on her back 
with her arms outside the quilt, and met his look with 
a look which drew him toward her. That look, aheady 
briglit, grew still brighter as he approached. On her 
face was the same change from the earthly to that which 
w’as beyond earth, as ls seen on the faces of the dead ; 
but in their case it is a farewell, in hers it was a welcome. 
Again an agitation, similar to that which he had felt at 
the moment oi the birth, gripped his heart. She took 
his hand and asked whether he had slept. He could 
not answxT and, conscious of his weakness, turned 
awuy. 

‘ And 1 have been dozmg, Kostya ! ’ she said. ‘ And 
now I feel so comfortable.’ 

She w^as gazing at him, but suddenly her face changed. 

‘ Let me have him,’ said she, hearing the baby’s cry. 
' Let me have him, Mary Vlasevna, and he wiE see him 
too !’ 

‘\Vell then, we’ll let Papa have a look,’ said Mary 
Vlasevna, lifting something red, strange, and quivermg 
and bringing it nearer. ‘ But wait a bit, let’s first get 
dressed,’ and Mary Vlasevna put the quivermg red 
object on the bed, and began unwrapping it and then 
swaddling it agam, raising and turnmg it with one 
finger, and powdering it with somethmg. 

Levin, gazing at this tiny piteous being, vainly searched 
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his soul for some indications of paternal feeling. He 
felt nothing for it but repulsion. But when it was 
stripped and he caught a glimpse of thm, thin little arms 
and legs saffron-coloured, but ’with fingers and toes, 
and even with thumbs distinguishable from the rest ; 
and when he saw how, as though they were soft springs, 
Marj^ Vlasevna bent those little arms which stuck up, 
and encased them in linen garments, he was so filled with 
pity for that being, and so alarmed lest she should hurt 
it, that he tried to restrain her hand. 

Mary Vlasevna laughed. 

‘ Don’t be afraid, don’t be afraid ! ’ 

When the baby had been swaddled and made into 
a firm doU, Mary Vlasevna turned it over as if proud 
of her work, and stepped aside that Levin might see 
his son in all his beauty. 

Kitty turned her eyes and gazed fixedly in the same 
direction. ‘ Let me have him, let me have him ! ’ she 
said, and was even going to raise herself. 

‘ What are you doing, Catherine Alexandrovna ? 
You must not move like that I Wait a moment, I’ll 
give him to you. Let’s show Papa what a fine fellow 
we are ' ’ 

And Mary Vlasevna held out to Levin on one hand 
(the other merely supporting the nape of the shaky 
head) this strange, hmp, red creature, that hid its head 
in its swaddling clothes. But there was also a nose, 
blinking eyes, and smackmg lips. 

‘ A beautiful baby ! ’ said Mary Vlasevna. 

Levin sighed bitterly. This beautiful baby only 
inspired him with a sense of repulsion and pity. These 
were not at all the feelmgs he had expected. 

He turned away while Mary Vlasevna laid the child 
to the unaccustomed breast. 

Suddenly a laugh made him lift his head. It was 
Kitty laughiug. The baby had taken the breast. 

‘ Well, that’s enough ! That’s enough I ’ said Mary 
Vlasevna ; but EItty would not part with the baby. 
He fell asleep in her arms. « * 

‘ Now look at him,’ said Kitty, turning him so that 
Levin could see him. The old-looking little face wrinkled 
up stilL more and the baby sneezed. 

Smiling, and hardly able to keep back tears of tender- 
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nesH, Levin liissed lurf wife and quitted the darkened 
roosn. 

What he felt toward this little creature was not at all 
what ho had anticipated. There was nothing merry 
or joyful in it ; on the contrary, there was a new and 
(lisiressing sense of fear. It was the consciousness of 
another vulnerahle region. xAjid this consciousness was 
at first HO painful, the fear lest that helpless being should 
suffer was ho strong, that it quite hid the strange feeling 
of unreasoning joy and even pride which he experienced 
when the baby sneezed. 


CHAPTER XVII 

Oulonsky’s affairs were m a bad state. 

Two-thirds of the money for the forest had already 
been spent, and by allowmg a discount of ten per cent, 
he had obtamed from the merchant almost the whole 
of the last third. But the latter would not advance 
any more of the money, especially as Lolly, who had 
that winter for the first time plainly claimed a right to 
her own property, had refused to endorse the contract 
with a 1 ‘eceipt for the last third of the payment. 
Oblonsky’s whole salary went for household expenses 
and the liquidation of small pressing biUs. He had no 
money at all. 

This w'as unpleasant, mcoiivement, and, in Oblonsky’s 
opinion, ought not to continue. The cause, as he under- 
stood it, was that he received too small a salary. 
The position had certainly been a very good one a 
few years ago, but it was so no longer. Petrov, the 
Bank director, got Rs. 12,000. Sventitsky, Director of 
a Company, got Rs. 17,000 ; and Mitin, having founded 
a bank, got Rs. 50,000. ‘ Evidently 1 have been asleep 
and have been forgotten ! ’ thought Oblonsky. And he 
began pricking up Ms ears and looking around, and 
by the entl of the winter he had discovered a very good 
post and begun an attack on it, first from Moscow through 
aunts, uncles, and friends ; and then in spring, when the 
matter had ripened, he himself went to Petersburg. 
This post was one of those, now far more numerous 
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than formerly, carrying salaries fioni one thousand to 
fifty thousand roubles a year : soft x>rofitable jobs. 
It was a Membership of the Committee of the Joint 
Agency of the Mutual Credit Balance of Southern Raii- 
waj^s and Banking Houses. Like all such posts it requii’ed 
such immense knowledge and activity as could hardly 
be united in one man. And as there was no one found 
^\'ho united those qualities, it was at any rate better 
for the post to be filled by an honest rather than a dis- 
honest man. Oblonskj^ was not only an honest man 
— placing no special emphasis on the word— but he 
was an honest man with an emphasis, m the special sense 
attaching to the word in IMoseow, where they say : ‘ An 
honest worker, an honest writer, an honest journalist 
an honest institution, an honest tendency,’ meanii 
not only that the man or the mstitution are not ch 
honest, but also that they are capable, on occasion, i 
being objectionable to the Government. Oblonsl 
moved in those Moscow circles wlieie that word w. 
used, and was there considered an honest man, so th; 
he had a better claim to the post tlian other people. 

The post carried a salary of from seven to ten tho 
sand roubles a year, and Oblonsky could hold it witlioi 
resigning his official position. It depended on tv 
^Ministers, one lady, and two Jews ; and though thf 
had already been prepared it was necessary for Oblonsl 
to see an these people m Petersburg. Moreover, 1 
had promised his sister Anna to obtam a decisive answ 
about the divorce from Karenin. So, having got fii 
roubles from Dolly, he went to Petersburg. 

Sitting m Karenin’s study and listenuig to his artic 
on ‘ The Causes of the Bad State of Russian Finance 
Oblonsky only waited for him to conclude to spe£ 
about his own affairs and about Anna. 

‘ Yes, it is very true,’ Oblonsky agreed when Kareni 
taking off the pince-nez without which he could i 
longer read, looked up mquiringly at his former brothe 
m-law- ‘ It is very true in detail, but aU the same t 
prmciple of to-day is Freedom.’ • * 

‘ Yes, but I brmg forward another prmciple which ei 
braces the principle of freedom,’ said Karenin, accentuc 
mg the word ‘embraces,’ and putting his pince-nez om 
again to re-read the part where this was said. 
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Turning over the beautifully written, very broad - 
margined manuscript, Karenin re-read the convmcing 
passage : 

‘ 1 do not want protection for the benefit of private 
indHiduals, but for the common good — for the lowest 
and for the highest classes equalij^’ lie said, looking at 
Ofilonsky over his pince-nez. ' But they cannot under- 
stand this, they arc concomeci only with their private 
interests and are earned away by phrases.’ 

Oblonsky knew that when Karenin began talking 
about what they did and thought — they bemg those who 
did not wish to accept his piojects, and were the cause 
of all the evil in Jlussia — the end of the subject was 
near at hand, and he therefore willingly abandoned the 
principle of I'reedom and agreed entirely. Kaienin 
was silent, thoughtfully turning over the leaves of his 
manuscript. 

‘ Oh, by the way ! ’ said Oblonsky, ‘ I wanted to ask 
you to take an opportunity, when you see Pomorsky, 
to put in a word for me, and to tell him that I should 
very much like to got the vacant post of Member of the 
(Minmittec of the Jomt Agency of the Mutual Credit 
Balance of KSouthem Railways ’ The name of the post 
that was so near his heart was already familiar to 
Oblonsky and he pronounced it rapidly without any 
blunder. 

Karenin inquired what was the work of this new 
Committee, and pondered. He was considering whether 
in the activity of this Committee there was not some- 
thing at variance with his own projects. But as the 
work of the new institution was very complicated and 
his project covered a very extensive domain, he could 
not decide this immediately, and taking off his pince-nez 
said : 

‘Certainly I could speak to him; but, really, why 
do you want the post ? ’ 

‘The salary is good, up to nine thousand, and my 
means . . 

‘ Nine fhonsand,’ repeated Karenin, and frowned. 

The large figure of the salary reminded him that, in 
that respect, the post Oblonsky w^as aspiring to was 
opposed to the main idea of his projects, which always 
tended toward economy. 
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‘ I consider, and I have written an article on the 
point, that the enormous salaries paid nowadays are 
a symptom of the false economic position of our 
admmistration.’ 

' Yes, bub what would you have ? ’ said Oblonsky „ 
‘Let’s say a bank director gets ten thousand, — he’s 
worth it, you know ' Or an engineer gets twenty thou- 
sand. It’s a live business, anyway.’ 

‘ I consider that a salary is payment for value received 
and should be subject to the law of supply and demand. 
If that law is ignored when fixing a salary, as for instance 
when I see that, of two engmeers who have passed through 
the same Institute and are equally weU instructed and 
capable, one receives forty thousand and the other is 
satisfied with two thousand ; or when lawyers or hussars 
who have no special knowledge arc appointed Directors 
of banks or companies and receive gigantic salaries, I 
conclude that these salaries are not fixed by the law of 
supply and demand but by personal mfluence. This 
is an abuse important in itself, which has a bad effect 
on the State service. I consider . . 

Oblonsky hastened to mterrupt his brother-in-law. 

‘ Yes,’ said he, ‘ but you wfil agree that a new and 
unquestionably useful institution is being started. Any- 
way, it is a live business ! It is particularly desired 
that the work should be managed honestly,’ concluded 
Oblonsky, with an emphasis on the word. 

But the Moscow meaning of ‘ honest ’ was unintelli- 
gible to Karenin. 

‘ Honesty is only a negative quality,’ said he. 

‘ But you would greatly oblige me, all the same, if 
3 ’ou would put m a word — when you happen to see 
Pomorsky,’ said Oblonsky. 

‘ But it depends chiefly on Boigarmov, I think,’ said 
Karenin. 

*■ Bolgarinov quite agrees, as far as he is concerned,’ 
returned Oblonsky with a blush. 

He blushed at the mention of Bolgarino-^ because 
he had that morning been to see the Jew *ana the visit 
had left an unpleasant impression on his mind. 

Oblonsky was firmly convinced that the business 
he wished to serve was new, alive, and honest ; but 
that morning when Bolgarinov, with obvious intention. 
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made* Inin ’ivait two hours in his waitmg-room with other 
petitioners, he had suddenly felt uncomfortable. 

Wliether it was tliat he. Prince Oblonsky, a descendant 
of Punk, waas waiting two hours m a Jew’s w'aiimg-room, 
or that, for the first time in his life, he w^as departmg 
from the example set by Iiis ancestors of servmg the 
State only and wais entering on a new field, at any rate 
he felt uncomfortable. During those twm hours in 
Holgarinov’s waiting-room he had walked about boldly, 
smoothing his whiskers, entermg into conversation with 
other applicants, inventing a joke to tell, of how he had 
waited at the Jew’s, carefully conceaHng his feelings 
from others and even from hmiself. 

Bui all the tune he felt uncomfortable and vexed with- 
out knowing wdiy. Was it that nothmg would come of 
his pun : * 1 had business with a Jew, but could not get at 
him even to say ajm (adieu),’ or was it something else? 
And wdion Bolgarmov at length received him with extreme 
politeness, evidently triuinplimg m his humiliation, and 
very nearly refused his recpiest, Oblonsky hastened to 
forget it as quickly as he could ; and only now" on 
recoilecting it Idushcd. 


CHAPTER XVIII 

* Now there’s another mattei ; you know what it is 
, . . about Amia,’ said Oblonsky after a short pause, 
when ho had shaken off the unpleasant recollection. 

Directly Oblonsky mentioned Anna’s name Karenin’s 
face entirely changed. Instead of its former animation 
it (‘xpressed weariness and hfelessness. 

“ T\Jiat is it you wish of me ? ’ Karenin said, turning 
round in his chair and folding his pince-nez. 

‘ A decision, some decision, Alexis Alexandrovich ! 
I address myself to you not as . . .’ He was going to 
say, ' as an offended husband,’ but, afraid of mjuring 
his case thereby, he changed the expression to ‘not 
as a stiftesfnan ’ (this sounded inappropriate) ‘ but 
simply as a man, a kmd man and a Christian ! You 
should have pity on her.’ 

' What do you mean exactly ? ’ asked Karenin in a 
lew tone. 
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' Why, pity her ! If you had seen her as I have, 
vdio have spent the wlio'le winter with her, you would 
pity her. Iler position is awful ' Literally awful ! ’ 

‘ It seems to me,’ letiimed Karenin m a more high- 
pitched, almost squeaky voice, ‘ that Anna Arkadyevna 
has everythhig she herself desired.’ 

‘ Oh, Alexis Alexandrovich ! For God’s sake don’t 
let us have any recriminations ’ What is past is past 1 
You know what she wants and is waiting foi : the 
divorce.’ 

‘ But I understood that Anna Arkadyevna declined 
a divorce if 1 insisted on keeping my son. I answered 
in that sense and thought the matter was closed. 1 
consider it closed,’ shrieked Kareimi. 

‘ For heaven’s sake don’t excite yourself,’ said 
Oblonsky, touchmg his biother-in-law’s knee. ‘ The 
matter is not closed If you will let me recapitulate, 
this is how matters stood ; When, you parted, you were 
great, as magnanimous as a man can possibly be ; you 
consented to everything ; her freedom and even a 
divorce. She appreciated that. Yes, don’t think other- 
wise 1 She really appreciated it ! She appreciated it 
to such a degree that, at the moment, fcclmg herself 
to blame toward you, she did not consider and could 
not consider everything. She renounced everything 
But facts and tune have sho'WTi that her situation is 
tormentmg and impossible.’ 

‘ Anna Arkadyevna’s life cannot interest me,’ mter- 
posed Karenin, lifting his brows. 

‘ Allow me not to believe that,’ Oblonsky rejoined 
gently. ' Her situation is tormentmg to her and does 
not benefit anyone. “ She has deserved it,” you may 
say. She laiows that and does not ask you for any- 
thing. She says plainly that she dare not ask any- 
thing. But I, and all her relatives, who all love her, 
beg and implore you ! Why should she be so tormented ? 
Who gains by it ? ’ 

‘ Excuse me ! You seem to be placing me m the 
position of defendant,’ Karenin remonstrated.* 

‘ Oh, no, no ! Not at ail I Understand me ! ’ said 
Oblonsky, now touching Karenm’s hand, as if he w'ero 
sure that the contact would soften his brother-in-law. 
‘ All I say is that her position is tormentmg, and could 
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be made easier by you, without any detriment to your- 
self. I w'oiild arrange everything for you so that 3^011 
would not bo bothered. You see, you promised ! ’ 

" The promise "was given before, and I thought the 
question about my son had settled the matter . . . 
Besides, I hoped that Anna Arkadyevna would have 
generosity enough . . uttered Karenm with difficulty, 
Ins lips trembling and hi.s face turning pale. 

' She leaves everything to your generosity ! She 
asks, she pleads for one thing only : help her out of 
the intolerable position she is in ! She no longer asks 
for her son . . . Alexis Alexandrovich ! You are a 
good man. Enter for a moment mto her situation. 
The question of a divorce is for her — in her position — 
one of life and death. If you had not promised before, 
she would have grown reconciled to her position and 
have gone on living in the countl3^ But as jmu had 
promised, she wi'ote to you and moved to Moscow. 
And now in Moscow where every time she meets anyone 
it is like a knife in her heart, she has been living for 
six months every day expecting your decision. Why, 
it’s like keeping a man condemned to death with the 
halter round his neck for months, promising him either 
death or a reprieve ! Have pity on her, and I undertake 
to arrange . . . Your scruples . . 

‘ I am not speaking of that ... of that . . Karenin 
interrupted him in a disgusted tone. ‘ But perhaps 
I promised something I had no right to promise.’ 

‘ Then you refuse what you promised ? ’ 

‘ I have never refused to do what is possible, but I 
ivant time to consider in how far what was promised 
IS possible.’ 

* No, Alexis Alexandrovich i ’ said Oblonsky, jump- 
ing to his feet. ‘ I wiU not believe that ! She is as 
wretched as a woman can be, and you cannot refuse 
such a . , 

‘ As far as what I promised is possible, fous professez 
iVetre u% libre penseur ; ^ but I, as a believer, in so im- 
portant a? matter cannot act contrary to the Christian 
law.’ 

‘But in Christian commimities, and m ours too as 
far as I know, divorce is permitted,’ said Oblonsky. 

1 You profess to be a freetbinker. 
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Divorce is also permitted by our Church. And we 
see . . 

‘ It is permitted, but not m that sense.’ 

‘ Alexis Alexandrovich, I don’t recognize you ! ’ said 
Oblonsky after a pause. ‘ Was it not you (and did we 
not appreciate it ?) who forgave everything, and, moved 
just by Christian feeling, were ready to sacrifice every- 
thing ? You yourself said : “ Give your coat when 
they would take your cloak . . now . . 

‘ I beg,’ began Karenin m a shrill voice, suddenly 
rismg to his feet, pale and with tremblmg jaw, ‘ I 
beg you to stop . . . stop . . . this conversation ! ’ 

‘ Oh, no ! Well then, forgive me ! forgive me if I 
have pained you,’ said Oblonsky with an embarrassed 
smile, holdmg out his hand. ‘ I only dehvered my 
message as an envoy.’ 

Karenin gave him his hand, reflected, and then said : 

‘ I must think it over and seek for guidance. The 
day after to-morrow I will give you a final answer,’ 
he added, after consideration. 


CHAPTER XIX 

Oblonsky was just leaving when Korney entered and 
announced : 

‘ K^ergey Alexeyich ! ’ 

‘ Who is Sergey Alexeyich ? ’ Oblonsky was about to 
ask, but immediately recollected. 

‘ Oh, Serezha ! ’ he said. ‘ Sergey Alexeyich ! Why, I 
thought it was the Director of the Department ! ’ and 
he remembered that Anna had asked hun to see the boy. 

He recalled the timid pathetic look with which Anna 
at parting from him had said : ‘ Anyhow, you will see 
him. Emd out everything : where he is, who is with 
him. And, Steve ... if it is possible . . . Isn’t 
it possible ? ’ He had understood what ‘ If it is possible ’ 
meant. It meant, if it is possible to arrange the divorce 
so that she should have her son. . . . But now Oblonsky 
saw that it was useless even to thank of that; he was, 
however, glad to see his nephew. 

Karenin remmded his brother-in-law that they never 
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nieiitioiiod his mother to the boy, and asked him not 
to say :i word about her. 

' He was very ill after that unexpected iiiteiview 

ith his mother,’ remarked Karenin. ‘ We even feared 
for his life. But sensible treatment and sea-bathing 
m the suinraer have restored his health, and now, 
on the doctor’s advice, I send him to school. The 
intluencc of his sehoolfellow.s has really had a good effect 
on him, and he is quite well and learns well.’ 

‘ Hullo ! What a tine fellow ! True enough, it’s not 
little Nertwdia now, but a complete Sergey Alexeyieh ! ’ 
said (tblonsky, smiling as he looked at a handsome boy 
in a bine jacket and long trousers who entered the room 
boldly and conlidently. The Ud looked healthy and 
bnglit. He bowed to his uncle as to a stranger, but 
recognizing him he blu.shed and turned away from him 
quickly as if offended and angry about something The 
boy came up to his father and handed him his school 
report. 

‘ Well, that’s pretty good,’ said his father. ‘ You 
may go now.’ 

‘ Ho has grown thin and tall, and is no -longer a child 
hut a regular boy,’ said Oblonsky. ‘ I like it. Do you 
remember me V ’ 

The hoy glanced swiftly at his father. 

‘ I do, man onch'y he answered, looking at his uncle 
and then again lowering his eyes. 

His uncle called him nearer and took his hand. 

‘ Well, how are thmgs ? ’ said he, wishing to start 
a conversation, but not knowing what to say. 

The boy, blusliing and not answering, gently withdrew 
ids hand from his uncle’s grasp. As soon as Oblonsky 
released it, after a questioning glance at his father, he 
hastily left the room like a bird let out of its cage. 

A year had passed since Serezha last saw his mother. 
Since then he had not heard any more of her. During 
this year he had been sent to school, and had learned 
to know his schoolmates and to like them. The dreams 
and memories of his mother w'hich, after their interview', 
had made him ill, no longer occupied him. When they 
rose in his momor}" ho took pains to drive them away, 
considering them shameful and fit only for girls, but 
not for a boy and a chum. He knew that his father 
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and mother had had a quarrel which separated them ; 
knew that it was his fate to remain with Ins father, anil 
he tried to accustom himself to that thought. 

He felt uncomfortable at meeting his uncle, who 
resembled his mother, because it awakened those very 
memories which he considered shameful. It was the 
more disagreeable because from some words ho had 
overheard while waiting outside the study door, and 
especially from his father’s and uncle’s faces, he guessed 
that they had been talking about his mother And in 
order not to blame the father with whom he lived and 
upon whom he depended, and above all not to give w^ay 
to the sensibility which he considered so degrading, 
Serezha tried not to look at that uncle, who had come 
to upset his peace of mind, and not to think of what 
was called to mind by the sight of him. 

But when Oblonsky, who had come out after him, 
saw him on the stairs, and called him and asked how 
he spent his time between lessons at school, Serezha, 
in Ms father’s absence, got into conversation with 
him. 

‘ We play at railways now,’ he said, answermg the 
question. ‘ You see, it’s this way : two sit down on 
a form ; they are passengers. One stands on the same 
form. The others all harness themselves to it — they 
may do it with their hands or their belts — and then 
off they go through all the rooms. The doors are 
opened beforehand. . . , It’s not easy to be the guard ! ’ 

‘ That’s the one who stands up f ’ asked Oblonsky 
with a smile. 

‘ Yes. It needs courage and quickness, especially 
if they stop suddenly, or if somebody falls down.’ 

‘ Yes, that’s no joke,’ said Oblonsky, looking sadly 
into those animated eyes so like the mother’s — an 
infant’s eyes no longer, and no longer altogether inno- 
cent. And, in spite of his promise to Karenin, he could 
not refrain from speaking of Anna. 

‘ Bo you remember your mother ? ’ he suddenly 
asked. 

‘ Xo, I don’t I ’ hurriedly replied Serezha, and blushing 
scarlet he hung down his head. His uncle could get 
nothing more out of him. 

Half an hour later the Slav tutor found his pupil 
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oil the .stairs, and for a long while eonlci not make out 
uhellr'f b(‘ was m a timiper or was smiply crying. 

‘ 1 c^vpect you hurt yourself when you fell down ? ’ 
said the tutor. " I told you it wa.s a dangerous game, 
j shall have to tell your head master about it.* 

‘ If 1 had hurt myself no one w'ould have known it, 
that is quite certain ! ’ 

‘ Well then, what is it ? ’ 

* Leave me alone ! If I do remember, or if I don’t 
. . , what business is it of his ? Why should I re- 
member ? Leave me alone ! * he said, now addressing 
not his tutor but the world in general* 


CHAPTER XX 

As was his wnnt, Oblonsky did not spend his time idly 
while in Jkitersburg. Besides business — his sister’s 
divorce and his post— it was as usual necessary for him, 
as he said, to refresh himself in Petersburg after the 
mustmess of Moscow. 

Moscow'-, de.spite its caft/s chantaiits and its omnibuses, 
wns .still a stagnant pool. Oblonsky always felt this. 
After living in Moscow, especially in the bosom of his 
family, Oblonsky always felt his spirits flag. When 
he had spent a long time in Moscow without a break, 
be reached a state in which he began to be upset by 
his wife’s ill-humour and reproaches, by the health 
and education of the children, and the petty details of 
his work ; even the fact that he was in debt worried 
him then. But he only needed to spend some time 
in Petersburg among the set in which he moved, where 
pdople lived, really Uvedy instead of vegetating as in 
Moscow, and at once all these cares vanished and melted 
aw'ay like wax before a fire. 

His wife ? . . . Only that day he had been talking 
to Prince Chechensky. He had a -wife and family with 
growm-ujT s«ih who were pages at Court ; and another 
family, an illegitimate one, in’ which there were other 
children. Though the first family was all right, Prince 
Chechensky felt happier with the second family. He took 
his eldest son to visit the second family, and told Oblonsky 
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that he considered it developed his son and was good for 
him. What would they say to that in Moscow ? 

Children ? In Petersburg children did not hinder 
their fathers living. Children were brought up in 
educational establishments, and there were none of 
those barbaric views that were becoming so prevalent 
in Moscow — Lvov’s was a case in point — that the children 
should have every luxury and the parents nothing but 
work and worry. Here people understood that a man 
must live his own life like a civilized bemg. 

The Service ! . . . Service too was not here that 
strained, hopeless drudgery that it was in Moscow; 
here there was an mterest in the Service. Meeting the 
right person, a service rendered, a felicitous remark, 
the ability to perform certain tricks, made a man’s 
career m a moment, as was the case with Bryantsov, 
whom Oblonsky had mot the day before, and who was 
now a great dignitary. Service of that kind had an 
interest. 

But it was the Petersburg outlook on money matters 
that had a particularly soothing efiect on Oblonsky. 
Bartnyansky, who spent at least fifty thousand roubles 
a year at the rate he was living, had the day before made 
a notable remark to him on the point. 

As they were having a chat before dinner, Oblonsky 
had said to Bartnyansky : 

‘ You are, I think, intimate with Mordvmsky ? You 
could do me a good turn if you would put in a word for 
me. There is a post I should like to get . . . Member 
oi the Agency . . 

‘ Never mind the name, I shouldn’t remember it ! 
, . . But why do you want to mix in those railway 
concerns, with Jews ? . . . Look at it how you like, 
it’s horrid ! ’ 

Oblonsky did not tell him that it was a ‘ live ’ business 
Bartnyansky would not have understood that- 

‘ I am hard up ; have nothing to live on.’ 

‘ But you do live.’ 

‘ Yes, but in debt.’ .. ‘ 

‘ Really ? Is it much ? ’ asked Bartnyansky sym- 
pathetically. 

‘ Very much : about twenty thousand roubles.’ 

Bartnyansky burst into merry laughter. 
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‘ Oh, yon lucky fellow ! ’ he cried. ‘ My debts amount 
to a million and a half, and I have nothing ! But, 
as you see, I still find it possible to live ! ’ 

Oblonsky Imew this to be true, not only from hearsay 
but from actual fact. Zhivakhov, whose debts amounted 
to three hundred thousand roubles, didn’t possess a 
penny and yet he lived, and how ho lived ! Count 
Krivtsov, whose case had long been considered hopeless, 
still kept two mistresses. Petrovsky had run through 
five millions, continued living ui just the same style, 
and even directed the Finance Department and received 
a salary of twenty thousand. 

But, apart from that, Petersburg acted pleasantly 
on Oblonsky physically. It made him younger. In 
Moscow he sometimes noticed some grey hairs ; lei! 
asleep after dinner ; stretched himself ; walked slowh’ 
up.stairs, breathing heavily ; felt dull among young 
women, and did not dance at balls. In Petersburg hr 
al'ways felt that he had shaken off ten years. 

In Petersburg he felt what the sixty-year-old Prince 
Peter Oblonsky, who had just returned from abroad, 
had described to him only the day before. 

' Here we don’t know how to live,’ Peter Oblonsky 
liad said. ‘ Would you believe it ? I spent the summer 
in Baden and really felt quite like a young man I 
see a young woman, and my fancy ... I dine, drink 
a little, and feel strong and full of spirits. I returned 
to Russia and had to be with my wife, and in the country 
besides, and in a fortnight I took to a dressing-gown 
and gave up dressing for dinner ! And as to thmking 
about yoimg women ! . . . Why, I had turned into 
quite an old man ! There was nothing left for me but 
to think of saving my soul. . . . Then I went to Pans, 
and again recovered.’ 

Stephen experienced just the same difference as Peter 
Oblonsky. In Moscow he let himself go to such an 
extent that, had he continued to live there long, he 
might even have come to the soul-savmg stage ; but 
in Petersbtirg*he again felt quite a smart fellow. 

Between the Princess Betsy Tverskaya and Oblonsky 
there existed long-estabhshed and very pecuhar relations. 
Oblonsky in fun always paid court to her, and told her 
the most indecent thmgs also in fun. knowing that she 
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liked that more than anything. The day after his inter- 
view mth Karenin, Oblonsky, calling on her, felt so 
youthful that he went accidentally to such lengths in 
this bantering courtship and humbug that he did not 
know how to get out of it, for unfortunately she was 
not merely unattractive but actually repulsive to him. 
This tone had sprung up between them because he was 
very attractive to her. So he had been very pleased 
when the Princess Myagkaya turned up, and put an 
end to their Ute-a-Ute. 

‘ Ah, so you are here ! ’ she said on seeing him. ‘ Well, 
how is your poor sister ? Don’t look at me like that,’ 
she added. ‘ Since every one has been attacking her — 
all those who are a hundred thousand times worse than 
she — I have thought she has acted splendidly. I can’t 
forgive Vronsky for not letting me Isiiow when she was 
in Petersburg. I would have gone to her and with 
her everywhere. Please give her my love. . . . Well, 
tell me about her.’ 

‘Yes, her situation is a hard one . . .’ Oblonsky 
began, in the simplicity of his heart taking the Princess 
Myagkaya’s words for genuine com when she said ' Tell 
me about her.’ But the Princess Myagkaya immedi- 
ately interrupted him, as was her habit, and commenced 
tellmg her own tale. 

‘ She has done what everybody, except myself, does 
secretly, and she would not deceive, and has acted 
splendidly. And the best thing she did was to leave 
that half-witted brother-in-law of yours ! Excuse me. 
Every one used to say, “ He is so clever, so clever.” I 
alone said that he was stupid. Now that he has got 
so chummy with Lydia Ivanovna and Landau, every 
one says he is half-witted ; and I should be glad not 
to agree with everybody, but this time I can’t help it.’ 

‘ But do explain to me what it means ! ’ said Oblonsky. 
‘ Yesterday I called on him about my sister’s afiaix and 
asked him for a definite answer. He did not give me 
an answer, but said he must think it over; and this 
morning instead of an answer I have received*an invita- 
tion for this evening to go to the Countess Lydia 
Ivanovna’s.’ 

‘ Ah, that’s it, that’s it I ’ Princess Myagkaya began 
joyfully. ‘They will ask Landau and see what he says.” 
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‘ Ask Landau ? Wliy ? Who is Landau ? ’ 

‘ What ? You don’t know Jules Landau, le fayneux 
Jvles Layidau, le chirvoyanl ? ^ He also is half-witted, 
but your sister’s fate depends on him. See what comes 
of living in the provinces : you know nothing 1 Landau, 
you see, was a comwis ^ in Paris and went to see a doctor. 
He fell asleop in the doctor’s waiting-room, and vrhile 
asleep began giving advice to all the patients, and very 
strange advice too. Afterwards, Yury Meledinsky’s 
wife (the invalid’s wife, you know) heard of that Landau, 
and took him to see her husband. He is treating her 
husband. No good has been done in my opmion, for 
he is still just as w^eak, but they believe in him and 
take him about with them. So they brought him to 
Russia. Here every one rushed at him, and he began 
treating everybody. He cured the Countess Bezzubova, 
and siie took such a fancy to him that she adopted him.’ 

‘ Adopted I How ? ’ 

‘ Simply adopted him I He is now no longer Landau, 
but Count Bezzubov. However, that’s not to the 
point ; but Lydia — I am very fond of her, but her head 
is not screwed on right — naturally has rushed at this 
Landau, and now nothing is settled either by her or 
by Karenin without him, so your sister’s fate is now 
in the hands of this Landau, alias Count Bezzubov.’ 


CHAPTER XXI 

Aftee an excellent dinner and a large quantity of brandy 
at Bartnyansky’s, Oblonsky, only a little after the 
appomted time, entered the Countess Lydia Ivanovna’s 
house. 

‘ Who is with the Countess ? The Frenchman ? ’ 
Oblonsky asked the hall-porter, noticing on the hall- 
stand Karenin’s overcoat, which he recognized, and a 
strange, absurd-looking paletot with clasps. 

' Alexis •AloKandrovich Karenin and Count Bezzubov*,’ 
the hall-porter replied severely. 

‘The Princess Myagkaya guessed correctly,’ thought 

1 The famous Jules Landau, the clairvoyan.t. 

2 Shop-assistant. 
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Oblonsky as he ascended the stall's. ‘ Strange ! But 
it would be just as well to make friends with her. She 
has tremendous influence. If she would say a word 
to Pomorsky, the job is done.’ 

It "was stfll quite Kght out of doors, but in the Countess 
Lydia Ivanovna’s small drawing-room the blinds were 
down and the lamp alight. 

At the round table beneath a lamp sat the Countess 
and Karenin, conversing in low tones. A short lean 
man, with hips like a woman’s, knock-kneed, very pale, 
handsome, with beautiful shming eyes and long hair 
that hung over the collar of his frock-coat, stood at 
the opposite end of the room, looking at the portraits 
on the wall. After greotmg the hostess and Karenin, 
Oblonsky mvoluntarily glanced at the stranger once more. 

‘ Monsieur Landau ! ’ The Countess addressed him 
with a softness and caution that struck Oblonsky. And 
she introduced them. 

Landau hurriedlj’' looked round, approached smilmgly, 
laid upon Oblonsky’s outstretched hand his own moist 
and motionless one, went back, and continued looking 
at the portraits. The Countess and Karenm glanced 
at each other significantly. 

‘lOim very pleased to see you, especially to-day,’ 
said the Countess Lydia Ivanovna, pomting to a seat 
beside Karenin. 

‘ I introduced him to you as Landau,^ she said softly, 
glancing at the Frenchman and then back at Oblonsky, 
‘ but really he is Count Bezzubov, as you probably 
,know. But he does not Hke that title.’ 

‘ Yes, I have heard,’ replied Oblonsky- ‘ They say 
he has completely cured the Countess Bezzubov.’ 

‘ She called on me to-day, and -^i^as so pathetic,’ said 
the Countess, turning to Karenin. ‘ This separation 
is dreadful for her. It is such a blow to her ! ’ 

‘ Is he going definitely ? ’ inquired Karenm. 

' Yes, he is going to Paris. - He heard a voice yesterday,’ 
said the Countess, with a look at Oblonsky. 

‘ Ah, a voice ! ’ Oblonsky remarked, feelit% that he 
must be as careful as possible in this company, where 
something peculiar occurred, or was supposed to occur, 
to which he as yet lacked a clue. 

After a momentary pause the Countess Lydia Ivanovna, 
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as if coming to the important point, turned with a subtle 
smile to Oblonsky, 

‘ I have known you a long time, and am very pleased 
to know you more intimately. Les amis de nos amis 
sont nos amis.^ But to be a friend, one must enter into 
the state of the friend^s soul, and I fear you will not 
do so in relation to Alexis Alexandrovich. You under- 
stand what I am speaking about ? ’ she said, lifting her 
beautiful dreamy eyes. 

‘ To some extent. Countess ! I understand that 
Alexis Alexandrovich’s position . . said Oblonsky, 
not quite grasping what it was aU about, and therefore 
wishing to keep to generalities. 

‘The change is not in his external position,’ Lydia 
Ivanovna said severely as her enamoured eyes followed 
Karenm, who had risen and joined Landau. ‘ His 
heart is changed ; he has been given a new heart, and 
I fear that you may not have realized fully that change 
which has been accomplished within him.’ 

‘Well, broadly speaking, I can picture to myself 
the change. We have always been friendly, and now 

. Oblonsky said, answering her look with a tender 
gaze, while he considered with which of two Ministers 
she was the more closely coimected — so as to judge 
which of them he should ask her to influence on his 
behalf. 

‘The change that has taken place in him cannot 
weaken his love for his neighbour; on the contrary, 
that change must strengthen his love. But I fear you 
don’t understand me. Won’t you have some tea ? ’ 
she said, indicating with her eyes the footman who 
was handing tea round on a tray. 

* Not quite, Countfess. Of course his misfortune . . .’ 

‘Yes, a misfortune which has turned into a great 
blessing, because his heart became new and is filled 
with Him,’ she said, glancing at Oblonsky with love- 
sick eyes. 

‘I think I might ask her to mention me to both,’ 
thought He* * 

‘‘ Oh, certainly, Countess ! ’ he said. ‘ But I think 
such changes are so very intimate that nobody, not 
even the closest friend, cares to speak about them.’ 

1 Tile fnenUs of our fnends are our friends. 
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‘ On the contrary ! We must speak, and so help one 
another.’ 

‘Yes, of course, but there are such differences of 
conviction, and besides . . said Oblonsky with a 
gentle smile, 

‘ There cannot be any differences in what concerns 
the holy Ti;uth ! ’ 

‘ Oh no, of course not ! But . . and, becoming 
embarrassed, Obionslcy stopped short. He realizetl 
that it was a question of religion. 

‘ It seems to me he will laU asleep directly,’ said Karenin 
m a significant whisper, approaching Lydia Ivanovna. 

Oblonsky turned. Landau was sitting by the window, 
leaning against the arm and back of an easy>chair, with 
his head hanging down. Noticmg the looks directed 
toward him, he smiled a childishly naive smile. 

‘ Take no notice of him,’ said Lydia Ivanovna, and 
with an agile movement she pushed foiward a chair 
for Karenin. ‘ I have noticed . . .’ she began, when 
a footman entered with a note. Lydia Ivanovna rapidly 
read the note and, excusing herself, with extreme rapidity 
w'l'ote and despatched the answer and returned to tli*-* 
table. ‘ I have noticed,’ she continued her interrupted 
sentence, ‘that Muscovites, men especially, are most 
indifferent to religion.’ 

‘ Oh no, Countess I I thmk Muscovites have the 
reputation of being the most steadfast believers,’ replied 
Oblonsky. 

‘ But, as far as I know, you unfortunately are one of 
the indifferent ? ’ Karenin remarked to him, with a 
weary smile. 

‘ How can one be indifferent ? ’ said Lydia Ivanovna. 

‘ I am in this respect not precisely indifferent, but 
rather expectant,’ said Oblonsky with his most mollifying 
smile. ‘ I do not think that for me the time for those 
questions has yet come.’ 

Karenin and Lydia Ivanovna exchanged looks. 

‘ We never Imow whether our time has come or not,’ 
Karenin said sternly. ‘ We should not consjdes whether 
w© are ready or not ; grace is not influenced by human 
calculations. Sometimes it does not descend on those 
who seek it, but descends on the unprepared, as on 
Saul.’ 
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‘ No, not yot, I think,’ baid Lydia Ivanovna, who 
was watching the Frenchman’s movements. Landau 
rose and came up to them. 

‘ You wOl allow me to listen ? ’ he asked. 

‘ Oh yes ' I did not wish to disturb you,’ said Lydia, 
looking tenderly at him. ‘ Sit down beside us.’ 

‘ Only one must not shut one’s eyes, so as to deprive 
oneself of light,’ Karenin continued. 

‘ Oh, if you only knew the happiness we experience, 
feeling His continual presence in our souls ! ’ cried the 
Countess Lydia Ivanovna with a beatific smile. 

‘ But one may sometimes feel mcapable of ascendmg 
to such heights,’ remarked Oblonsky, conscious that 
he was not quite honest in acknowledging the existence 
of religious heights, yet not venturmg to confess Ins 
scepticism in the presence of one who, by a single word 
to JPomorsky, might secure him the desired post. 

' You mean to say, he is prevented by sin ? ’ said 
Lydia Ivanovna. ‘ But that is a false view. Sin does 
not exist for a believer; sin has already been atoned 
for. . . . Excuse me ! ’ she added, glancmg at the foot- 
man who entered with another note. She read it, and 
answered by word of mouth : ‘ TeU him, “ To-morrow 
at the Grand Duchess’s.” . . . For those who beheve, 
there is no sin,’ she went on. 

‘ Yes, but faith without works is dead,’ said Oblonsky, 
recallmg that sentence from the catechism, and only 
by a smile maintaining his independence. 

‘’There it is, from the Epistle of St James,’ said 
Karenin, addressmg Lydia Ivanovna in a somewhat 
reproachful tone. Evidently this was a point they 
had discussed more than once, ‘How much harm has 
been done by a false interpretation of that passage ! 
Nothing turns so many from the faith as thatr mterpreta- 
tion, “ I have no works, and therefore cannot have faith.” 
Yet it is not so said anywhere ; Just the contrary is 
said.’ 

‘To labour for God with works; to save one’s soul 
by fasting, ’o said the Countess Lydia Ivanovna with 
fastidious disdain, ‘those are the barbarous opinions 
of our monks. , . . Yet it is not so said anywhere. 
It is much simpler and easier,’ she added, looking at 
Oblonsky with the same encouraging smile with which 
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at Court she encouraged young Maids of Honour who 
were confused by their new suiToundiugto. 

‘We are saved by Chnst, who siitlered for us. We 
are saved by faith,’ Karenin chimed in, showing his 
approval of her remark by a look. 

‘ comprenez Vaiujlats ? ’ ^ asked Lydia Ivanovna, 
and havmg received an affirmative answer she rose and 
began looking among the books on a shelf. ‘I want 
to read Baft and Happy , or. Under the Wing^* she said 
with a questioning look at Karemn. And havmg found 
the book and sat down again, she opened it. ‘It is 
quite short. It describes the way to acquire faith, 
and the joy, higher than anything else on earth, with 
which it Ms the soul. A believer cannot be unhappy, 
because he is not alone. But you wdl see . . She 
was about to begin readmg when the footman came 
in agam. ‘ Borozclma ? Say To-morrow at two.” . . . 
Yes,’ she went on, keepmg her finger in the book to mark 
the place, and sighed, looking with her beautiful dreamy 
eyes straight before her. ‘ This is how true faith acts. 
You know Mary Sanina ? You have heard of her mis- 
fortune ? She lost her only child. She was in despair. 
Well, and what happened ? She found this Friend, 
and now she thanks God for her child’s death. That is 
the happiness faith gives ! ’ 

‘ Oh yes, it is very . . began Oblonsky, glad that 
she was gomg to read and give him time to get his 
ideas together. ‘ No, evidently it will be better not to 
ask for anything to-night,’ he reflected; ‘only let me 
get away from here without making a mess of things ! ’ 
‘It be dull for you,’ said the Countess Lydia 
Ivanovna, turning to Landau, ‘ as you don’t understand 
English ; but it is quite short ’ 

‘Oh, I ahall understand,’ replied Landau with the 
same smile, and closed his eyes. 

Karenin and Lydia Ivanovna exchanged significant 
looks, and the reading began. 

1 Tou understand Englisli ? 
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CHAPTER XXII 

Oblonsky felt completely puzzled by the strange and 
novel language he was hstenmg to. Generally the 
complications of Petersburg life had an exhilarating 
effect on him. lifting him out of the Moscow stagnation. 
But he liked and understood complications in spheres 
congenial and familiar to him ; in these strange surround- 
ings he felt puzzled and dazed and could not take it all 
in. Listening to the Countess Lydia Ivanovna and 
feeling the fine eyes, naive or roguish — he did not know 
which — of Landau fixed upon him, Oblonsky began to 
be conscious of a peculiar sort of heaviness in his head. 

The most varied ideas were mixed up in his mind. 
‘ Mary Sanma' is glad that her child is dead. ... 1 
should like to have a smoke. ... To be saved one 
need only have faith ; the monks don’t know how to 
do it, but the Countess Lydia Ivanovna knows. . . . 
And what is so heavy in my head ? Is it the brandy, 
or is it because all this is so very strange ? All the 
same, I think I have not done anything to shock them 
up till now. But still, it won’t do to ask her help now. 
I have heard that they make one pray. Supposing 
they make me pray ! That would be too stupid ! And 
what nonsense she is reading, but her enunciation is 
good. . . , Landau Bezzubov. . . . Why is he Bezzu- 
bov ? ’ Suddenly Oblonsky felt his nether jaw droppmg 
irresistibly for a yawn. He smoothed his whiskers 
to hide the yawn, and gave himself a shake. But then 
he felt himself falling asleep, and nearly snored. He 
roused himself, just when the Countess Lydia Ivanovna 
uttered the words : ‘ He is asleep.’ 

Oblonsky awoke in a fright, feelmg guilty and detected. 
But he was immediately comforted by noticing that 
the words ‘ He is asleep ’ did not apply to him but to 
Landau. The Frenchman had fallen asleep just as 
Oblonsky had done. But whereas Oblonsky’s sleep 
would, «he c imagined, have offended them — he did 
not really even think this, for everything seemed so 
strange — Landau’s sleep delighted them extremely, 
especially Lydia Ivanovna. 

^ Mmi amV said she, carefully holding the folds of 
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her silk dress to prevent its rustling, and in her excite- 
ment calling Karenin not ‘ Alexis Alexandrovich ’ but 
* nwn amit ' donnez-lm, la main. Vous voyez . 

Hush ! ’ she said to the footman, who came in again 
' I am not receiving.’ 

The Frenchman slept or pretended to sleep, leaning 
his head against the back of the chair, and his moist 
Jiand lying on his knee moved feebly, as if catching 
somethmg. Karenm rose, and though he tried to be 
cautious he caught agamst the table. He went up to 
the Frenchman and placed his hand in his. Oblonsky 
also rose and, opening his eyes wide to wake himself 
up ui case he was asleep, looked first at one and then 
at the other. It was all quite real, and Oblonsky felt 
his head gettmg w'orse and worse. 

* Q'ue la personne qiii est arrivde la dernierej cells qui 
demands, qidelU sorts / Qvdelle sorts / the Frenchman 
said, Without opening his eyes, 

‘ Yous rrd excussrsz, mais vous voyez. . . . Bevenez 
vers dix keures, encore mieux demaind ® 

‘ Qu'elle sorts I ’ repeated the Frenchman impatiently. 

‘ C^est moi, n^est-cs pas ? ’ ^ And havmg received an 
answer in the affirmative, Oblonsky — forgetting the 
request he had wanted to make to Lydia Ivanovna, 
forgettmg his sister’s affairs, and with the one desire to 
get away from there as quickly as possible — went out 
on tiptoe, and ran out mto the street as from an infected 
house. After which he talked and joked for a long 
time with an isvoshchik, trying to regain his senses as 
soon as possible. 

At the French Theatre, where he arrived in time for the 
last act, and afterwards at the Tartar Restaurant, where 
he had some champagne, Oblonsky was able to some 
extent to breathe again in an atmosphere congenial to him, 
but nevertheless he was not at aU himself that evening. 

When he returned to Peter Oblonsky’s house, where 
he was staymg, he found a not© from Betsy. She WTOte 
that she greatly wished to finish the conversation they 

I My friend, give him your hand. You see ? 

- Let the person who arrived last, the one who questions, go out I Let 
bun go out 1 

You must excuse me, hut) you see . . . Come back at about ten, or 
better still, to-morrow. 

^ It’s I, IS it not ? 
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harl begun, and asked iiim to call next day. Scarcely 
liad he finished reading the note and made a wry face 
over it, when he heard downstairs the heavy steps of 
men carrying something heavy. 

He went down to see what it was. It was Peter 
Oblonsky, grown young again. He was so drunk that he 
could not get up the stairs, but on seeing Oblonsky he 
ordered the men to put him on his feet and, clinging to 
Stephen, he went with him to his room, began relating 
how he had spent the evening, and fell asleep there. 

Oblonsky was m low spirits, a thing that rarely 
happened to him, and could not fall asleep for a long 
time. Everything he recalled was nauseous, but most 
repulsive of all, like something shameful, was the memory 
of the evening at Lydia Ivanovna’s. 

Next day he received from Karenin a definite refusal 
to divorce Anna, and understood that this decision was 
based on what the Frenchman had said the evening 
before, in his real or pretended sleep. 


CHAPTER XXIII 

Before any definite step can be taken in a household, 
there must ho either complete division or loving accord 
between husband and wife. When their relations are 
indefinite it is impossible for them to make any move. 

Many families continue for years in their old ruts, 
hated by both husband and wife, merely because there 
is neither complete discord nor harmony. 

Both for Vronsky and for Anna life in Moscow m the 
heatfand dust, when the sun no longer shone as in spring 
but burned as in summer, when ail the trees on the 
boulevards bad long been m leaf and the leaves were 
already covered with dust, was intolerable ; nevertheless 
they did not move to Vozdvizhensk, as they had long 
ago decided to do, but stayed in Moscow, which had 
become 'obnoxious to them both, becajuse of late there 
had not been harmony between them. 

The irritation which divided them had no tangible^ 
cause, and all attempts at an explanation not only* 
failed to clear it away but increased it. It was an inner 
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irritation, caused on her side by a diminution of his 
love for her, and on his by regret that for her sake he 
had placed himself in a distressmg situation, whicli she, 
instead of trying to alleviate, made still harder. Neither 
of them spoke of the cause of their irritation, but each 
thought the other m the wrong, and at every oppor- 
tunity tried to prove that this was so. 

For her he, with all his habits, thoughts, wishes, 
mental and physical faculties — the whole of his nature 
— consisted of one thmg only: love for women, and 
this love she felt ought to be wholly concentrated on 
her alone. This love was diminishing ; therefore, in 
her judgment, part of his love must have been transferred 
to other women, or to one other woman. She was 
jealous, not of any one woman, but of the diminution 
of his love. Not having as yet an object for her jealousy, 
she sought one. At the slightest hint she transferred 
her jealousy from one object to another. Now she was 
jealous of the coarse women with whom, through his 
bachelor connections, he might so easily have inter- 
course ; now of the Society women whom he might meet ; 
now' of some imagmafy girl whom he might marry after 
repudiating her. This last jealousy tormented her 
more than anything else, especially since in an expansive 
moment he had carelessly told her that his mother 
understood him so httle that she had tried to persuade 
him to marry the young Princess Sorokina. 

And bemg jealous, Anna was indignant with him 
and constantly sought reasons to justify her iudignation. 
She blamed him for everythmg that was hard in her 
situation. The torture of expectation, living betwixt 
heaven and earth, which she endured there in Moscow, 
Karenm’s dilatonness and indecision, her lonelijaess — 
she attributed all to him. If he loved her he would 
fully understand the difficulty of her situation, and 
would deliver her from it. That they were living in 
Moscow, instead of in the country, was also his fault. 
He could not live buried in the country as she desired. 
He needed society, and so he had place4 h«r in this 
terrible position, the misery of which he would not 
understand. And it was likewise his fault that she was 
for ever parted from her son. 

Even the rare moments of tenderness w'liieh occurred 
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between them did not pacify her ; in his tenderness she 
now saw a tinge of calm assurance which had not been 
there before and irritated her. 

It was growing dusk. Anna, all alone, awaiting his 
return from a bachelor dinner-party, paced up and 
down his study (which was the room in which the street 
noises were least audible), recalling in detail every word 
of tlieir yesterday’s quarrel. Passmg ever backwards 
from the memorably offensive words of the quarrel to 
their cause, she at last got back to the beginnmg of 
their conversation. For a long time she could not heheve 
that the dispute had begun from a perfectly inoffensive 
conversation about a matter that did not touch the 
heart of either. Yet it w’as so. It had all begun by his 
laughing at High Schools for girls, which he considered 
unnecessary and she defended. He spoke disiespect- 
fully of the education of women in general, and said 
that Hannah, her little English protegee, did not at all 
need to know physics. 

Thrs provoked Anna. She saw m it a contemptuous 
allusion to her own knowledge; and she invented and 
uttered a phrase in retaliation which should revenge 
the p<iin he had caused her. 

‘ I don’t expect you to understand me and my feelings, 
as an affcctiouate man would ; but I did expect ordmary 
delicacy,’ she said. 

And lie really had flushed wdth vexation and had 
said something disagreeable. She did not remember 
her reply to it, but remembered that in answer he had 
said with obvious intent to hurt her too : 

‘ I can take no interest in your partiality for that little 
girl, because I can see that it is unnatural.’ 

The cruelty with which he annihilated the world 
which she had so painfully constructed for« herself to 
be able to endure her hard life, the injustice of 
his accusation that she was dissembling and unnatural, 
roused her indignation. 

, ^ I am very sorry that only what is coarse and material 
is comprehensible and natural to you,’ she retorted and 
left the room. 

When he came to her in the evening they did not 
refer to the c^uarrel, biit both felt that it was only smoothed 
over, not settled. 
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To-day he had been away from home all day, and 
she had felt so lonely, and it was so painful to feel iierself 
at discord with him, that she wished to forget it all, 
to forgive and make it up with hun. Wishing e'^mii to 
blame herself and to justify him, she said to Iierself : 

‘ I am to blame ; I am initable and unreasonably 
jealous. I will make it up with him and we will go 
hack to the countr^n There I shall be calmer.’ 

‘ Unnatural 1 ’ She suddenly remembered the word 
that had hurt her most, though it was not so much the 
word as his intention to pain her. ‘ I know what he 
wanted to say : he wanted to say that it is unnatural 
not to love one’s own daughter and yet to love another’s 
child. What does he know of love for children, — of 
my love for Serezha whom 1 have given up for his sake ? 
And that desire to hprt me ! No, he must be in love 
with some other woman ; it can’t be anything else.’ 

Then, realizing that m her attempt to quiet herself 
she had again completed the circle she had already gone 
round so often, and had returned to her former cause 
of irritation, she was horror-struck at herseK. ‘ Is it 
possible that I can’t . . . ? Is it possible that I can’t 
take it on myself 2 ’ she wondered, and began again 
from the beginning. ‘ He is truthful, he is honest. 
He loves me I bye him. In a few days I shall get 
my divorce. What more do I need ? I need calm and 
confidence ; and I will take the blame on myseH. Yes, 
now, as soon as he comes back, I wiU tell him I was 
to blame, though in fact I was not, and we will go 
away ! ’ 

And' not to conbhme thinking, and not to yield to 
irritation, she rang and ordered her trunks to be brought, 
to pack their thuigs for the country. 

At ten o’clock Vronsky returned. 


CHAPTER XXIV 

• • 

‘ Yv'bll, have you had a good time ? ’ she asked, coming 
out to meet him with a meek and repentant look on her 
face. 

‘ Just as usual,’ he ansTv'ered, perceiving at a glance 
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that she was iii one of her pleasant moods. He was 
alread}^ accustomed to these transitions, and to-day 
was specially glad, because he himself was in the best 
of spirits. 

‘ Whai do T see ? Ah, that’s right I ’ he said, pointing 
to the trunks in the ante-room. 

‘ Yes, we must go away. 1 went for a drive, and it 
VMS HO lovely that I longed to be in the country. There 
i^n't anything to keep you, is there ? ’ 

‘ it IS my only wish. I’ll come in a moment and we’ll 
have a talk. I will only go and change. Order tea.’ 

And he went to his room. 

There was something offensive in his saying : ‘ Ah, 
lliat’s riglit ! ’ — as one speaks to a child when it stops 
being capricious — and still more offensive was the 
"ontrast between her guilty tone and his self-confident 
one. Eor a moment she felt a desire to fight rising 
vdthin her, but with an effort she mastered it and met 
him with her former cheerfulness. 

When lie returned she told him, partly repeating 
words she had prepared, how she had spent the day and 
her ])lans for the move to the country. 

‘ 1)0 you Imow, it came to me almost iil^e an inspira- 
tion ? ’ said she. ‘ Why must we wait here for the 
divorce V Won’t it do just as well m the country ? I 
can’t wait any longer. I don’t want to hope, I don’t 
want to hear anythmg about the divorce. I have made 
up my mind that it shall not influence my life any more. 
1)0 you agree ? ’ 

‘ Oh yes ! ’ he answered, looking uneasily at her excited 
face. 

' Well, and what have you been doing ? Who was 
there 'i ’ 'she asked after a pause. 

Vronsky named the guests. ‘ The dinner was capital, 
the boat-races and everythmg quite nice, but in Moscow 
they can’t get on without doing something ridiculous. 

. . Some sort of a lady turned up — the Queen of 
Sweden’s swimming instructress — and displayed her art.’ 

^ What.? She swam ? ’ asked Anna, with a frown. 

‘ Yes, in some sort of rod costume de natation — a 
hideous old creature ! Well then, when are we to be 
off ? ’ 


i Bwunnimg costume. 
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' What an absurd fancy ! And did she swim in some 
particular way ? ' asked Anna, without answering his 
question. 

‘ Nothing particular at all. I said it was awfully 
absurd. . . . Well, when do you think of going ? ’ 

’ Anna shook her head, as though driving away an 
unpleasant thought. 

' When are we going ? Why, the sooner the better. 
We can’t get ready by to-monow ; but the day after ? ’ 

‘Yes. . . . No ' Wait a bit ! The day aftej to- 
morrow is Sundays and I must go and sec said 

Vronsky, and became confused, because as soon as ho 
had mentioned his mother he felt an intent and suspicious 
gaze fixed upon him. His Oiiibanassment confirmed 
her suspicions. She flushed and moved away from him. 
It was no longer the Queen of Sweden’s instructress, 
but the Prmcess Sorokina "who lived in the country^ near 
Moscow With the Countess Vronskaya wdio presented 
herself to Anna’s imagmation. 

‘ You could go there to-morrow ! ’ she said. 

‘ No, I teU you I The things about wdiich I have to 
go — to fetch a power of attorney and some money — 
will not have arrived by to-morrow,’ he replied. 

‘ If that’s so, then we won’t go at all I ’ 

‘ But why not ? ’ 

‘ I *won’t go any later ! Monday, or not at all.’ 

‘ Why's that ? ’ said Vronsky; as if m sur|)rise. 

‘ There’s no sense in that.’ 

‘ You see no sense m it because you don’t care at all 
about me. You don’t want to understand what my 
life is- The one person I was interested in here was 
Hannah — you say^ that is all pretence ! You said 
yesterday that I don’t love my daughter but pretend 
to love th9,t English girl, and that it is unnatural ! I 
should like to know what sort of hfe can be natural for 
me here ! ’ 

Por a moment she recollected herself and was horrified 
at having broken her resolution. Yet though she knew 
she was ruinmg her cause, she could^not restrain herself, 
could not forbear pointing out to him how wrong he 
was, and could not submit to him. 

‘ I never said that ; I only said that I do not sym- 
pathize with that sudden affection.’ 
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' Why do you, who boast of your truthfulness, not 
speak the truth ? ’ 

‘ I never boast and never tell untruths,’ he said softly, 
restraining his rising anger. ‘It is a great pity if you 
don’t respect . . 

‘ Respect was invented to fill the empty place where 

love ought to be I But if you no longer love me, it 

vrould be better and more honourable to say so ! ’ 

‘ Bear me ! This is becoming unbearable ! ’ exclaimed 
Vronsky, rising from his chair. And standing before 
her he slowly brought out : ‘ Why are you testing my 
patience 1 ’ He looked as if he could have said miicii 
more, but restrauied himself, ‘ It has its limits ! ’ 

‘ What do you mean by that ? ’ she cried, glancing 
ivith terror at the definite expression of hatred on his 
Y/hole face, and especially in the cruel, menacing eyes. 

‘I mean to say . . .’ he began, but stopped ‘I 

must ask what you want of me I ’ 

' What can I want ? I can only want you not to 
abandon me, as you are thinking of doing,’ she said, 
having understood all that he had left unsaid. ‘ But 
I don’t want that, that is secondarj". What I want is 
love, and it is lacking. Therefore ail is finished ! ’ 

8he moved toward the door. 

‘ Stop ! kSt-o-op ! ’ said Vronsky, his brow still knit, 
but holdmg her back by the hand. ‘ What is the matter ? 
I said we must put off our departure for three days, and 
you replied that I lie and am not an honourable 
man.’ 

‘ Yes ! And I repeat that a man who reproaches 
me because he has given up everything for my sake,’ 
said she, recalling the words of a still earlier quarrel, 
‘ is worse than a dishonourable man ! He is a heartless 
man ! ’ r 

‘ No 1 There ard limits to one’s endurance,’ he ex- 
claimed, and quickly let go her hand. 

‘ He hates me, that is clear,’ thought she, and silently, 
■without looking round and with faltering steps, she left 
bho room. He loves another woman, that is clearer 
Htifi,’ she said to herself as she entered her own room. 
‘I want love, and it is lacking. vSo everything is 
finished ! ’ she repeated her own words, ‘ and it must 
be finished.’ 
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‘ But how ? ’ she asked herself, and sat do^m in tlio 
arm-chair before the looking-glass. 

Thoughts of where she would now go : to the aunt 
who had brought her up, to Dolly, or simply abro^id 
by herself ; of what he was now domg, alone in the 
study ; of whether this quarrel was final or whether 
a reconciliation was still possible; of what aU her 
former Petersburg acquaintances would say of her 
now ; how Karenin would regard it ; and many other 
thoughts about what would happen now after the rap- 
ture, passed through her mind, but she did not give 
herself up entirely to these thoughts. In her soul there 
was another vague idea, which alone mterested her, 
but of which she could not get hold. Again remember- 
ing Karemn, she also remembered her illness after her 
confinement, and the feeling that never left her at 
that tune. She remembered her words, ‘ Why did 
I not die ? ’ and her feelmgs then. And suddenly 
she understood what was in her soul. Yes, that was 
the thought which would solve everything. ‘ Yes, to 
die ! Alexis Alexandrovich’s shame and disgrace, and 
Serezha’s, and my own terrible shame — all wiU be saved 
by my death. If I die he too wfil repent, will pity me, 
will love me and will suffer on my account ! ’ With a 
fixed smUe of self-pity on her bps she sat in the 
chair, taking off and putting on the rings on her left 
hand, and vividly picturing to herself from various 
points of view hrs feelmgs after she was dead. 

Sounds of approaching steps, his steps, distracted^ 
her thoughts. Pretending to be putting away her 
rmgs, she did not even turn round. 

He came up to her, and taking her hand said softly : 

‘ Anna, let us go the day after to-morrow, if you 
wish it. i will agree to anythmg.’ 

She remained silent 

‘ What is it ? ’ he asked. 

‘ You know yourself 1 ’ said she, and at the same 
moment, unable to restrain herseff any longer, she burst 
into tears. , * 

‘ Abandon me ! Abandon me ! ’ she murmured between 
her sobs. ‘ I will go away to-morrow. I will do more. 

. . . What am I ? A depraved woman. A .stone 
round your neck ! I don’t wish to torment you, I don’t I 
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I will sot yon free You don’t love me, you love some one 
else ! ’ 

Vronsky implored her to be cairn, and assured her 
that there was not an atom of foundation for her jealousy, 
that he never had ceased, and never would cease, to love 
her, that he loved her more than ever. 

‘ Anna, why torture yourself and me hive this ? ’ he 
said, kissing her hands. His face now wore a tender 
expression, and she thought she detected in his voice 
the sound of tears, and their moisture on her hand. 
And instantly her despairing jealousy changed mto 
desperate, passionate tenderness. She embraced liinl, and 
covered his head, his neck, and his hands with kisses. 


CHAPTER XXV 

Reeling that they were entirely reconciled, next morning 
Anna began actively to make preparations for their 
move. Though it was not settled whether they would 
go on the Monday or on the Tuesday, as each the night 
before had yielded to the other’s wish, Anna made all ready 
for their start, feeling now quite indifferent whether 
they went a day sooner or later. She stood in her room 
before an open trunk, sortmg clothes, wffien he came 
m earlier than usual and ready dressed. 

‘ I will go to maman at once. She can send me the 
'money through Egorov and 1 ilhall be ready to go to- 
morrow,’ said he. 

Good as the mood she was in might be, the reference 
to the move to the country pricked her. 

‘ Oh no, I shall not be ready myself,’ she said, and 
immediately thought: ‘So it was possible to arrange 
things as I wished — ^No, do as you wished to. Go 
to the dming-room, I wiU come directly. I will only 
sort out these things that are not wanted,’ she said, 
placing some more articles on the heap of old clothes 
already p^ed.up on Annuahka’s arms. 

Vronsky was eating his beefsteak when she entered 
the dining-room. 

‘ You would hardly believe how disgusting these 
rooms have become to me ! ’ she said, sitting down to 
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lipr coflee beside him. ‘ There is nothing worse than 
these furnished apartments ! They are expressionless 
and soulless. This clock, the curtains, and, above all, 
the wail-papers are a nightmare ’ 1 think of Vozdvizheii&k 
as of a Promised Land. You are not sending oR the 
horses yet ? ’ 

‘ No. they will follow us. Are you drivmg out 
anywliere ? ’ 

‘ I wanted to go to the Wilsons, to take her a dres.> 
8o it IS decided that we go lo-morrow ? ’ she said in a 
cheerful voice ; but suddenly her face changed. 

Vronsky’s valet came in to fetch a receipt for a tele- 
gram from Petersburg. There was nothing odd m his. 
receiving a telegram, but, as if wishing to hide something 
from hei, he told the man that the receipt was in his 
stud} and hastily turned to her, saying : 

‘ I shall certainly get every thmg ready to-morrow.' 

‘ From whom was the telegram ? ’ she asked, not 
listening to him. 

‘ From Steve,’ he replied reluctantly. 

‘ Why didn’t you show it me ? What secret can Steve 
liave from me ? ’ 

Vronsky called back the valet and told him to bring 
the telegram. 

‘ I did not wish to show it you, because Steve lias a 
passion for telegraphing. What is the use of telegraphing 
when nothing has been settled ? ’ 

‘ About the divorce ? ’ 

‘ Yes, but he wires : “ Could get no answer. Promises 
a decisive answer soon.” But read it yourself.’ 

Amia took the telegram with trembling hands and 
saw exactly what Vronsky had said, but at the end 
were added the words : ‘ Little hope, but I’ll do every- 
thing possTble and impossible.’ 

‘ I said yesterday that it is all the same to me when I 
get the divorce, or even whether I get it at all,’ she said, 
flushing. ‘ There was no need at all to conceal it from me.’ 
And she thought : ‘ In the same way he may hide and 
is hidmg from me his correspondence with wonien.’ 

‘ Oh, Yashvin Vanted to come this mommg with 
Voytov,’ said Vronsky. ‘ It seems he Jias won from Pevtsov 
all and even more than Pevtsov can pay — about sixty 
thousand roubles.’ 
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‘ JBut wliy do you imagine,’ ^aid she, irritated at 
his intimating to her so obviously, by this change of 
subject, that he saw she was losing her temper, ‘ that 
this news interests me so much that it is necessary 
to conceal it ? I said that I don’t want to thmk 
about it, and I wish that you were as little interested 
in it as I am.’ 

‘ It mteresls me because I like definiteness,’ he replied. 

‘ Definiteness depends not on foinis, but on love,’ 
she said, growing more and more irritated not at his 
words but at the tone of cool tranquillity with winch 
he spoke. ‘ Why do you want it ? ’ 

‘ Oh God ! Again about love ! ’ he thought with a 
wry face, 

‘ Don’t you know why ? For your ovm sake and for 
that of the children we may have ! ’ said he. 

* We shan’t have any.’ 

‘ That’s a great pity,’ he said. 

*You want it for the children, but you don’t thmk 
of me,’ she pursued, quite forgettmg or not hearmg 
that he said : ^ for your own sake and for the children.’ 

The possibility of having children had long been a 
subject of dis})ute, and it irritated her. She explained 
his desire to have children as shov/ing that he did not 
value her beauty. 

‘ Oh, I said for your sake ! Most of all for your sake,’ 
ho repeated, his face contorted as with pam, * because 
I am convinced that a great deal of your irritability is 
due to. our indefinite position.’ 

‘ Yes, there it is ! Now he has stopped pretending, 
and ail his cold half ed for me is apparent,’ she thought, 
not listening to his words, but gazing with horror at 
the cold and cruel judge who looked out of his eyes 
provokingly. • 

* That is not the reason,’ she said, ‘ and I can’t even 
understand how what you call my “irritability” can 
be caused by that ; I am entirely in your power. 
What mdefinitencss of position is there ? Quite the 
contrary U’ ^ 

‘ I am very sorry you don’t wish to understand me,’ 
stubbornly intent on expressing his 
indefiniteness consists in your imagining 

that I am free.’ 


he mtermpted, 
thought. * The 
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‘ You may be perfectly at rest oii that matter ! ’ she 
rejoined, and turning away she began to drink her 
coffee. 

She took her cup, sfcicidiig out her little finger, and 
raised it to her mouth. After a few sips she glanced 
at him, and from the expression of his face clearly reahzed 
that her hand, her movement, and the sound made by 
her lips were repulsive to him. 

‘ It is perfectly iiidiffcicnt to me what your mother 
thinks and whom she wishes to marry you to,’ she went 
on, ]3utting down her cup with a trembling hand. 

‘ But we are not talking about that.’ 

‘ XTs, about that very thing ! And believe me, a heart- 
less woman, be she old or young, your mother or a 
stranger, does not interest me, and I don’t want to have 
anything to do with her.’ 

‘ Anna, I beg you not to speak disrespectfully of my 
mother.’ 

‘ A woman whose heart has not divined wherein 
her son’s happiness and honour lies has no heart ! ’ 

‘ I repeat my request that you should not speak dis- 
respectfully of my mother, whom I respect ! ’ said he, 
raismg his voice and looking sternly at her. 

She did not reply. Looking intently at his face and 
hands, she remembered their reconciliation the day 
before and his passionate caresses in all their details. 

‘ Just such caresses he has lavished, and wants to lavish, 
on other women,’ she thought. 

‘ You don’t love your mother ! It’s aU words, words, 
words 1 ’ she said, lookmg at him with hatred. 

‘ If that’s so, we must . . .’ 

‘ Decide . . . and I have decided,’ she said and was 
about to go away, but just then Yashvin entered. Anna 
said ‘ Good* morning,’ and stopped, 

Wliy, when a storm was raging within her and she 
felt that she was at a turning-point which might lead 
to terrible consequences — ^why she need, at that moment, 
dissemble before a stranger who sooner or later would 
know all about it, she did not know : but immediately 
calming the storm within her, she sat down again and 
began talking to the visitor. 

‘ Weil ? How are ybur affairs ? Has the money 
been paid ? ’ she asked Yashvin. 
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‘ Oil, I don’t know. I don’t think I shall get it all, 
and on Wednesday I must go. And you ? ’ asked 
Yashvm, looking at Vronsky with half-closed eyes 
and evidently divining that tiiere had been a quarrel. 

‘ The day after to-mon‘ow, I believe,’ replied Vronsky. 

* But you have been meaning to go for a long time 
past ? ’ 

‘ Yes, but now it’s decided,’ said Anna, looking 
straight into Vronsky’s eyes with an expression that 
told him he must not timik of the possibHily of a 
leconciiiation. 

‘ Is it possible you are not sorry for that unfortunate 
Pevtsov V ’ she said, continuing her conversation with 
Yaslivm. 

‘ I never asked myseil, lYma Arkadyevna, whether 
I am sorry or not. You see, my whole fortune is here,’ 
and he pomted to a side pocket, ‘ and now I am a rich 
man ; but I shall go to the club to-night and shall per- 
haps leave it a beggar. You see, he who sits doum to 
play agamst me, wishes to leave me without a shirt, 
and I treat him the same ! So we struggle, and therein 
lies ti\e pleasure I ’ 

‘ But supposing you wore married ? How would 
your wife feel about it ? ’ asked Anna. 

Yaaiivin lauglied. 

‘ I expect that’s why I never married, and never 
meant to.’ 

* How about Helsmgfors ? ’ said Vronsky, joinmg 
in. the conversation, and ho glanced at Anna who had 
smiled. Meeting his look, her face suddenly assumed a 
coldly severe expression, as if to say : It is not forgotten. 
It is still the same ! ’ 

‘ Is it possible you* were ever in love ? ’ she asked 
Yashvin. • 

‘ Oh heavens ! How many times ! But, you see, 
some men find it possible to sit down to cards and yet 
to be able always to leave when the time comes fox an 
assignation I Now I can engage in love-making, but 
always so not to be late for cards in the evening. 
That’s bow I manage.’ 

‘ No, I am not asking about that, but about the real 
thing.’ She was going to say Helsingfors, but did not 
want to repeat the word Vronsky had used. 
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Voytov, who was buying a horse from Vronakv’, arrived, 
and Anna rose and left the loom. 

Before leaving the jiouse Vronsky came to hei room. 
She wished to pretend to be looking for something on 
the table, but feehng ashamed of the ]:iretence, looked 
straight into his face mth a cold expression. 

' \Miat do you v/aiit V ’ she asked in Erencli. 

‘ Gambetta’s certificate ; I have sold him,’ ho replied 
in a tone which said more cfeaiiy than words : ‘ I have no 
time for explanations, and they would lead to iiothmg.’ 

* I am not at all in the wrong toward her,’ he thought. 
‘ If she wants to punish herself, tant pis pour elle f ^ 
But, as he wa.s going out, he thought she said something, 
and suddenly his heart ached with pity for her. 

‘ What, Anna ? ’ 

^ Xothing,’ she answered, in the same cold Cj[uict manner. 

‘ li it’s nothing, then Ixini pis r he thought, again chilled. 
Tiiramg away, he went out. As he was going out he 
caught sight m a looking-glass of her pale face and 
trembling lips. He even w'lshed to stop and say a com- 
forting word to her, but his legs carried him out of the 
room before he had thought of anytlimg to sd}’. All that 
day he spent away from home, and when he returned late 
at night the maid told him that Anna Arkadyevna had 
a headache and asked him not to go to her room. 


CHAPTER XXVI 

Nevee before had uuey been at enmity for a whole 
day. This was the first time it had been so, and this 
was not even a quarrel. It was an evident aclmowledg- 
ment of complete estrangement. How could he look 
at her as he had looked when he came into the room 
for the certificate ? Look at her, see that her heart 
was tom by despair, and go out in silence with that 
calmly indifferent look ? Hot only had he cooled toward 
her, but he hated her because he loved another woman — 
that was clear. * 

And recalling all the cruel words he had uttered, 
Anna invented other words which he evidently had 
1 So mueb. the woise for her. 
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wished to say and could have said to her, and she grew 
more and more exasperated 

' I do not hold you,’ he might have said. " You may 
go where you please. You probably did not wish to 
be divorced from your husband so that you could go 
back to him. Go back ! If you need money, I will 
give you some. How many roubles do you want ? ’ 

AH the cruellest w'ords that a coarse man could say, 
he, in iier imagination, said to her, and she did not forgive 
him for them any more than if he had really said them. 

" And was it not last night that he, an honourable 
and truthful man, swore he loved me ? Have I not 
often before despaired needlessly ? ’ she said to herself 
immediately after. 

All that day, except when she went to the Wilsons — 
which took her about two hours — ^Anna passed in doubting 
%vhether all vus over or whether there was still hope of a 
reconciliation, and whether she ought to leave at once or 
to see him again. She waited for him ah day, and in the 
evening when she went to her room, havmg left word for 
him that she had a headache, she thought : ‘ If he comes 
in spite of the maid’s message, it means that he still loves 
me. If not, it means that all is over, and then I will 
decide what 1 am to do . . . ! ’ 

At night she heard his carriage stop, heard him ring, 
heard his steps, and his voice tallmig to the maid. He 
believed what he was told, did not want to learn more, 
and went to his room ! So all was over ! 

And death, as the sole means of reviving love for 
herself in his heart, of punishing him, and of gaming 
the victory m that contest which an evil spirit in her 
heart was wagmg against him, presented itself clearly 
and vividly to her. 

Now it was all the same whether they went to 
Vozdvizhensk or not, whether she got a divorce or not — 
it was all useless. All she wanted was to punish him. 

When she poured out her usual dose of opium and 
thought that she need only dmik the whole phial in 
order to*dia it seemed to her so easy and simple that 
she again began thinking with pleasure of how he would 
safer, repent, and .love her memory when it was too 
late. She lay in bed with open eyes, looking at the 
stucco cornice under the ceiling by the light of a single 
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burnt-dov/n candle, and at tht^ shadow of the screen 
which fell on it, and she vividly imagined what he would 
feei when siie was no more, w'hen she was for him nothing 
but a memory. ‘ How could I say those cruel w'ord> 
to her ? ’ he would say. ‘ How could I leave the room 
\vithout saying anythmg ? But now she is no more ! 
She has gone irom us tor ever ’ She is there . . 
Suddenly the shadow of the screen began to move and 
spread over the whole of the cornice, the whole coiling. 
Other shadows rushed toward it from another side ; 
for an mstant they rushed together, but then again they 
spread with renewed swiftness, flickered, and all was 
darkness. ‘ Death ! ’ she thought. And such terror 
came upon her that it was long before she could realize 
where she was and with trembimg hand could find the 
matches to light another candle in the place of the one 
that had burnt down and gone out: ‘ Xo — anything, 
only to live ! Why, I love him ! And he loves me ! 
All this has been, but will pass,’ she said, feeling that 
tears of joy at this return to life ivere running down 
her cheelis. And, to o'-cape from her fears, she hastily 
went to him in his study. 

He was sleeping in the study and was sound asleep. 
8he came up, and holding the light above him looked 
at him long, Now, when he was asleep, she loved him 
so that she could not restrain tears of tenderness while 
lookmg at him ; but she knew that if he were to wake 
he would look at her with a cold expression, conscious 
of his own integrity, and that before telling him of hei 
love she must prove to him that he was to blame toward 
her. Without waking him she returned to her room, 
and after a second dose of opium toward morning she 
fell into a heavy but troubled sleep, without ever ceasing 
to be conscious of herseK. 

In the morning a terrible nightmare, which had come 
to her several times even before her union with Vronsky, 
repeated itself and woke her. An old man with a tangled 
beard was leaning over some iron and doing something, 
while muttering senseless words in French and as 
always m that nightmare (this was what maHe it terrible) 
she felt this peasant was pa 3 dng no attention to her 
but was doing something dreadful to her with the iron. 
And she awoke in a cold perspiration. 



xiNNA KAP.EKINA 

When she got up, the previous clay appeared in her 
iiK mory as in a fog. , 

There had been a quarrel. It was what had happened 
,',evcral times before. ‘ I said 1 had a headaclie, and 
lie did not come to see me. To-moirow Vv-e shall leave. 
I must see Inm and get ready for the move,’ she thought. 
And hearing that he was in the study she went to him. 
As she xiassod through the drawing-room she heard a 
vehicle stop at the front door, and, looking out of the 
window, she saw a young girl in a lilac hat leaning out 
of the carriage window and giving an order to the foot- 
man who was riugmg at the front door. After some 
talkmg in the hall, some one came upstairs and she heard 
Vronsky’s stop outside the drawing-room. He was 
going quickly dovTistairs. Again Anna went to the 
window. There he was on the steps, without a hat, 
going down to the carriage. The young girl in the Ihao 
hat handed liim a parcel. Vronsky said somethmg to 
her and smiled. The carriage rolled away ; he ran 
rapidly upstairs again. 

The fog that had obscured everything within her 
was suddenly dissipated. Yesterday’s feelings wrung 
lier aching heart with fresh pain. She could not now 
understand how she could have humiliated herself so 
cs to remain a whole day with him in his house. She 
went to his study to announce to him her decision. 

‘ It was the Princess Sorokina with her daughter 
lyho came to bring me the money and documents from 
maman. I could not get them yesterday. How is 
your head — better ? ’ he said quietly, not wishmg to 
see or understand the gloomy and solemn look on her face. 

She stood silent in the middle of the room, looking 
at him intently. He glanced at her, frowned for an 
instant, and continued to read a letter. She turned, 
and slowly moved from the room. He could still call 
her back, but she reached the door and he remained 
silent, and only the rustle of the paper as he turned a 
page was heard. 

‘ Oh, by the way — ’ he said when she was already m 
the doorway— ' we are definitely going to-morrow, 
aren’t we ? ’ 

‘ You, but not I,’ she said, turning round toward him. 

Anna, it is impossible to live like this . . 
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‘ You, l)ut not I,’ she repcvtled. 

' This is becoming mtoleral *le ! ’ 

‘ Yon . . . you will rexierit of this ! ’ she said, and 
left him. 

Alarmed by the despjiiring look with which she had 
said these words, he jumped up, mtendmg to run. after 
her, but, recollecting himself, he sat down again, tightly 
clenching his tcetli and fro^Tnlng. Tins — as it seemed 
to him — unbecoming and indehnite tlireat irritated him. 
‘ I have tried every thmg,’ he thought, ‘ the only thing 
left IS to pay no attention,’ and he began getting ready 
to drive to town, and to go again to his mother’s to 
obtain her signature to a power of attorney. 

She heard the sound of his steps in the study and 
dining-room. He paused at the drawing-room door. 
But he did not return to her ; he only gave an order 
that they should let Voytov have the horse in his absence. 
Then she heard the carnage drive up and the door open, 
and he went out again. But now he re-entered the hall, 
and some one ran upstairs. It was his valet, who had 
come for the gloves his master had forgotten. She went 
back to the window and saw him take the gloves without 
lookmg, and, having touched the coachman’s back with 
his hand, say something to him. Then, without turning 
to look up at tlio wmdow, he sat down m the carriage in 
his usual posture, crossmg one leg over the other, and, 
puttmg on a glove, disappeared round the corner. 


CHAPTER XXVII 

‘ Go'iTB ! Is it finished ? ’ said Anna to herself as she 
stood by thp window ; and m answer to that question, 
the impressions left by the darkness when her candle 
went out and by the terrible dream, mergmg into one, 
filled her heart with icy horror. 

bXo, it is impossible!’ she exclaimed and, crossing 
the room, she rang loudly. She was so terrified ^t being 
alone that she did not wait for the servant but went out 
to meet him. 

, ‘ Eind out where the Count has goite,’ she said. 

The man replied that the Count had gone to the stables. 
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‘ The Count told me to let you know that, in case 
you should wish to go out, the caiTiage will return 
very soon.’ 

‘ Very well. Wait a moment. I will just write a 
note. Send Michael v ith it to the stables at once. 
Quickly ! ’ 

She sat down and wrote : 

‘ I was to blame. Come home, vv e must talk it 
over, Tor God’s sake come ; I am frightened.’ 

She stuck it down and gave it to the man. 

Then, afraid to remain alone now, she followed him 
out of the room and went to the nursery. 

“ How is this 2 That’s not it— this is not he ! Where 
are his blue eyes and his sw’ect timid smile ? ’ was her 
first thought on seeing her plump, rosy b'ttle girl witli 
curly black hair, instead of Serezha, whom, in the dis- 
order of her mind, she had expected to find in the nursery 
The little girl, sitting at the table, persistently and firmly 
hammered on it with the stopper of a bottle, gazing 
blankly at her mother with her two black-currants of 
eyes. Having, in answer to the questions of the Englisii 
nurse, said that she was quite well and that they were 
going to the country next day, Anna sat down beside 
t!ie child and began twirling the stopper round in front 
of her. But the child’s loud ringing laughter and a 
movement of her eyebrow's reminded Anna so vividly 
of Vronsky, that, repressing her sobs, she rose hurriedly 
and left the room. ‘ Is it really all over ? No, it cannot 
be,’ she thought. ‘ He will come back. But how will 
he explain to me that smile, and his animation after he 
bad spoken to her ? But even if he does not explain it, 
I will beheve him all the same. If I don’t beheve him, 
there is only one way left for me . . . and I don’t ivant 
that.’ 

She looked at the clock. Twelve minutes had passed. 
‘ Now he has received my note and is on his way back. 
It won’t be long; another ten mmutes. . . . But 
supposing he does not come ? No, that’s impossible ! 
He must not find me with red eyes. I’ll go and wash 
tiiem. tlh ! And did I brush my hair or not ? ’ she 
asked herself ; but could not remember. She felt her 
head with her hand. ‘ Yes, my hair w'as 'done, but I 
don’t in the least remember when.’ She did not even’ 
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trust her hand, and went up to the mirror to sec whether 
her hair really was done or not. It was, but she could 
not remember doing it. ‘ Who is that ? ’ she thought, 
gazing in the mirror at the feverish, frightened face 
with the strangely briUiant eyes looking at her. ‘ Yes, 
that is 1 1 ’ she suddenly realized, and looking at her 
whole figure she suddenly felt his kisses, shuddered, and 
moved her shoulders. Then she raised her hand to her 
lips and kissed it. 

‘ What is it ? Am 1 going mad ? ’ and she went to 
her bedroom, where Annushka was tidymg up. 

‘ Annushka ! ’ she said, stopping before the maid 
and looking at her, without knowing what she would 
say to her. 

‘ You wished to go to see the Princess Oblonskaya,’ 
said the maid, apparently understanding her. 

‘ Darya Alexandrovna ? Yes, I will go.’ 

‘ A quarter of an hour there, a quarter of an hour 
back ; he is already on the way, he wdll be here in a 
mmute.’ She looked at her watch. ‘ But how could 
he go away leaving me in this condition ? How can 
he go on living, without having made it up with me ? ’ 
She went to the wmdow and looked out into the 
street. He might have got back by this time ; but her 
calculations might be incorrect, and again she began 
trying to remember when he had left, and reckoning 
the mmutes. 

Just as she was going to compare her watch with the 
large clock some one drove up. Glancing out of the 
window she saw his calhhe. But no one came upstairs, 
and she heard voices below. Her messenger had returned 
in the carriage. She went down to him. 

‘ I did not find the Count. He had gone to the Nizhny 
railway staiiion,’ he said. 

‘ What do you want ? What is this ? ’ she asked the 
rosy, jolly-looking Michael, as he handed her back her 
note. 

‘ Oh, of course ! He did not receive it,’ she remembered. 

‘ Go with this note to the Countess ^Vronskaya’s 
country house ; do you know it ? And bring back an 
answer at once,’ she told the man. 

‘ But what shall I do myself ? ’ she thought. ‘ Yes, 
I will go to Dolly’s, of course, or else I shall go out of 
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my mind ! And 1 can telegraph as well I ’ And she 
wrote out a telegram. 

‘ 1 mmt speak to you, come at onceJ 

Having sent off the telegram, she went to dress. Ready 
dressed and with her bonnet on, she again looked at 
Annushka’s placid and now stiU rounder lace. Evident 
compassion showed plainly in those kindly little grey 
eyes 

‘ Annushka, my dear ! What am I to do ? ’ muttered 
Anna sobbing, as she sank helplessly into an arm-chair. 

‘ Why take it so to heart, Anna Arkadyevna ? Such 
things will happen. Go out and get it off your mmd,’ 
advised tlie maid. 

" Yes, I will go,’ said Anna, recovering and rousmg 
herself ; ‘ and if a telegram comes during my absence, 
send it to Darya Alexandrovna’s. . . . No, I’ll come 
back myself.’ 

' But I must not thmk, I must do something, go 
aA^ay, get out of this house at any rate,’ she said to 
herself, listening with horror to the terrible beating of 
her heart, and she hurriedly went out and got into the 
caUche. 

' Where to, ma’am ? ’ asked Peter, before getting onto 
the box. 

‘ To the Oblonsky s’ on the Znamenka.’ 


CHAPTER XXVIII 

The weather was bright. All the morning there had been 
a fine drizzlmg rain, but it had now just cleared up. 
The iron roofs, the pavement flag-stones, the cobbles 
of the road, the wheels, the leather, brass,^and tm of 
the carriages — all shone brightly in the May sunshine. 
It was three o’clock, the busiest time in the streets. 

Sitting in the comer of the comfortable eaUche, which 
rocked gently on its elastic springs to the rapid trot 
of the pair of greys, Anna — amid the incessant rattle of 
wheels and*" the rapidly changing impressions in the 
open air — again going over the events of the last days, 
saw her position quite differently from what it had 
seemed at home. Now the idea of death no longer 
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seemed so terrible and clear, and death itself no longer 
seemed mevitable She repi cached herself now witii 
the humiliation to which she had descended. ‘ I entreated 
iiun to forgive me. I have surrendered to him. I 
have confessed that I am to blame. Why ? Can I not 
live without him ? ’ She began reading the signboaids. 

‘ Office and Stores. . . . Dental surgeon. ...” Yes, 
1 win tell Dolly everything. She is not fond of Vronslcy. 
It will be humiliating and painful, but I will tell her 
everything. She is fond of me and I will foUow her 
advice. I won’t submit to him ; I won’t let him educate 
me. . . . “ Filippov, Bakery. . . .” It is said that 
they send dough to Petersburg. The Moscow water is 
so good. Oh, and the wells in Mytishchi, and the 
pancakes ! . . .’ And she remembered how, long, long 
ago, when she was only seventeen, she visited the Troitsa 
Monastery with lier aunt. ‘We drove with horses, 
for there was then no railway. Can it really have been 
I, that girl with tiie red hands ? How many things 
that then seemed to me excellent and unattainable 
have since become insignificant, and things that then 
existed are now for ever unattainable ! Should I then 
have believed that 1 should descend to such humiliation ? 
How proud and satisfied he will be to get my note I 
But I wiU show him . . . How nasty that paint smells ! 
Why are they always painting and building ? “ Dress- 

making and hlitlmery,” ’ she “read. A man bowed to 
her. It was Annushka’s husband. ‘ Our parasite,’ 
she remembered bow Vronsky had said the words. 

‘ Our ? Why ‘ our ’ ? It is dreadful that one cannot 
tear out the past by the roots. We cannot tear it out, 
but we can hide the memory of it. And I will hide it ! ’ 
At this pomt she recollected her past with Karenin and 
how she h’hd effaced the memory of him. ‘Dolly will 
think I am leavmg a second husband and that I am 
therefore certainly unjustifiable. Do I want to be 
justified ? I can’t ! ’ she said to herself, and wished 
to cry. But she immediately began to wonder what 
those two young gmls could be smdmg -» at.'^ ‘ Love, 
probably ! They don’t know how far from joyous it is, 
how low . . . The boulevard and children. Three 
boys running about playing at horses. Serezha 1 And 
I shall lose everything and shan’t get him back. Yes, 
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1 sball lose everything if he floes not return. He may 
have missed the train and be back already. Wanting 
to humiliate yourself again ! ’ she said to herself. 
‘ No ! I shall go to Dolly’s, and will tell her frankly : 
“1 am unhappy, I deserve it ; I am guilty, but all 
the same I am unhappy. Help me ! ” . . . These 
horses, this carnage, how horrid it is of me to be in 
this carriage — they are all his, hut I shall not see them 
any more.’ 

' Is anyone here ? ’ she asked in the ante-room. 

‘ Catherine Alexandrovna Levma,’ answered the 
footman. 

‘ Kitty ! That same Kitty with whom Vronsky was 
in love,’ thought Amia. ‘ She whom he remembered 
affectionately. He regrets not having married her. 
And of me he thinks with hate and regrets having joined 
himself to me ! ’ 

When Anna arrived the two listers were consulting 
about feeding the baby. Doily went out alone to meet 
the visitor who at that moment had come to interrupt 
their talk. * 

‘ So you have not left yet ? I was myself commg 
to see you,’ said Dolly. ‘ I had a letter from Steve 
to-day.’ 

‘ We also had a telegram from him,’ replied Anna, 
looking round for Kitty. 

‘ He writes that he cannot understand what Alexis 
Alexandrovich really wants, but that he won’t leave 
without getting an answer.’ 

' I thought you had a visitor. May I see the letter ? ’ 

‘ Yes, Kitty,’ answered Dolly with embarrassment. 
' She is in the nursery. She has been very ill.’ 

‘ I heard about it. May I see the letter ? ’ 

' I will fetch it at once. But he has nOt refused ; 
on the contrary, Steve is hopeful,’ added Dolly, pausing 
at the door. 

' I have no hope, and don’t even desire it,’ said Anna. 

‘ What does it mean ? Kitty considers it humiliating 
to meet me J ’ thought Anna when she was left alone. 

‘ Maybe she is right. But it is not for her, who was 
in love with Vronsky — it is not for her to let me feel it, 
even if it is true ! I know that no respectable woman 
can receive me in my position. I knew that from the 
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first moment I sacrificed everything for him. And this 
is the reward ! Oh, how I hate him ! And why have 
I come here ? It is still worse for me ; it is harder 
than ever 1 ’ She heard tiie voices of the sisters con- 
ferring together in the next room. ‘ And what am I 
going to tell Dolly now j? Console Kitty by letting her 
see that I am unhappy and lettmg her patronize me ? 
Ko, and even Dolly would not understand. It is no 
use speakmg to her. But it would be mterestmg to 
see Kitty and show iier how I despise everybody and 
everything : how mdifierent every thmg is to me.’ 

Dolly came back with the letter. Anna read and 
silently returned it. 

‘ I know it all,’ she said. ‘ and it does not interest 
me in the least.’ 

‘ But why V I, on the contraiy, am hopeful,’ said 
Dolly, lookmg at Anna with curiosity. She had never 
seen her in such a strange and irritable mood. ‘ When 
are you leaving ? ’ she asked. 

Anna, screwing up her eyes, gazed straight before hoi 
without answering. 

‘ Is Kitty hidmg from me then ? ’ she asked, looking 
toward the door and blushmg. 

‘ Oh, what nonsense ! She is nursing her baby and 
has difficulty with it, and I was advising her. . . . She 
is very pleased. She will come directly,’ Doily said 
awkwardly, not knowmg how to teU an untmth. ‘ Oh, 
here she is ! ’ 

When she heard that Anna had come Kitty did not 
wish to appear; but Dolly persuaded her. Having 
mustered up her courage, Kitty came in and, blushmg, 
went up to Anna and held out her hand. 

‘ I am very pleased — ’ she began in a trembling 
voice. ■»* 

Kitty was confused by the struggle within her between 
hostility toward this bad woman and a desire to be 
tolerant to her ; but as soon as she saw Anna’s lovely 
and attractive face, all the hostility vanished at once. 

‘ I should not have been surprised if you ^had not 
wanted to see me. I have got used to everything. You 
have been ill ? Yes, you are changed ! ’ said Anna. 

Kitty felt that Anna looked at her with animosity. 
She attributed that animosity to the awkward position 
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Anna, who harl formerly patronized her, now felt herself 
to be in, and she was sorry for her. 

They talked about Kitty’s illness, about the baby, 
and about Steve ; but evidently nothing interested 
Anna. 

‘ I came to say good-bye to you,’ she said, rising. 

' When lire you leaving ? ’ 

But Anna again, without repiymg, turned to Kitty. 

‘ Yes, 1 am very glad to have seen you,’ she said with 
a smile. ‘ I have heard so much about you from every- 
body, and even from your husband. He called on me 
and I liked him very much,’ she added, with obvious 
ill intent. ‘ Where is he ? ’ 

‘ He has gone to the country,’ answered Kitty, 
bhishmg. 

‘ Remember me to him ; be sure you do ! ’ 

‘ I will be sure to,’ repeated Kitty naively, looking 
compassionately into her eyes. 

‘ Well then, good-bye, Dolly ! ’ And kissing Dolly 
and pressing Kitty’s hand, Anna hurried away. 

‘ She is still the same and as attractive as ever. 
Charming ! ’ said Kitty when she was once more alone 
with her sister. ‘ But there is something pathetic 
about her, terribly pathetic I ’ 

‘Yes, but to-day there is something peculiar about 
her,’ said Dolly. ‘When I was seeing her out, there 
m the ante-room, I thought she was gomg to cry.’ 


CHAPTER XXIX 

reseated herself in the caleche in a state of mind 
even worse than when she left home. Tocher former 
torments was now added a feelmg of being affronted 
and repudiated, of which she had been clearly sensible 
during the meeting with Kitty. 

‘ Where to, ma’am ? Home ? ’ asked Peter. 

‘ Yes, borne,’ she said, now not even thinking of where 
she was going. 

‘ How they looked at me. as at something dreadful, 
incomprehensible, and strange ! . . . What can he 
be teUing that other man so warmly ? ’ she thought, 
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glancing at two pedestrians. ’ How is it possible to 
tell another what one feels ? I meant to tell Dolly, 
but it’s a good thing I didn’t. How glad she would have 
been at my mistortune ! She would have concealed it ; 
but her chief feeling would have been joy that I am 
punished for the pleasures she has envied me. Kitty 
would have been stiU more pleased. How well I can 
read her I She knows I was more than usually amiable 
to her husband. She is jealous of me and hates me, and 
she also despises me. In her eyes I am an immoral 
woman. If I were immoral I could make her husband 
fall in love with me . . . if I wanted to. xlnd 1 did 
want to. There is some one satisfied with himself ' ’ 
she thought, seeing a fat ruddy man who was driving 
past in the opposite direction, and who, taking her 
for an acquamtance, lifted his shmy hat above his bald 
and shiny head, but then discovered that he was mis- 
taken. ‘ He thought he knew me. But he knows me 
as little as does anyone else in the world. I don’t even 
know myself! “I know my appetites,” as the French 
say. Those boys want some of that dirty ice -ci earn; 
they know that for a certamty,’ she thought, as slie 
saw two boys stopping an ice-cream vendor, who lifted 
down a tub from his head and wiped his perspiring 
face with the end of the cloth. ‘ We all want something 
sweet and tasty ; if we can get no bon-bons, then dirty 
ice-creams ! And Kitty is just the same : if not Vronsky, 
then Levin. And she envies and hates me. And we 
all hate one another : Kitty me, and I Kitty ! Now 
that is true. “ Tyutkin, Coiffeur. . . . Je me fais 
coiffer par Tyuikin^ . . I shah tell him that when 
he comes back,’ she thought and smiled. But just 
then she recollected that now she had no one to tell 
anything fijpny to. ‘ Besides, there is nothing amusing 
or merry. Eveiything is nasty. They are riuging for 
vespers, and how carefully that tradesman is crossing 
himseH, as if he were afraid of dropping something ! 
What are those churches, that ringing, and these lies 
for ? Only to conceal the fact that we all hj^te each 
other, like those cabmen who are so angrily swearing 
at one another, Yashvin says : “ He wants to leave 
me without a shirt, and I him.” Now that’s true ! ’ 

1 Hairdrmer. t have my hair dressed by Tyiitlnn. fAn absurd name.) 
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With these thoughts, which occupied her so that she 
even forgot to think of her troubles, she arrived at the 
porch of their house. Only when she saw the hall- 
porter coming out to meet her did she remember that 
she had sent the note and the telegram. 

‘ Is there an answer ? ’ she asked. 

‘ 1 will look,’ he replied, and glancing at his desk he 
took up and handed her the thin square envelope of a 
telegram. ‘ I cannot return before ten — Vronsky,’ she 
read. 

' And the man has not yet returned ? ’ 

‘ No, ma’am,’ answered the hall-|)orter. 

‘ Weil, m that ease I know what I must do,’ said she 
to herself, and conscious of a imgue sense of wrath and 
a desire for vengeance ri.smg within her, she ran upstairs. 
' I shall go to him myself. Before quitting him for ever, 
I will tell him everything. I never hated anyone as I 
hate that man ! ’ thought she. Seeing his hat on the 
hat-rail, she shuddered with aversion. She did not 
realize that his telegram was in answer to hers and that 
ho had not yet received her note. She imagined him 
now" calmly conversing with his mother and the Princess 
Sorokina, and rejoicing at her sufferings. ‘ Yes, I must 
go at once,’ she thought, not yet sure where to go to. She 
wished to get away as soon as possible from the feelings 
she experienced in that terrible house. The servants, the 
walls, the things in the house, all repelled and angered 
her, and oppressed her like a weight. 

‘ Yes, I must go to the railway station, and if I don’t 
find him, I must go there and expose him.’ She looked 
at the time-table published in the daily paper. The 
train left at 8.2 p.m. ‘I shall have time.’ She gave 
the order to harness another pair of horses, and busied 
herseK packing her handbag with things necessary for 
a few days. She knew she would not return. She 
vaguely resolved on one of the plans that passed through 
her mind. After what would occur at the railway station 
or at the Countess’s estate she would go on by the Nizhni 
raihvay to the first town and remain there. 

Dinner was served. She went to the table, smelt the 
bread and cheese and as the smell of everything eatable 
revolted her, she sent for the carriage and went out. The 
house aheady threw" a shadow right across the street; 
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Liie evening was bright, and the sun still warm. Aimushka, 
who came out with Anna’s things, and Peter, who put 
them into the carriage, and the coachman, who was 
evidently dissatisfied, were all objectionable to her and 
irritated her by their words and movements. 

‘ I shan’t need you, Peter.’ 

‘ But how about your ticket ? ’ 

‘ Well, avS you like, I don’t care,’ she replied with 
annoyance. 

Peter jumped up on the box, and with his arm akimbo 
told the coachman to drive to the station. 


CHAPTEPv XXX 

‘ There, again it is that girl ! Again I understand it 
all,’ Anna said to , herself as soon as the carriage started 
and, rocking slightly, rattled over the stones ; and again 
different impressions succeeded one another m her 
brain. 

‘What was the last thing I thought of that was so 
good ? ’ She tried to remember it. ‘ “ Tyutkin, 
Coiffeur ” ? No, not that. Oh yes I What Yashvin 
said : the struggle for existence and hatred are the 
only thiags that unite people. No, you are going in 
vain,’ she mentally addressed a company of people in 
a caleche with four horses, who were evidently going out 
of town on a spree. ‘ And the dog you have with you 
won’t help you ! You can’t escape from yourselves.’ 
Glancing in the direction in which Peter was looking, 
she saw a workman, nearly dead-drunk, with his head 
swaying about, who was being led off somewhere by a 
policeman- « ‘ That one is more likely to,’ she thought. 
‘ Count Vronsky and I have also been unable to find 
that pleasure from which we expected so much-’ And 
now for the first time Anna turned the bright light in 
which she saw everything upon her relations with him, 
about which she had always avoided thinking. ‘ What 
did he look for in me ? Not so much love as the satis- 
faction of his vanity.’ She remembered his words, the 
expression of his face, suggestive of a faithful setter’s, 
111 the early days of their union Everything now con- 
211 
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firmed her view. ‘ Yes, there was in him the triumph 
of successful vanity. Of course^ there was love too ; 
but the greater part was pride m his success. He 
!)oasted of me. Now that is past. There is nothing 
to be proud of. Not to be proud but to be ashamed ! 
He has taken from me all he could, and now he does 
not need me. He is weary of me and is tiying not to 
act dishonourably toward me. Yesterday he betra3^ed 
himself — he wants the divorce and a marriage m order 
to bum his boats. He loves me, but how ? The zest 
is gone ! ’ she said to herself in English. ‘ That man 
wants to astonish over^^body and is very well satisfied 
with him&olf,’ she thought, glancmg at a rosy-faced 
shop-assistant who was ndmg a hired horse. ‘ No, I 
have no longer the right flavour for him. If I go away 
lie will, at the bottom of his heart, be pleased.’ 

That was not a surmise. She saw it clearly in the 
piercing light which now revealed to her the meaning 
( f life ami of human relations. 

‘ I\ly love grows more and more passionate and egotistic, 
and his dwindles and dwindles, and that is why we are 
separating,’ she went on thinking. ‘ And there i.s no 
remedy. Eor me ever^^thmg centres in him, and J 
demand that he should give himself up to me more 
and more comiiletcly. But he wants more and more 
to get awaj^ from me. Before we were united we really 
drew togetiier, but now* we are irresistibly drifting apart ; 
and it cannot be altered. He tells me I am unreasonably 
]ealous, and I have told myself that I am unreasonably 
jealous ; but it is not true. I am not jealous, but dis- 
satisfied. But . . She opened her mouth and 
clianged her place in the carriage from agitation pro- 
duced by a sudden thought. ‘ If I could be anything 
but his mistress, passionately loving nothing But his 
caresses — but I cannot and do not want to be anything 
else. And this desire awakens disgust m him, and that 
arouses anger in me, and it cannot be otherwise. Don’t 
1 know that he would not -deceive me, that he has no 
designs on that Sorokina, that he is not in love with 
Kitty, and will not be unfaithful to me ? I know all 
that, but that does not make it easier for me. If, 
without loving me, he is kmd and tender to me from a 
sense of duty, but what I desire is lacking — that would 
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1)6 a thousand times worse than anger ! It would be 
lied I And that is just how it is. He has long ceased 
to love me. And where Jove cease.s, there hate begins. 

. . . I don*t know these streets at all. Hero is a hill, 
and houses and liouses. . , . And ui the houses are 
people, and more xieople. . . . There is no end to them, 
and they all hate .one another. Well, suppoamg I 
picture to myself what I want m order to be happy ? 
Well, I get divorced, and Alexis Alexandrovich gives 
me ^Serezha, and I marry Vronsky ! ’ Remembeimg 
Karenin, she pictured him to herself with extiaordinary 
vividness, as if he stood before her, with his mild, dull, 
lifeless eyes, the blue veins of his white hands, his m- 
tonations. his ciacking fingers, and remembering the 
feelmg that had once existed between them and which 
had also been called love, she shuddered with revulsion. 

■ Well, I get divorced and become Vronsky’s wife ! 
What then ? Will Kitty cease looking at me as she did 
this afternoon ? Xo. Will Serezha stop asking and 
wondering about my two husbands ? And lietween 
Vronsky and myself what new feelmg can I invent ? 
Is any kmd — not of happiness even, but of absence of 
torture — possible ? Xo ! No ! ’ she now answered 
herself without the least hesitation. ‘ It is impossible ! 
Life IS sundermg us, and I am the cause of his unhappi- 
ness and he of mme, and neither he nor I can be made 
different. Every effort has been made, but the screws 
have given way. ... A beggar woman with a baby. 
She thinks I pity her. Are we not all fiung into the world 
only to hate each other, and therefore to torment our- 
selves and others ? There go schoolboys — they are 
laughing. Serezha ? ’ she remembered. ‘ I thought I 
loved him, too, and was touched at my own tenderness 
tor him'. V^t I lived without him and exchanged his 
love for another’s, and did not complain of the change 
as long as the other love satisfied me.’ And she thought 
with disgust of what she called ‘ the other love.’ The 
clearness with which she now saw her own and every one 
else’s life pleased her. ‘It’s the same wi|h me, and 
Peter and Theodore the coachman, and with that trades- 
man, and with aU the people that live away there by 
the Volga where those advertisements invite one to go, 
and everwhere and always,’ she thought as she drove 
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up to the low building of the Nizhny station, where the 
porters ran out to meet her. 

‘ Shall 1 take a ticket to Obiralovka ? ’ asked I'eter. 

She tiad (^uito forgotten where and whj^ she was 
going, and only understood the question by a great 
effort. 

' Yes,' she said, giving him her purse ; and hanging 
her little r(‘d handbag on her arm, she descended from 
tlie carriage. 

As she moved among the crowd toward the first-class 
waiting-room she gradually recalled all the details of 
lier position and the resolutions between which she 
vacillated. And again hope and despair, alternately 
cliafi ng the old sores, lacerated the wounds of her tor- 
tured and violently fluttering heart. Sitting on the 
star-shapcil couch, waiting for her tram, she looked with 
repulsion at those who passed m and out. They were 
ail objectionable to her. She thought now of how she 
would reach the station and would write him a note, 
and of what she would write, and of how he was now 
(without understanding her suflermgs) complammg of 
his positiori to his mother, and of how she would enter 
the room and what she would say to him. And then 
she thought how happy life might still be, and how tor- 
mcntingly she loved and hated him and how dreadfully 
her heart was beating. 


CHAPTER XXXI 

The bell rang. Some young men, ugly and bold-faced, 
passed by hurriedly and yet attentive to the impression 
they created. Peter, in his livery and gaiters, with his 
dull animal face, also crossed the room, and came to her 
to see her into the train. Two noisy men became quiet 
as she passed them on the platform, and one of them 
whispered to the other somethmg about her : something 
nasty, of course. She mounted the' high step of the 
railway carriage and seated herself in an empty com- 
partment on the dirty — though once white — cover of 
the vsprmg seat. Peter 'with a stupid smile raised his 
gold-braided hat to take leave of her ; an insolent guard 
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slammed the door to and drew the latch. A misshapen 
ladf" with a bustle (Anna mentally stripped that woman 
and was bonified at her deformity) and a girl, laughing 
affectedly, lan past outside. 

‘ Catherine Andreevna has everything, ma tante ! ’ 
cried the little girl. 

‘ Quite a child, and yet already affected and pulling 
faces,’ thought Anni. In order not to see anyone, 
she rose quickly and sat down by the opposite window 
of the empty compartment. A grimy, misshaped 
peasant in a cap from under which his touzled hair 
stuck out, passed that window, stooping over the carriage 
wheels. ‘ There is somethmg familiar about that mis- 
shaped peasant,’ she thought. And remembering her 
dream she went to the opposite door, trembling with 
fright. The guard opened it to let in a husband and 
wile. 

‘ Do you wish to get out ? ’ 

Anna did not answer. Neither the guard nor those 
entermg noticed the horror on her face beneath the veil. 
She went back to her comer and sat down. The couple 
sat down opposite her, attentively but stealthily examin- 
mg her dress. Both the husband and the wife seemed 
to Anna disgusting. The husband asked if she would 
allow him to smoke, evidently not because he wanted 
to, but to enter into conversation with her. Having 
received her permission, he began speaking to his wife 
m French, about things he wanted to speak about still 
less than he wanted to smoke. They talked nonsense 
insincerely, only m order that she should hear them. 
Anna saw distinctly how weary they were of one another 
and how they hated each other. And it was impossible 
not to hate such ugly wretches. 

She hear<^ the second bell ring, and then a moving of 
luggage, noise, shouting and laughter. It was so clear 
to Anna that no one had any cause for joy that this 
laughter jarred on her painfully, and she wished to stop 
her ears, not to hear it. At last the third bell rang, 
the engine whistled and creaked, the coupling chains 
gave a jerk, and the husband crossed himself. ‘ It 
would be interesting to ask him what he means by it,’ 
thought Anna, regarding him spitefully. She looked 
out of the window, past the lady, at the people on the 
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platform who had been seeing the train off, and who 
appeared to be gliding backward. With rhythmic jerks 
ovei* the joints of the rails, the candage in which Anna 
sat rattled past the platform and a brick wall, past the 
signals and some other carriages; the sound of wheels 
slightly ringing against the rails became more rhythmical 
and smooth ; the bright evenmg sunshine shone through 
the window, and a breeze moved the blind, Anna forgot 
her fellow-travellers; softly rocked by the motion of 
the carriage and inhaling the fresh air, she agam began 
to think ; 

‘ Where did I leave off ? At the point that I cannot 
imagine a situation in which life would not be a torment ; 
that we all have been created in order to suffer, and that 
we all imow this and all try to invent means of deceiving 
ourselves. But when you sec the truth, what are you 
to do V ' 

‘Keason has been given to man to enable him to 
escape from his troubles,’ said the lady, in French, 
evidently pleased with her phrase and mmeing with her 
tongue. 

These words seemed to answer Anna’s thought. 

‘ Qb escape from his troubles,’ Anna mentally repeated. 
And glancing at the red-cheeked husband and his thin 
wife, she saw that the sickly wife considered herself 
misunderstood, and that the husband deceived her and 
encouraged her in her opinion of herself. Directing 
her searchlight upon them, Anna thought she saw their 
story and all the hidden recesses of their souls. But there 
was nothing of interest there, and she contuiued her 
reflections, 

‘ Yes, it troubles me very much, and reason was given 
us to enable us to escape ; therefore I must escape I 
Why not put out the candle, if there is nothing more to 
look at 1 If everything is repulsive to look at ? But 
how ? Why did that guard run past holding the hand- 
rail ? Why are those young men in the nest carriage 
shouting ? Why are they talking and laughmg ? It’s 
all untrffe, all lies, ail deception, all evil I 

When the train stopped at the station, Anna got 
out with the crowd of passengers, and shunning them 
as if they were lepers, stopped on the platform trying 
to remember why she had come there and what she 
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had intended to do. Everything that had appeared 
possible before was now so di&icult to grasp, ospccialh 
m this noisy crowd of odious people who -would not 
leave her in peace. Porters laished up, oftering then 
seiwices. Young men passed along the platform, clatterin'* 
their heels on the planks, talking loudly and gazing at 
her ; and people she met tned to get out of her way 
on the WTong side. Recollecting that she meant to 
go on if there was no reply, she stopped a porter and 
disked him whether there -vras not a coachman bringing 
a note from Count Vronsky there, 

‘ Count Vronsky ? Some one from there was here 
just now, to meet the Princess Sorokina and her daughter. 
What is the coachman like ? ’ 

While she was talking to the porter, Michael the 
coachman, rosy and cheerful, came up in his smart 
blue coat with a watch-chain, evidently proud of having 
carried out his enund so well, and handed her a note. 
She opened it, and her heart sank even before sir* 
read it. 

‘ Very sorry the note did not catch me. X shall bo 
back at ten,’ Vronsky wTote in a earless band. 

‘ Yes, I expected it ! ’ she said to herself with a malicious 
smile. 

‘ All right, you may go home,’ she said softly to Michael. 
She spoke softly, because the rapid beating of her heart 
impeded her breathing. ‘ No, I will not lot you torture 
me,’ she thought, addressing her threat not to him nor 
to herself but to that which forced her to sulicr, and 
she walked along the platform, past the station buildings. 

Two maid-servants, strolling about on the platform, 
turned their heads to look at her, and made some audible 
remarks about her dress. ‘ It’s real,’ they said of the 
lace she wearing. The young men did not leave 
her in peace. Gazing into her face and laughing and 
shouting unnaturally they again passed by. The station- 
master asked her in passing whether she was going on. 
A boy selling kvas fixed his eyes on her. ‘ 0 God ! 
where am I to go ? ’ she thought, walldng futtber and 
further along the platform. She stopped at the end of 
it. Some ladies and children, who had com© to meet 
a spectacled gentleman and were laughing and tallying 
‘noisily, became silent and gazed at her as she passed 
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them. She walked faster awa^ from them to the very 
end of the platform. A goods train was approaehmg 
The platform shook, and it seemed to her as if she were 
again in the train. 

Suddenly remembering the man who Had been run 
over the day she first met Vronsky, she realized what 
she had to do. Quickly and lightly descending the 
steps that led from the water-tank to the rails, she 
stopped close to the passing train. She looked at the 
bottom of the trucks, at the bolts and chains and large 
iron wheels of the slowly-moving front truck, and tried 
to estimate the middle point between the front and 
back wheels, and the moment when that point would 
be opposite her. 

‘ There ! ’ she said to herself, looking at the shadow 
of the truck on the mmgled sand and coal dust which 
covered the sleepers. ‘ There, into the very middle, 
and I shall punish him and escape from everybody and 
from myself ! ’ 

She wanted to fall half-way between the wheels of the 
front truck, which was drawing level with her, but the 
little red handbag "v^ich she began to take off her arm 
delayed her, and then it was too late. The middle had 
passed her. She was obliged to wait for the next truck. 
A feeling seized her like that she had experienced when 
preparing to enter the water in bathing, and she crossed 
herself. The familiar gesture of making the sign of the 
cross called up a whole series of girlish and childish 
memories, and suddenly the darkness, that obscured 
everything for her, broke, and life showed itseK to her 
for an instant with ah its bright past joys. But she 
did not take her eyes off the wheels of the approaehmg 
second truck, and at the very moment when the mid- 
way point between the wheels drew level, ^he threw 
away her red bag, and drawing her head down between 
her shoulders threw herself forward on her hands under the 
track, and with a light movement as if preparing to rise 
again, immediatiely dropped on her knees. And at the 
same moment she was horror-struck at what she was 
doing. ‘*Wlfere am I ? What am I doing ? Why ? ’ 
She wished to rise, to throw herself hack, but something 
,huge and relentless struck her on the head and dragged 
her down, ‘ God forgive me everything ! * she said, 
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feeling the impossibility of sirugglmg. . , A little 
peasant muttering something was working at the rails. 
The candle, by the light of which she had been reading 
that book lilled with anxieties, deeepiions, grief, and 
evil, flared up with a brighter light, lit up for her all 
that had before been dark, crackled, began to flicker, 
and went out for ever. 



PART VIII 

CHAPTER I 

Nearly two months had gone by. It was already 
the middle of the hot summer, but Sergius Ivanich 
Koznysliev was only now preparmg to leave Moscow. 

In Koznyshev’s life during that time events of im* 
portance for him had taken place. His book, the result 
of six years’ labour, entitled, An AUe7?ipt to Ikview the 
Foundations and Foryns of Government of Europe and 
Russia, had been finished a year ago. Some parts of 
it and the mtroduction had appealed in periodicals, 
and other parts had been read by Koznyshev to people 
of his set, so that the ideas of the work could not be 
very novel to the public ; but all the same Koznyshev 
expected that the publication of the book would create 
a serious impression on Society, and if not a revolution 
m science, at any rate a strong agitation m the scientific 
world. 

The book had been issued last year after careful 
revision, and had been sent out to the booksellers. 

Not asking anyone about it, reluctantly and with 
feigned indifference replymg to his friends’ inquiries 
as to how it was going, and not even asking the book- 
sellers how it was selling, Koznyshev watched keenly and 
with strained attention for the first impression his book 
would produce in Society and in literature, ir 

But a week passed, and another, and a third, and 
no impression was noticeable in Society. Hk friends, 
the specialists and the scholars, sometimes— from polite- 
ness — ^mentioned it ; his other acquaintances, not 
interested ip learned works, did not mention it to him 
at aU. In Society, now particularly occupied with 
something else, absolute indifference reigned. In the 
periodicals also, for a whole month, there had not been 
any mention of the book. 

382 
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Koznysliev had calculated exactly the time necessary 
for a review to be written; but a month passed, and 
another, and the silence continued. 

Only m the Nmthern BeeLle, m a facetious feuiUeton 
about the singer Drabanti who had lost his voice,’ 
were a few contemptuous remarks interpolated about 
Koznyshev’s book, indicating that it had long ago been 
condemned by everybody and consigned to general 
iidicule. 

At last, in the third month, a criticism appeared in 
a serious magazine. Koziiyshev knew the author of 
the article. He had met him once at Golubkov’s. 

The author was. a very young and sickly journalist ; 
very bold as a wiiter, but extremely uneducated, and 
shy in personal intercourse. 

Despite his entire contempt for this man, Koznyshev 
began reading the review most respectfully. The article 
was horrible. 

The critic had evidently understood the book in an 
impossible way. But he had so adroitly selected his 
quotations that to those who had not read the book 
(and evidently hardly anyone had read it) it would 
appear quite clear that the whole book was nothmg 
but a collection of high-sounding words, not even used 
appropriately (as was indicated by notes of inteiToga- 
tion), and that its author was a totally ignorant man. 
All this was put with so much wit that Koznyshev him- 
self would not have been averse to wielding it ; and 
that was what was dreadful. 

Notwithstanding the thorough conscientiousness with 
which Koznyshev verified the correctness of the critic’s 
arguments, he did not dwell for a moment on the 
deficiencies and mistakes which were ridiculed, but at 
once involuntarily began to recall his meeting and con- 
versation with the author of the revie'A', dovm to the 
minutest details. 

‘ Did not I offend him in some way ? ’ he asked 
himself. 

And remembering how when he met him he fiad cor- 
rected the young man’s use of a word that betra3^ed 
ignorance, Koznyshev found an explanation of the 
article. 

That review was followed by dead silence both in print 
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and m conversation concerning the book, and Koznysliev 
saw that his six years’ \vork, carried out with so much 
devotion and labour, was entirely thrown away. 

His position was the more painful because, havmg 
‘finished his book, he no longer had any hterary work 
such as had jireviously occupied the greater part of his 
tune. 

He was intelligent, well-educated, healthy and active, 
f)iit did not know how to employ his energy. Dis- 
cussions in drawmg-rooms, at meetings, at assemblies, 
in committees, and everywhere where one could speak, 
took np part of his time ; but, as an habitual to'wm- 
dweller, ho did not allow hnnself to be entirely absorbed 
by discussions, as his inexperienced brother did when 
he was in Moscow ; so he had much superfluous leisure 
and mental energy. 

Fortunately for him, at this most trymg time, after 
the failure of his book, m place of the questions of Dissent, 
our American friends, the Samara Famine, the Exhibi- 
tions, and Spiritualism, the Slavonic question — which 
Jiad previously only smouldered m Society — came to 
the front, and Koznyshev, who had previously been 
one of the promoters of that cause, devoted himself to 
it entirely. 

Among the people to whom he belonged, nothmg 
was w'ntten or talked about at that time except the 
Serbian war. Everything that the idle crowd usually 
does to kill time, it now did for the benefit of the Slavs : 
balls, concerts, ^linners, speeches, ladies’ dresses, beer, 
restaurants — all bore witness to our sympathy with 
the Slavs. 

With much that was spoken and written on the subject 
Koznyshev did not agree in detail. He saw that the 
Slav question had become one of thos^ fashionable 
diversions which, ever succeedmg one another, serve 
to occupy Society; he saw that too many people took 
up the question from interested motives. He admitted 
that the papers published much that was unnecessary 
and exaggerated with the sole aim of drawing attention 
to themselves, each outcrying the other. He saw that 
amid this general* elation in Society those who were 
unsuccessful or discontented leapt to the front and 
shouted louder than anyone else ; Commanders-m-Chief 
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w'lthout <arniics, Ministers without portfolios, journalists 
ivithoiit papers, and party leaders witliout followers. 
He saw theic was much that was Irivolouh and ridicuioiis ; 
but he also saw and admitted the un(|iiestionable and 
?ver-growmg enthusiasm which was unituig ail classes 
3f society, and with which one could not help sympathiz- 
ing. The massacre of our co-religionists and brother 
Slav.s evoked sympathy for the .sufferers and indignation 
against their oppressors. And the heroism of the Serbs 
md Montenegrins, fighting for a great cause, aroused 
m the whole nation a desire "to help their brothers not 
only with words but by deeds. 

Also there was an accompanying fact that pleased 
Koznyshev. It was the manifestation of public opinion. 
The nation had definitely expressed its wishes. As 
Koznyshev put it, ‘ the soul of the nation had become 
articulate.’ The more he went into this question, the 
clearer it seemed to him that it was a matter which 
would attain enormous proportions and become epoch- 
making. 

He devoted himself completely to the service of that 
great movement and forgot to tlmik about his book. 

His whole time was now so taken up that he was 
unable to answer all the letters and demands addressed 
to him. 

After working all through the spring and part of the 
summer, it was not till July that he prepared to go to 
his brother’s in the country. 

He went, both to enjoy a fortnight’s rest, and — in 
that holy of hoKes of the people, the very heart of the 
country — to enjoy the sight of that uplift of the national 
spirit, of which he and all the town-dwellers were fully 
convinced. Katavasov, who had promised Levin to 
visit him, jjnd had long been meaning to keep that 
promise, accompanied Koznyshev. 


CHAPTER II ^ . 

Haebly had Koznyshev and Katavasov reached the 
station, got out of their carriage, and looked for the 
footman who had followed with their luggage, before 
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some Volunteers ^ drore up Tv-ith four isvosJichiks. The 
Volunteers were met by ladies who brought them nose- 
gays and who, with the crowd that rushed after them, 
accompanied them into the station. 

One of the ladies w^ho had met the Volunteers spoke 
to Koznyshev at the exit from, the waiting-room. 

‘ You too have come to see them oil’ V ’ she asked m 
Erench. 

‘ No, Princess, I am going to my brother’s for a rest. 
And do you always come , to see them off V ’ he asked 
with a shght smile. 

‘ How can one help it ? ’ replied the Princess. ‘ Is it 
true that eight hundred have already gone from here ? 
Malvmsky would not believe me.’ 

‘ More than eight hundred : counting those who did 
not go from Moscow direct, more than a thousand,’ 
said Koznyshev. 

‘ There now I I said so ! ’ the lady said joyfully. 
‘ And isn’t it true that about a million roubles have been 
collected ? ’ 

‘ ]\Iore than that, Princess.’ 

‘ And what a telegram there is to-day ! They have 
beaten the Turks agam I ’ 

‘ Yes, I read it,’ he answered. They were talking 
of the latest telegram, confirmmg the report that for 
three consecutive days the Turks had been beaten at 
all points and were in flight, and that a decisive battle 
was expected next day. 

‘ Oh, I say ! There is , a splendid young man who 
wants to go. I don’t know why they are making diffi- 
culties. I wished to speak to you about him. I know 
him, please write a note for him ! He was sent by the 
Countess Lydia Ivanovna.’ 

Having obtained such details as the Prkicess could 
give about the young petitioner, Koznyshev went mto 
the first-class waitmg-room, wrote a note to the person 
on whom the decision depended, and gave it to the 
Princess. 

‘ Do you ^know that the well-known Count Vronsky is 

1 The period referred to July 1876, when, after the Bulgarian atrocities, 
Serbia and Montenegro and Herzegovina were rising against Turkey. 
Many Eussian Volunteers joined the insurgents, and eventually, in Apnl 
1877, Eusfeia^ declared war to obtain autonomy or independence for the 
Christian provinces of Turkey# 
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going by this tram?’ remarked the Princess with a 
triumphant and significant smiie, when Koznyshev 
had found her again and given her tfie note. 

‘ I heard he was gomg, but did not know when. Going 
by |ihis tram ? ’ 

‘ I have seen him. Ho is here. Only his mother is 
seeing him off. After all, it is the best thmg he could do.’ 

‘ Oh yes, certainly.’ 

While they were speakmg the crowd rushed past them 
toward the dmmg-table. They too moved on, and* 
heard the loud voice of a man who, with a glass in his 
hand, was making a speech to the Volunteers : ‘ To 
serve the Faith, humanity, and our brothers ' ’ said 
the gentleman, raising his voice more and more. ‘ Mother 
Moscow blesses you in the great undertaking ! ZMvio ! ’ ^ 
he concluded m a loud and tearful voice. 

Every one shouted ‘ Zhivio I ’ and a fresh crowd surged 
into the refreshment-room, nearly knocking the Princess 
off her feet. 

‘ Ah, Princess 1 What do you think of that ! ’ said 
Oblonsky, beammg ■w^ith a joyous smile, as ho suddenly 
appeared m the midst of the crowd. ‘ Wasn’t it finely 
and cordially expressed 1 Bravo ! . . . And Sergius 
Ivanich ! Now, you should say something, so that 
. . . just a few words, you know, of encouragement ; 
you do it so well,’ he added with an affectionate, respect- 
ful and sohcitous smile, gently pushing Koznyshev 
forward by the arm. 

‘ No, I am just gomg.’ 

‘ Where to ? ’ 

‘To my brother’s m the country,’ answered Kozny- 
shev. 

‘ Then you’ll see my wife ; I have written to her, but 
you’ll see hipr sooner. Please tell her you have seen me 
and it’s all right I She will understand. However, 
tell her, if you’ll be so kind, that I am appointed Member 
of the Committee of the Jomt . . . But she will under- 
stand ! You know, les petites mishrea de la vie humaine,^ ® 
he said to the Princess, as if to excuse himself. ‘ And 
the Princess Myagkaya, not Lisa but Bib!sh/is really 
sending a thousand rifles and twelve nurses ! Did J 
tell you ? ’ 

1 Hail ' 


2 The little miseries of human life. 
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‘ Yes, I have heard,'’ replied Koziiyshev reluctantly. 

* What a pity you are going away/ said Oblonsky 
‘ To-morrow we are giving a dinner to two of those 
who are going to the war: Dmitry Bartnyansky from 
i^etersburg and our Veslovsky — Vasenka, They are 
both going. Veslovsky married recently. A fine 
fellow ! Isn’t he, Princess ? ’ he added, iiirnmg to the 
lady. 

The Princess without roplymg glanced at Koznyshev. 
But the fact that Koznyshev and the Princess seemed 
to wish to get rid of him did not abash Oblonsky m 
the least. He looked smilingly now at the feather 
on the Princess’s bonnet ancl now about him, as if 
trying to remember something. Noticing a lady with 
a coilocting-box he beckoned to her and put in a five- 
rouble note. 

‘I can’t look calmly at those coUectmg-boxes while 
I have any money,’ he remarked. ‘And what a tele- 
gram that was to-day ! Fine fellows, those IMontenegrins ! ’ 

‘ You don't say so ! ’ he exclaimed, when the Princess 
told him that Vronsky was gomg by that tram. For 
a moment Oblonsky’s face looked sad, but a minute 
later when, w'ith a slight spring ui his stop and smoothmg 
his whiskers, he entered the w'aitmg-room where Vronsky 
was, Oblonsky had quite forgotten how he had sobbed 
with despau* over his sister’s corpse, and he saw in Vronsky 
only a hero and an old friend. 

‘ With all his faults one must do him justice,’ the 
Princess said to Koznyshev as soon as Oblonsky had 
left them. ‘ His is a thoroughly Russian, Slavonic 
nature ! Only I’m afraid it will be painful for Vronsky 
to see him. Say what you will, that man’s fate touches 
me. Have a talk with him on the journey,’ said the 
Princess. ^ 

"Yes, I might if opportunity offers.’ 

' I never liked him. But this atones for much. Not 
only is he going himself, but he is taking a whole squadron 
at his own expense.’ 

‘ So I heard.’ 

The feu "rang.^ Everybody thronged toward the 
door, 

‘ There he is ! ’ said the Princess, pointing to Vronsky 

1 In Russia a first, a second, and a tlurd bell rings before a tram starts. 
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who, in a long overcoat and a bliick broad -brimmed 
hat, was passing with his mother on his arm. Obloiihky 
walked beside him, lallong with amination. 

Vronsky was frowning and looking straight before 
him, as if not iicarmg what Oblonsky was saying. 

Probably at Oblonsky’s indication, he looked round 
to whore Koznysliev and the Prmeess were standing and 
Silently raised his hat His face, winch W’'as aged and 
full of sufEermg, seemed petrified. 

C'oming up to tiie train, Vronsk5’, letting his mother 
pahS before hmi, silently disappeared into one of the 
compartments 

On the platform ‘ God save the Tsar ’ w^as struck up, 
followed by ‘ hurrah ’ and ‘ zhivio ’ f One of the Volunteers, 
a tall, hollow-chested, very young man, was bowing in 
a specially noticeable way, 'waving over his head a felt 
hat and a bouquet. From behind him tw’O officers 
and an elderly man with a large beard and a greasy 
cap thrust their heads out, and also bowed. 


CHAPTER HI 

PIaving taken leave of the Prmcess, Koznyshev with 
Katavasov, w’ho had joined him, entered the very 
ci'owded carriage, and the tram started. 

At the Tsaritsyiio station the tram w'as met by a 
melodious choir ot young people smging Blavsya^ Again 
the Volunteers bowed and thrust them heads out, but 
Koznyshev did not pay attention to thorn : he had had 
so much to do with Volunteers that he was already 
famihar with their general type and it did not interest 
him. Katavasov, however, whose scientific occupations 
had oSered him no opportunities of studying the Volun- 
teers, was much interested in them and questioned 
Koznyshev about them. 

Koznyshev advised him to go mto the second-class 
carriage and have a talk with some of theig. At the 
nest station Katavasov followed this advice. 

As soon as the train stopped he changed carriages 
and made acquaintance with the Volunteers. They 

„ 1 A patnotic song. 
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were sitting in a comer talking loudly, evidently aware 
that the attention of their iellow-passengers and of 
Katavasov, who had ]ust entered, was directed toward 
them. The tall, hollow-chested young man talked 
louder than any of them. He was evidently drunk, 
and was speaking of something that had happened at 
his school. Opposite him sat an officer, no longer 
young, wearing a mihtary jacket of the Austrian 
Guards. He listened smilmgly to the young man and 
tried to stop him. The third Volunteer, wearing an 
artillery uniform, sat beside them on a trunk. A fourtli 
one was asleep. 

Gettmg into conversation with the young man, 
Katavasov learnt that he had been a rich Mosco\^ 
merchant but had run through a large fortune before 
he was twenty-two. Katavasov did not like him because 
he was effemmate, spoilt, and dehcate ; he was evi- 
dently sure, especially now that he was tipsy, that he 
was perfoiming an heroic deed, and he bragged most 
unpleasantly. 

Another, a retired officer, also produced an unpleasant 
impression on Katavasov. He was, apparently, a man 
who had tried everything. He had had a post on the 
railway, been a steward, and had started factories, 
and he talked about it all quite needlessly, using in- 
appropriate technical terms. 

Rut Katavasov hked the third, an artilleryman, very 
much. He was a modest, quiet man, wffio evidently 
deferred to the knowledge of the retired Guardsman 
and to the heroic self-sacrifice of the merchant and did 
not talk at all about himself. When Katavasov asked 
him what prompted him to go to Serbia, he modestly 
replied . 

‘ Well, everybody is going. One must help ;j;he Serbs. 
One’s sorry for them.’ 

‘Yes, it’s particularly artillerymen they are short of,’ 
said Katavasov. 

‘ But I have not served long in the artillery : perhaps 
they will put me in the infantry or cavalry.’ 

‘Why into "the infantry, when they need artillery- 
men most of all ? ’ said Katavasov, concluding from 
the artilleryman’s age that he must have risen to a 
considerable rank- 
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‘ I did not serve in the artillery long. I am a retired 
Cadet,’ he said, and began to exi)lain why he had not 
passed the examination lor a commission. 

AH this put together produced on Katavasov a dis- 
agreeable impression, and when the Volunteers got out at 
a station to have a drink he wn.shed to verify this un- 
favourable mipression by a talk with somebody. One of 
the passengers, an old man in a military overcoat, had been 
listening all the time to Katavasov’s conversation with 
the Volunteers. When they were left alone together 
Katavasov addressed him. 

' What a variety there is in the positions of all these 
men who are going there ! ’ Katavasov remarked vaguely, 
wishing to express his own opmion but at the same time 
to draw the old man. 

The old soldier had been through two campaigns. 
He knew what a military’ man ought to be, and by the 
appearance and talk of those men, and by the swagger 
with which they applied themselves to their flaslts on 
the way, he considered them bad soldiers. Besides 
that, he lived in a provincial town and wanted to speak 
of a discharged soldier of his town who had volunteered, 
a drunkard and thief whom no one would employ any 
longer. But, knowing by experience that m the present 
state of public feeling it was dangerous to express any 
opinion contrary to the prevailing one, and especially 
dangerous to censure the Volunteers, he also watched 
Katavasov. 

‘ Well, men are wanted there,’ he said, with laughing 
eyes. And they began talking about the latest war news, 
each concealing from the other his perplexity as to whom 
to-morrow’s battle was to be with, smce the Turks, 
accordmg to the latest intelligence, had been beaten at 
all pointy And so they parted without either of them 
havmg expressed his opmion. 

Katavasov returning to his carriage involuntarily 
prevaricated ; and in telling Koznyshev his observa- 
tions of the Volunteers, let it appear that they were 
excellent fellows. 

At the station of a big town the Volunteers were again 
greeted with songs and cheers ; again women and men 
turned up with collecting-boxes, ’ the provincial ladies 
presented nosegays and accompanied the Volunteers 
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to the refreshment-bar, but all this was far feebler and 
weaker than m Moscow. 


CHAPTER IV 

When the train, stopped at the Provincial capital, 
Koznyshev, instead of going to the refreshment-room, 
walked up and down the platform. 

The first time he passed the Vronsky s’ compartment 
he noticed that the blmd was down. But the next 
time he passed he saw the old Countess at the window. 
JShe beckoned to him. 

* You see I am going with him as far as Kursk,’ said 
she. 

‘ Yes, so I heard,’ replied Koznyshev, stopping by 
her window and glancing mside. ‘ What a fine action 
this IS of his ! ’ he added, noticing that Vronsky was 
not there. 

* Yes, but after his misfortune what could he 
do ? ’ 

‘ What a dreadful occurrence ! ’ remarked Koznyshev. 

‘ Oh, what I have endured ! But come in. . . . 
Oh, wdiat I have endured ! ’ she repeated when Kozny- 
shev had entered and taken a seat beside her. ‘ You 
cannot imagine it I Eor six weeks he spoke to no one 
and ate only when I implored him to. One could not 
leave him a moment alone. We took away everything 
that he could kill himself with. We lived on the ground 
floor, but one could not teU what he might do. You 
know he had once before shot himself on her account ? ’ 
she said, and the old woman’s brows knit at the recol 
lection. ‘ Yes, she ended as such a woman, deserved 
to end. Even the death she chose was mean and 
low.’ 

‘ It is not for us to judge. Countess,’ Koznyshev 
remarked with a sigh, ‘ but I understand how distressing 
it was for ypu.’ 

‘ Oh, don’t speak of it ! I was living on my estate 
and he was with me. A note w'as brought. He wrote 
an answer and sent it off. We had no idea that she 
was herself there at the station. In the evening I had 
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only just gone to my room when my Mary told me that 
at the station a lady had tlirown herseit under a tram. 
I felt as if I had received a blow ! — 1 knew it was she ! 
The first thing I said was: “Don’t tell him!” Bui 
he had already been told. His coachman had been 
there and saw it all. When I ran to his room he was 
beside himself — it was terrible to see him. Pie did not 
say a word, but ofl he galloped to the station. I don’t 
know what happened there, but they brought him back 
like a corpse. 1 should not have knoim him. “ Frodra- 
tion compile, tlio doctor said. Then came raving 
madness, almost ! . . . Ah, one can’t speak of it ! ’ 
exclaimed the Countess with a gesture of her arm. ‘ A 
terrible time ! No, say what you will, she was a bad 
woman. Such desperate passions I Only to prove 
something unusual. Well, she proved it ! She ruined 
herself and two splendid men — her husband and my 
unfortunate son.’ 

‘ And how about her husband ? ’ inquired Koznyshev. 

‘ He took her little girl. Alexis at first agreed to 
everything. But now he is greatly distressed at having 
given up his daughter to a stranger. But he can’t go back 
on his word. Karenin came to the funeral ; but we 
tried to arrange so that he and Alexis should not meet. 
For him, the husband, it is better. She has set him 
free. But my poor son had given himself up to her 
entirely. He had thrown up everything — his career, 
me ; and then she did not even pity him, but deliber- 
ately dealt him a deathblow. No, say what you will, 
her death itself was the death of a horrid woman, without 
religion. God forgive me ! I cannot help hating her 
memory when I see my son’s ruin I ’ 

‘ But how is he now ? ’ 

‘It a God-sent help for us, this Serbian war ! I 
am an old woman and understand nothing about it, 
but for him it is a godsend. Of course I, as his mother, 
fear for him ; and above all I hear that ce n^est pas irh 
hien vu Petersburg F But it can’t be helped ! It was 
the only thing that could rouse him. Hia,friend, Yashvin, 
had lost everything at cards and was going to Serbia. 
He came to see him and persuaded him to go. Now it 
interests him. Please have a talk with him. I want 

1 It IS not very favourably regarded in Petersburg. 
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him to have some distraction. He is so sad. Unluckily, 
too, his teeth have started achmg. But he will be very 
glad to see you. Please have a talk with him. • He is 
walking about on the other side.’ 

Koziiyshev said he would be very pleased, and crossed 
over to the other platform. 


CHAPTER V 

Ik the slanting shadow of a pile of sacks heaped up 
on the platform, Vronsky, in a long overcoat, his hat 
pulled down low and his hands in his pockets, was walk- 
ing up and dowm like an animal in a cage, tummg sharply 
every twenty paces. To Koznyshev as he approached 
it seemed that Vronsky saw but pretended not to see 
him. But Koznyshev did not care. He was above 
any personal considerations with Vronsky. 

In his eyes Vronsky at that moment seemed an 
important worker in a great cause, and JKoznyshev 
considered it his duty to encourage and cheer him. 
He went up to him. 

Vronsky paused, looked at Koznyshev, recognized 
him, and advancing a few steps to meet him, pressed 
his hand very very hard. 

‘ Perhaps you did not wish to see me,’ said Koznyshev, 
‘ but can I not be of some use to you ? ’ 

‘ There is no one whom it would be less unpleasant 
for me to meet than yourself,’ returned Vronsky. 

‘ Excuse me. ' There is nothing that is pleasant in life 
for me.’ 

‘ I understand, and I wanted to offer you my services,’ 
said Koznyshev, gazing into Vronsky’s fac5, which 
bore evident signs of suffering. ‘Do you not want a 
letter to Risiioh ^ or to Milan * ? ’ 

‘Oh no ! ’ replied Vronsky, as if it cost him an effort 
to understand. ‘ If you don’t mind, let us walk up and 
down. It is sa stuffy in the carriage. A letter ? No, 
thank you. No introductions are needed to enable 
one to die I Unless indeed to the Turks ! . . he 

1 Eistich, the Serbian Pnme Minister 

2 Pnnee Milan, afterwards Eing of Serbia. 
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added, smiling witb his lips only. His eyes retamed 
their expression of angry siillermg, 

*■ Yes, but it may be easier for you to establish con- 
nections (which will be necessary anyway) with* some 
one who has been prepared. However, as you please. 

[ was very glad to hear of your decision The Volunteers 
<ire being very much attacked and a man like yourself 
will raise them m public opmion,’ 

‘ As a man I have this quality, that I do not value 
my life at all and that I have physical energy enough 
to hack my way into a square and slay or fall — that 
I am sure of. I am glad that there is somethmg for 
which I can lay down the life which I not only do not 
want, but of which I am sick ! It will be of use to 
somebody,’ and he moved his jaw impatiently because 
of the incessant gnawing pain in his tooth, which even 
prevented him from speaking with the expression he 
desired. 

You will recover, I prophesy it,’ said Koziiyshev, 
feeling touched. ‘ To free one’s brothers from oppres- 
sion is an worth Both dying and living for. G!od 
grant you outward success and mward peace,’ he added, 
holding out his hand. 

Vronsky grasped the hand warmly. 

‘ Yes, as a tool I may be of some use. But as a man 
I — am a ruin ! ’ said he, pausing between the words 
The acute pam in the strong tooth, filling his mouth 
with saliva, hmdered his speaking. He remained silent, 
gazing at the wheels of the approaching tender, which 
was slowly and smoothly gliduig over the rails. 

Suddenly a quite different feelmg, not of pain but of 
tormenting inward discomfort, made him for a moment 
forget his toothache. At the sight of the tender and 
the rails, •and under the influence of conversation with 
some one he had not met since the catastrophe, he 
suddenly remembered her ; that is, remembered what 
was left of her when, like a madman, he ran into the 
railway shed where on a table, stretched out shamelessly 
before the eyes of strangers, lay the mangled body still 
warm with recent life. The head, left intact, with its 
heavy plaits and the curls round the temples, was thrown 
back ; and on the lovely face with its half-open red lips 
was frozen an expression — ^pitiful on the lips and horrible 
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in the fixed open eyes — an expression which repeated 
as it in words, the terrible piirase about Ins repenting 
it — which she had uttered duiuig their ‘quarrel. 

He tried to remember her as she was when he hac 
met her the first tunc — also at a railway station— 
mysterious, charming, loving, seeking and giving joy 
and not cruelly vmdictive as he remembered her a1 
the last. He tried to recall his best moments with her 
but they were for ever poisoned. He could think oi 
her only as triumphant, having carried out the threat o 
mflicting on him totally useless but irrevocable remorse 
He ceased to feel the pain in his tooth, and sobs distortec 
his face. 

Havmg twice walked past the sacks and masterec 
himself, he turned calmly to Koznyshev ; 

' You have not seen any telegram later than yester 
day’s ? Yes, they have been beaten a third time, but s 
decisive battle is expected to-morrow.’ 

And havmg spoken about the proposed proclamatior 
of Milan as King and of the immense results this mighl 
have, they returned to their respective cajnages altei 
the second bell had already sounded. 


CHAPTER VI 

As he had not kiiovn when he would be able to leave 
Moscow, Koznyshev had not sent a telegram to his 
brother asking to be met at the station, and Levm was 
not at home when, toward noon, Katavasov and 
Koznyshev, dark as Arabs with the dust in the little 
taranias they had hired at the station, drew up af 
the porch of the Pokrovsk house. Kitty, who ^as sitting 
on the balcony with her father and sister, recognized 
her brother-in-law and ran down to meet him. 

‘Aren’t you ashamed of yourself for not letting us 
know ? ’ she said, holdmg out her hand to him and 
offering her foyehead for a kiss. 

‘ We got here first-rate without troubling you,’ replied 
Koznyshev. ‘ I am so dusty that I dare not touch you. 
I was so busy that I did not know when I could tear 
myself away. And you, as usual,’ said he, smilmg. 
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‘ are enjoymg tranquil happinebs outside the currents 
in your peaceful shallows. And hero is our friend, 
Theodore Vasilyevich, who has come at last.’ 

‘ But I am not a negro I When I have had a wasli 
I shall look lils:e a human being ! ’ Katavasov said in 
his usual jesting way, holding out his hand and smiling, 
his teeth looking particularly bright in contrast with 
his black face. 

^ Kostya will be so pleased ! He has gone to the 
farm. It is time he was back.’ 

‘ Always busy with his husbandry ! “ In the shallows ” 

hits it exactly,’ remarked Katavasov. ‘ And we in 
town can see nothing but the Serbian war ! Well, and 
what does my friend thmk of it ? Surely not the same 
as other people ? ’ 

‘ Oh, nothing in particular — the same as everybody,’ 
Kitty answered, rather embarrassed and glancing round 
at Koznyshev. ‘ Weil, I’ll send for him. Papa is 
staying with us. He has not long returned from 
abroad.’ 

And having arranged that Levm should be sent for 
and that the dusty visitors should be shown where to 
wash — one of them in Levin’s study and the other in 
BoUy’s former room — and about lunch for them, Kitty, 
exercising the right of moving quicldy of which she 
had been. deprived during pregnancy, ran up the balcony 
stairs. 

‘ It’s Sergius Ivanich and Katavasov, the Professor,’ 
said she. 

‘ Oh, how trying in this heat ! ’ said the Prince. 

‘ Ko, Papa, he is very nice, and Kostya is very 
fond of him,’ Kitty replied with a smile as of entreaty, 
having noticed a sarcastic expression on her father’s 
face. • 

‘ I don’t mind.’ 

' You go and entertain them, dear,’ Kitty said to 
her sister. ‘ They met Steve at the station, he is quite 
well. And I will ran to Mitya. As iU-luck wEl have 
it I have not fed him since breakfast. He will “be awake 
now and is certainly screaming.’ And feeling the flow 
of milk, she went with rapid steps to the nursery. 

It was not a mere guess — the bond between herself 
and the baby bad not yet been severed — and she knew 
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surely by the flow of milk within herself that he was 
wanting food. 

She knew he was screaming before she reached the 
nursery. And so he was. She heard his voice and 
increased her speed. But the faster she went the louder 
he screamed It was a fine healthy voice, only hungry 
and impatient. 

‘ Has he been screaming long, Nurse ? Long ? ’ she 
asked hurriedly, sittmg down and preparing to nurse 
the baby. ‘ Be quick and give him to me ! Oh, Nurse ! 
How tiresome you are; come, you can tie up his cap 
afterwards ! ’ 

The baby was convulsed with hungry yells. 

‘ But one must, you know, ma’am,* said Agatha 
]\rikhayiovna, who was ahnost always in the nursery. 
‘ He must be properly tidied up ! Goo ! Goo ! ’ she 
cooed to him, paying no attention to the mother. 

The nurse brought the baby to his mother, and Agatha 
Mikhaylovna followed behind, her face softened with 
tenderness. 

‘ Ho knows me, he does ! It’s God’s tnjjbh, Catherine 
Alcxandrovna, dear, he knows me ! ’ cried Agatha 
Itlikhaylovna, raising her voice above the baby’s. 

But Kitty did not listen. Her impatience was in- 
creasing with the baby’s. 

As a result of their impatience matters were long in 
getting settled. The baby got hold in the wrong place 
and was angry. 

At last, after desperate screaming and choking, matters 
went smoothly, and both mother and child felt calmed 
and were silent. 

‘ But he too, poor mite, is all in a perspiration,’ 
whispered Kitty, feeling him with her hand. ‘ Why 
do you think he knows you ? ’ she added, moving her 
eyes so as to see the baby’s. They looked roguishly at 
her, she thought, from beneath his cap, which had slipped 
forward, and she watched the rhythmical rise and fall 
of his cheeks and the little hand with the rosy palm 
making oirciilar movements. 

‘ It’s impossible ! If he knew anyone it would be 
me,’ Kitty replied to Agatha Mikhaylovna’s statement, 
and smiled. 

She smiled because, though she said it was impossible 
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for him to know, she was sure in her heart that he not 
only Imew Agatha khkhaylo^ma, but that ho know 
and understood evei'^dihing, oven many things that no 
one else lme%v, and which she, his mother, had learnt 
to know and understand through him. Por Agatha 
Mikhaylovna, for the nurse, for his grandfather and 
even for his father, Mitya wns a living being requiring 
only material care; but tor his mother he had already 
! >ng been a moral being, with whom she had already 
u.id a long series of spiritual relations. 

‘ Well, wait till he wakes up and you wiU see for your- 
self. When I do like that, he quite brightens up, the 
dear ! Ho brightens up lilce a sunny morning,’ said 
Agatha Mikhaylovna. 

‘ Well, aU right, all right ! We shall see,’ Kitty 
whispered. ‘ But now go away, he is fallmg asleep.’ 


CHAPTER YII 

Aoatha Mikhaylovna went out on tiptoe ; the nurse 
pulled down the blind, drove away the flies from under 
the muslin curtain of the cot and also a bumble-bee 
that was buzzing against the window-pane, and sat 
down, waving a birch branch above the mother and 
child. 

‘ Oh, the heat I the heat ! . . . If Cod would only 
send a little rain ! ’ she said. 

‘ Yes, yes ! Hush ! . . was aU Kitty answered 
as she sat softly rocking herself and tenderly pressing 
the little plump arm, which looked as if a thread had 
been tied round the wrist, and was still feebly waving 
while Mitya kept shutting and opening his eyes. This 
hand disturbed Kitty ; she wanted to kiss it, but was* 
afraid to do so lest she should wake her baby. At last 
the arm ceased waving and the eyes closed. Only now 
and then the baby, continuing his business, lifted his 
long curved lashes and looked at his mother with moist 
eyes that seemed black in the dim bght. The nurse 
stopped waving the branch and began to doze. Prom 
upstairs was heard the roll of the Prince’s voice and of 
Katavasov’s laughter. 
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‘ I expect they’ve got into conversation in my absence,’ 
thought Kitty, ‘ but all the same it’s provoking that 
Kostya is away. I expect he has gone to the apiary 
again. Though I am sorry that he goes there so often, 
yet I am also glad of it. It is a distraction for him 
He is more cheerful now than he was in spring. Then 
he was so gloomy, and suffered so much, that I was 
becoming alarmed about him. And how funny he is ! ’ 
slie whispeiod with a smile. 

She knew what was tormentmg her husband. It 
was his want of faith. Although had she been asked 
whether she thought that if he did not beheve in the 
future life ho would perish, she would have had to acknow- 
ledge that he would, yet his lack of faith did not make 
her unhappy ; and she, who accepted the doctrine that 
salvation W’'as impossible for an unbeliever, while loving 
her husband’s soul more than anything m the world, 
smiled when she thought of his disbelief and called him 
funny. 

‘ Why has he been reading those philosophies for a 
whole year ? ’ she thought ‘ If it’s all writiJ:en in those 
books, he can understand it. If what they say is 
untrue, why read them ? He says himself that he 
would like to believe. Then why does he not believe ? 
It must be because he thinks too much. And Be thinks 
too much because of his solitude. He is always alone, 
alone. He can’t talk to us about everything. I think 
he will be glad of these visitors, especially of Katava^sov. 
He like^ arguing with them,’ she reflected, and then 
turned her mind to the problem of where she had better 
arrange for Katavasov to sleep — in a separate room 
or with Koznyshev ? And here a thought suddenly 
struck her which made her start with excitement and 
even disturb Mitya, who gave her a severe lo®k in con- 
sequence. ‘ I don’t think the laundress has brought 
the things back and the spare sheets are all m use. If 
I don’t see to it, Agatha Mikhaylovna will give Sergius 
Ivanich used hecldinen!’ and the very thought of this 
sent the blood*, mto Kitty’s face. 

‘ Yes, I must see about it,’ she decided, and returning 
to her former train .of thought she remembered that 
there was something important, something spiritual, 
that slie had not yet thought out and tried to recollect 



PART VIII, CHAPTER VIII 401 

what it was. ‘ Oh yes ! Kostya is an unbeliever,’ she 
thought again with a smile. 

‘Well, he IS an unbehe\or! Better let him be that, 
than be like Madame iStahl, or like what 1 wanted to 
be when I w^as abroad. Xo, he will never protend.’ 

Then a recent proof of his kmdness came vividly to 
her mind. Two v/eeks before, Dolly had received a 
penitent letter from her husband. Ko imploied her 
to save his honour and to sell her estate to pay his debts. 
Dolly was ha despair; she hated her husband, dcispised 
him, pitied him, made up her mind to divorce him and 
to refuse ; but ended by consentmg to sell part of her 
estate. With an involuntary smile of emotion, Kitty 
remembered her own husband’s shamefacedness after 
that, and his repeated aw^kward attempts to approach 
the subject he had on his mind, and how at lengtli, 
having discovered the only way of helpmg Dolly without 
olfending her, he suggested to Kitty that she should give 
her sister her own part of the estate, a device that had 
not occurred to her. 

' How can he be an unbeliever with such a heart f 
And his drSad of hurting anybody’s feelmgs, even a 
child’s 1 Everything for others, nothing for himself ! 
Sergius Ivanich quite regards it as Kostya’s duty to act 
as his steward, and so does his sister. And now Dolly 
and her children are his wards ! And then there are all 
those peasants who come to him every day as if it w^erc 
his business to help them. 

‘ Yes, only be like your father, only be lilce him ! ’ she 
whispered, giving Mitya to the nurse, and touchmg his 
cheek with her lips. 


CHAPTER VIII 

SmcE the moment when, at the sight of his beloved 
and dyiog brother. Levin for the first time looked at 
the questions of life and death m the hght oj the new 
convictions, as he called them, which between the ages 
of twenty and thirty-four had imperceptibly replaced 
the beliefs of his childhood and yoUth, he had been less 
horrified by death than by life without the least know- 
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ledge of whence it eaine, wliat it is for, why, and what 
it IS. Org.iiusms, tlieir destruction, the indestructibility 
of matter, the law of the conservation of energy, develop- 
mentr—tho terms that had superseded these behefs — ^were 
very useful for mental purposes ; but they gave no guid- 
ance for life, and Levin suddenly felt hke a person who 
has exchanged a thick fur coat for a niuslm garment and 
who, being out in the frost for the first tune, becomes 
clearly convinced, not by arguments, but with the "whole 
of his being, that he is as good as naked and that he 
must inevitably perish miserably. 

From that moment, without thinking about it and 
though he continued livmg as he had done heretofore, 
Levin never ceased to feel afraid of his ignorance. 

Moreover, he was vaguely conscious that what he 
had called his convictions were really ignorance and, 
more than tliat, w'ere a state of, mind which rendered 
knowledge of what he needed mipossible. 

At the commencement of his married life the new 
Joys and new duties he exxierieiiced completely stifled 
"these thoughts ; but lately, since his "wife’s confinement, 
wliUe hving in Moscow without any occGpation, the 
problem demanding solution had presented itself more 
and more insistently to him. 

For liim the problem was this : ‘ If I don’t accept 
the rephes ofi'eied by Chiistmnity to the questions my 
life presents, what solutions do I accept ? ’ And he 
not only failed to find in the -whole arsenal of his con- 
victions any kuid of answer, but he could not even find 
anything resembhug an answer. 

He was in the position of a man seekmg for food in 
a toyshop or at a gunsmith’s. 

Involuntarily and unconsciously, in every book, in 
every conversation, and in every person he m^t, he now 
sought for their relation to those questions and for a 
solution to them. 

What astounded and upset him most m this connection, 
was that the majority of those in Ms set and of his age, 
having lik^ himself replaced their former behefs by new 
convictions like his own, did not see anything to be 
distressed about, and were quite contented and tranquil. 
So that, besides the principal question, Levin was tor- 
mented by other questions ; Were these people sincere ? 
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Were they not pretending ? Or did they understand, 
possibly ill some different and clearer wa,y than he, the 
answers science gives to the questions he was concerned 
with ? And he studied painstakingly both the opinions of 
those people and the books which contained their answers. 

One thing he had discovered smee these questions 
had begun to occupy him, namely, tliat he had been 
mistaken m imagining from his recollections of Ids youth- 
ful university circle, that religion had outlived its day 
and no longer existed. All those near to him v'ho lived 
good hves were people who believed: the old Prince, 
Lvov, of whom he had grown so fond, his brother, 
Koznyshev, and all the womenfolk. His wife believed 
as he had done in early childhood, and ninety-nine out 
of a hundred of the Russian people, the whole of the 
people whose lives he most respected, also believed. 
Another thmg was that, having read a great many books, 
he became convinced that those who shared his outlook 
understood only what he had understood, explaining 
nothing and merely ignoring those problems — without 
a solution to which he felt he could not live, — but trying 
to solve quife other problems which could not interest 
him, such as, for instance, the development of organisms, 
a mechanical explanation of the soul, and so on: 

Besides, durmg the time of his wife’s confinement 
an extraordinary thing had happened to him. He, an 
unbeliever, began to pray, and while praying believed. 
But that moment had passed, and he could not allot 
any place m his life to the state of mind he had then 
experienced. 

He could not admit that he had then known the truth 
and was now making a mistake ; because, as soon as 
he reflected calmly about it, it all fell to pieces ; nor 
could he aiC5knowledge that he had then been mistaken, 
for he prized the state his soul had then been in, and 
by aclmowledging it to be a result of weakness he would 
have deOed those moments. He was painfully out of 
harmony with himself and strained all his spintuai 
powers to escape from this condition. 
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CHAPTER IX 

These thoughts oppressed and tormented him, now 
more and now less strongly, but never left him. He 
read and thought, and the more he read and thought 
the further ho felt from his goal. 

Latterly in I^foscow and in the country, having 
convinced himself that he could get no answer from 
the materialists, he read through and re-read Plato, 
Spinoza, Kant, Schelling, Hegel, and Schopenhauer, 
those philosophers who explained life otherwise than 
materialistically. 

Their thoughts seemed to him fruitful when he read, 
or was himself devismg refutations of other teachings, 
the materialistic in particular ; but as soon as he began 
reading, or himself devised, solutions to life’s problems, 
the same thing occurred every time. Following long 
definitions of vague words such as spirit, will, freedom, 
substance, and deliberately entering the verbal trap 
set for him by the philosophers, or by liunseK, he seemed 
to begin to understand something. But Tie had only 
to forget that artificial line of thought, and to return 
direct from real life to what had appeared satisfactory 
so long as he kept to the given line of thought — and 
suddenly the wdiole artificial edifice tumbled down like 
a house of cards, and it was evident that the edifice 
had been constructed of those same words differently 
arranged, and without regard for Something in life more 
important than reason. 

At one time, while reading Schopenhauer, he replaced 
the word will by the word Zove, and this new philosophy 
comforted him for a day or two, as long as he did not 
stand aside from it; but it, too, collapsed when he 
viewed it in relation to real life, and it turned out to 
be a muslin garment without warmth. 

His brother Koznyshev advised him to read Hom- 
yakov’s theological writmgs. Levin read the second 
volume of tijpm, and, in spite of its polemical, polished, 
and witty style, which at first repelled him, he was 
struck by its teaching about the Church. He was struck 
by the thought that it is not given to isolated man to 
attain divine truth, but that it is given to a com- 
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munity united by love — the Church. Pie was pleuf-ed 
by the thought that it was easier to believe m an existnig 
iivmg Church which compounds all the beliefs of iiieu, 
and has God at its head and is therefore holy and in- 
fallible, and from it to accept belief in God, a, distant, 
mysterious God, the Creation, and so on. But after- 
wards on reading the history of the Church, first by a 
Roman Catholic and then by a Greek-Orthodox writer, 
and findmg that each essentially infallible Church 
repudiated the other, he became disenchanted with 
Homyakov’s teachmg about the Church ,* and that 
edifice fell into dust just as the philosophical structures 
had done, 

AU that spring he w^as not himself and experienced 
terrible moments. 

‘ Without knowing what I am, and why I am here, 
it is impossible to live. Yet I cannot know that and 
therefore I can’t live,’ he said to himself. 

‘ In an infinity of tune, and in infinity of matter, in 
infinite space, a bubble, a bubble organism, separates 
itself, and that bubble maintains itself awhile and then 
bursts, and that bubble is — ! ’ 

This was a distressmg falsehood, but it was the sok* 
and last result of centuries and the age-long labour of 
human thought in that direction. 

It was the latest belief. It was the ruling conviction, 
and from among all other explanations Levin, without 
himself knowing when or how, had involuntarily chosen 
it as being at any rate the clearest of all. 

But it was not only false, it was the cruel mockery 
of some evil power: a wicked and disgusting Power, 
and one to which it was impossible to submit. 

It was necessary to free oneself from that Power. 
The meai^ of escape were in the hands of every man 
An end had to be put to that dependence on an evil 
power ; and there was one means — death. 

And though he was a happy and healthy family man, 
Levin was several times so near to suicide that he hid 
a cord he had lest he should hang himself, and he leaiea 
to carry a gun lest he should shoot himself. 

But he did not hang or shoot bim&cU and went on 
living. 


211 n 
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CHAPTER X 

When Levin thought about what he was and why he 
lived, he could lind no answer and was driven to despair ; 
but when he left o3 asking hiniselt those questions, 
he seemed to know what he was and why he lived, for 
he acted and lived unfalteringly and definitely — recently 
even more unfalteringly than before. 

When he returned to the country m June, he went 
hack to his ordinary occupations — husbandry, mter- 
course with the peasants and with his neighbours, manage- 
ment of his house and of his sister’s and brother’s affairs, 
which were entrusted to him, relations with his wife 
and relatives, cares about his baby, and a new hobby — 
beekeeping, which ho took up with enthusiasm that 
spring —occupied all his time. 

These matters interested him, not because he justified 
them to himself by any general theories as he had done 
previously ; on the contrary, bemg now on the one hand 
disenchanted by the ill-success of his former occupa- 
lioiiH for the general welfare, and on the otter hand too 
much occupied with his own thoughts and by the mass 
of affairs that overwhelmed him from all sides, he quite 
abandoned all calculation of pubhc utility, and these 
matters mterested him only because it seemed to him 
that he had to do what he was doing, and could not act 
otlierv ISO. 

Formerly (it liad been so almost from childhood and in- 
creasingly so till his complete maturity) when he tried 
to do anythmg for the good of everybody, for humanity, 
for Pvussia, for the whole village, he had noticed that 
the thoughts of it were agreeable, but the activity itself 
was always unsatisfactory ; there was no fuU^assurance 
that the work was really necessary, and the activity 
itself, which at first seemed so great, ever lessened and 
lessened till it vanished. But now since his marriage, 
when he began to confine himself more and more to 
living for himself, though he no longer felt any joy at the 
thought of hi^ activity, he felt confident that his work 
was necessary, saw that it progressed far better than 
formerly, and that it was always growing more and 
more. 
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PART VIII, CHAPTER X 

Now, as if involuntarily, he cut ever deeper and deeper 
into the earth, so that he, like a ploughshare, could not 
get out without turning the sod. 

For the family to live as their grandfathers and fathers 
had been accustomed to live, that is at the same educa- 
tional level, and so to bring up their children, was un- 
doubtedly necessary. It was just as necessary as to 
dine when hungry ; and therefore just as it was necessary 
to prepare dmner, so it was necessary to arrange the 
husbandry at Pokrovsk in such a way as to derive an 
income from it. As surely as one must pay one’s debts, 
so surely was it necessary to keep the patrmiony m such 
a state that when his son inhented it, he would thank 
his father, as Levin thanked his grandfather, for all 
that he had built and planted. To do this he must not 
lease the land, but must farm it himself, keep cattle, 
manure the fields, and plant woods. 

It was as impossible not to look after his brother,’s 
and sister’s afiairs, and those of all the peasants who 
came for advice and were accustomed to do so, as it is 
impossible to abandon a baby you are already holding m 
your arms. 

It was necessary to look after the comforts of his 
sister-in-law and her children, who had been invited, 
and of his wife and child, and it was impossible not to 
pass at least a small portion of each day with them. 

All this, with game-shootmg, and his new hobby of 
beekeeping, filled up the whole of that life of his which 
seemed to him, when he thought about it, to have no 
meaning. 

But besides knowing definitely what he had to do. 
Levin also knew how to do it all, and which affair was 
the more important of any two. 

He knevi that he must hire labourers as cheaply as 
possible ; but that he must not take them in bondage 
for less than they were worth by advancing them money, 
though this would be very profitable. He might sell 
straw to the peasants in a time of shortage, ^though he 
felt soriy for them ; but an inn or a public -house,^although 
it brought in a revenue, must be done away with. FeUing 
trees must be punished as severely as possible, but if 
peasants let their cattle stray he niust not exact fines 
from them ; and though it grieved the watchmen and 
^211 o2 
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weakened discipline, the strayed cattle must not be 
deta ined. 

He must lend money to Peter to liberate him from the 
usurers to whom he was paying ten per cent, a month ; 
but he must nfuther reduce or postpone the payments of 
rent by the peasants who were m default. The steward 
must not be excused wiien the small meadow was not 
mown and the grass was wasted; but grass must not 
be mown on the eighty desyatinas which had been planted 
with young tr(‘es. Ho must not pardon a labourer who 
w ent home at a busy time because his father had died — 
sorry as he might be lor the man — part of his pay had to 
lie dcduct(‘d for the precious months during which he had 
been absent ; but he could not neglect givmg a monthly 
allowance to old domestic serfs who were of no use at 
<dl to him. 

Levin knew, too, that on returiimg homo the hist 
thing he must do was to go to his wife, who was unwell, 
and that the peasants who had been w'aitmg for three 
hours to see him could wait a little longer ; and ho kne^v 
that in spite of all the pleasure of hiving a swarm, he 
must forgo that pleasure, let the old beekeeper hive the 
swarm wuthoiit him, and go to talk to the peasants who 
liad louiid him at tiie apiary. 

Whetficr he w^as acting well or ill ho did not know, 
and far fiom iaying down the law about it, he now avoided 
talking or thinking about it. 

Thinking about it led him into doubts and prevented 
him Irom seomg what he should and should not do. 
But when he did not think, but just lived, he unceasingly 
felt m his soul the presence of an infallible judge deciding 
which of two possible actions was the better and which 
the worse ; and as soon as he did what he should not 
have clone, he immediately felt this. 

in this way he lived, not knowmg or seeing any possi- 
bility of knowing what he was or why he lived in the 
world, and he suffered so much from that ignorance that 
he was afraid he might commit suicide, while at the same 
time he was fimly cutting his own particular definite 
path thiough*life. 
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CHAPTEPv XI 

The day when Kozuyshev arrived at Pokrovsk was one 
of Levin’s most distressing days. 

It was the most pressmgly busy season of the year, 
when an extraordinary tension of self-sacnficing labour 
manifests itseK among all the peasants, such as is never 
shown in any other condition of life, and such as would 
be highly esteemed if the people who exhibit this quality 
esteemed it themselves, if it were not repeated every 
year, and if the results of that tension were not so simple* 
To mow or reap the rye and oats, and cart them, to 
finish mowing the meadows, to re-plough the fallow 
land, to thiesh the seed corn and sow the wmter rye — 
all this seems simple and ordmary ; yet to get it all 
clone, it is necessary that all the peasants, from the oldest 
to the youngest, should work unceasingly those three or 
four weeks, three times as hard as usual, living on kvas, 
onions, and black bread, threshmg and cartmg the 
siieaves by night and sleepmg not more than two or 
three hours oUlt of the twenty-four. And this is done 
every year, aU over Russia. 

Having lived most of his life m the country and in 
close contact with the peasants, Levm always felt, at 
this busy time, that this general stimulation of the 
peasants communicated itself to him. 

Early m the mornmg he rode to where the first rye 
was being sown, then to see the oats carted and stacked, 
and retummg home when his wife and sister-m-law 
were gettmg up he drank coffee with them, and then 
walked to the farm where the new threshmg machine 
was to be started to thresh the seed corn. 

Ail that 4lay, when talking to the steward and the 
peasants and at home with his wife, DoUy, her children, 
and his father-in-law, Levm’s thoughts were busy with 
the one and only subject, outside his farming, that 
mterested him at this time, and in everythii^g he sought 
its relation to his questions : ‘ What am I ? Where 
am I ? And why am I here ? ’ 

Standing m the cool shade of the newly-thatched bam, 
with its wattle walls of hazel, which had not yet shed 
its scented leaves, pressed against the freshly stripped 
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aHpens of the roof-tree under the thatch, he looked now 
through the o])on doorway into which the dry and bitter 
chaff -duKt rushed and wiiirled, at the grass round the 
threshing-floor lit up by the hot sunshine and at the 
fresh straw that had just been hrougiit out of the barn, 
now at the bright- headed and white-breasted swallows 
that fiow in chirping beneath the roof and, flapping their 
wings, jiaused in the light of the doorway, and now at 
the people who bustled about in the dark and dusty 
barn ; and he thought strange thoughts : 

‘ Why is all this being done ? ’ he wondered. ‘ Why 
am I standing here, obliging them to work ? Why do 
they all make such efforts and try to show me their 
zeal ? Why is my old friend Matrena toiling so (I 
doctored her after the Are, when she was struck by a 
girder) ? ’ be tiiought, lookmg at a thm peasant woman 
who pushed the grain along with a rake, her dark sun- 
burnt bare feet steppmg with effort on the hard uneven 
barn floor. ‘ She recovered then, but to-day or to- 
morrow, or in ten years’ time, they will bury her and 
nothing will be left of her, nor of that smart girl with 
the I’ed skirt, who with such dexterous and delicate 
movements is beating the chaff from the ears. She too 
will ho buried, and that piebald gelding too — and that 
one very soon,’ he reflected, lookmg at a horse breathmg 
quickly with fallmg and rismg belly and inflated nostrils, 
as it trod on the slanting wheel that moved under it. 

‘ They will bury her, and so they will Theodore, who is 
feeding the machine, his curly beard full of chaff and his 
shirt tom on his white shoulder. Yet he loosens the 
sheaves and gives directions, shouts at the women, and 
quickly puts right the strap on the fly-wheel. And, 
moreover, not they only but I too shall be buried and 
nothmg will be left. What is it all for ? ’ ^ 

He thought this, and at the same time looked at his 
watch to calculate how much they could thresh in an 
hour. He had to know this in order to set them their 
day’s task accordingly. 

‘ Theyjve been nearly an hour, and have only just 
started on “the third heap,’ thought he, approached 
the man who was feedmg the machine, and shouting 
above its din, told Him to put in less at a time. 

‘You put in too much at a time, Theodore ! Don’t 
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you see, it gets jammed and that’s why it does not go 
well 1 Feed it in evenly ! ’ 

Theodore, black with the dust that stuck to his per- 
spirmg face, shouted somethmg m reply, but still did 
not do as Levin wished. 

Levin went up to the roller, motioned Theodore aside, 
and himseH began feeding the machine. 

Havmg worked till the peasants’ dinner-hour, which 
soon came, he left the bam together with Theodore 
and began chattmg, standmg beside the neat yellow 
freshly-reaped stack of seed-rye on the threshing-floor. 

Theodore came from the farther village, the one where 
Levin had formerly let the land to be worked co-opera- 
tiveiy. At present it was let to the innkeeper. 

Levin got into conversation with Theodore about 
that land, and asked whether Plato, a well-to-do and 
worthy peasant of that village, would not rent that land 
next year. 

‘ The rent is too high, Constantine Dmitrich,’ answered 
Theodore, picldng out the ears of rye from the front of 
his damp shirt. 

‘ But how Tloes Kirilov make it pay ? ’ 

‘ Why shouldn’t Mityuka ’ (as he contemptuously 
called the innkeeper) ‘ make it pay, Constantine Bmitrich ? 
That fellow will press hard, but he’ll get his own I He 
will have no pity on a Christian ! But as if Baddy Plato 
would*^ever skin a man I He’ll lend, and sometimes 
he’U let a man of, and so ran short himself. It aU 
depends on the sort of man.’ 

‘ But why should he let anyone of ? ’ 

‘ Oh well, you see, people differ ! One man Hves only 
for his own needs : take Mityuka, who only stuffs his 
own belly, but Plato is an upright old man. He lives 
for his soul^nd remembers God.’ 

‘ How does he remember God ? How does he live 
for the soul ? ’ Levin almost cried out. 

‘ You know how : rightly, m a godly way. You 
know, people differ ! Take you, for instance, you won’t 
injure anyone either . . ^ 

‘ Yes, yes ! Good-bye ! ’ uttered Levin, gasping 
with excitement, and turning away, he took his stick 
and walked quickly away toward home. At the 
peasant’s words about Plato living for his soul, rightly, 
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in a godly way, dim but iniportant thoughts crowded 
into his nimci, <is if brcakmg loose from some place where 
tliey had been locked up, and all rushing toward one 
goal, %vhii'lcd in his head, dazzling him with their light. 


CHATTIER XII 

Levin went along the high-road with long strides, attend- 
ing not so much to his thoughts — he could not yet dis- 
entangle them — as to a condition of his soul he had never 
liefore experienced. 

The words the peasant had spoken produced in his soul 
the etfoet of an electric spark, suddenly transformmg 
and welding mto one a whole group of disjointed impotent 
separate ideas ■which had always mterested him. These 
ideas, though he had been unconscious of them, had been 
in his mind when he was tallving about lettmg the land. 

He felt something now m his soul and probed this 
something with pleasure, not yet loiowmig wdiat it 
was. 

‘ To live not for one’s needs but for God ! For what 
God ? What could bo more senseless than what he 
said ? He said we must not live for our needs — that 
is, we must not Hve for what we understand and what 
attracts us, what we wish for, but must live for 
something mcomprehensible, for God whom nobody can 
understand or define. Well? And did I not under- 
stand those senseless words of Theodore’s ? And having 
understood them, did I doubt their justice ? Did I find 
them stupid, vague, or inexact ? 

‘ No, I understood him just as he understands them : 
understood completely and more clearly thajp. I under- 
stand anything in hie ; and I have never in my Me 
doubted it, and cannot doubt it. And not I alone but 
every one — the whole world — only understands that 
completely. Nobody is free from doubt about other 
things, but nobody ever doubts this one thing, everybody 
always a^ee^ with it. 

‘ And I sought for miracles, regretted not to see a 
miracle that might -convmce me I A physical miracle 
would have tempted me. But here is a miracle, the 
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one possible, everlasting miracle, all around me, and 1 
did not notice it ! 

‘ Theodore says that Kirilov, the innkeeper, lives 
for his belly. That is mtelhgible and reasonable. We 
ah, as reasoning creatures, cannot hve otherK-dse. And 
then that same Theodore says that it is wrong to live 
lor one’s belly, and that we must live for Truth, for 
God, and at the first hmt I understand him ! I and 
millions of men who lived centuries ago and those who 
are livmg now ; peasants, the poor in spirit, and 
sages, who have thought and written about it, saymg 
tlie same thing m their obscure words — we aH agree 
on that one thing : what we should live for, and what 
is good. I, and all other men, know only one thing 
firmly, clearly, and certamiy, and this Imowicdge cannot 
be explained by reason : it is outside reason, has no 
cause, and can have no consequences > 

‘ If goodness has a cause, it is no longer goodness ; 
if it has a consequence — a reward, it is also not good- 
ness. Tiiereiore goodness is beyond the cham of cause 
and effect, 

‘ It is exactly this that I know and that we all know. 

‘ What greater miracle could there be than that ? 

‘ Can I possibly have found the solution of everything ? 
Have my sufferings really come to an end ? ’ thought 
Levm as he strode along the dusty road, oblivious of the 
heat, of his fatigue, and filled with a sense of rehef from 
long-continued suffering. That feeling was so joyous 
that it seemed questionable to him. He was breathless 
with excitement and, incapable of going further, he 
turned from the road into the wood and sat down on the 
uncut grass m the shade of the aspens. Taking the hat 
from his perspirmg head, he lay down, leaning his elbow 
upon the j^iicy, broad-bladed forest grass. 

‘ Yes, I must clear it up and understand it,’ he thought, 
gazing intently at the untrodden grass before him, and 
following the movements of a green msect that was 
crawling up a stalk of couch, grass and was hindered 
xn its ascent by a leaf of goutwort. ‘ What have I 
discovered ? ’ he asked himseH, turning bad* the leaf 
that it should not hmder the insect and bending another 
blade for the creature to pass on to. ‘ What gladdens 
me ? What have I discovered ’ 
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‘I have discovered nothing. I have only perceived 
what it is that 1 know. 1 have understood the Power 
that not only gave me life m the past but is giving me 
life now. 1 have freed myself from deception and learnt 
to know my IMaster. 

‘ j used to say that in my body, in this grass, in this 
insect . . . (There ! It did not w'ant to get on to 

that grass, but has spread its wings and flown away) 
there takes place, according to physical, chemical, and 
physiological laws, a change of matter. And in all of 
us, including tfie aspens and the clouds and nebula?, 
evolution is })roceedmg. Evolution from what, mto 
w'hat ? Unending evolution and straggle. ... As 
if thcic could be any direction and struggle in infinity ! 
And I was surprised that, m spite of the greatest effort 
of thought on that path, the meaning of life, the meanmg 
of my impulses and my aspirations, w^as not revealed 
to me. But now I say that I know the meanmg of 
my hfe : it is to live for God, for the soul. And that 
meanmg, in spite of its clearness, is mystic and wonder- 
ful. And such is the meanmg of aU existence. Ah 
yes ! Pride ! ’ he said to himself, tiirnifig over face 
downwards and beginnmg to tie blades ot grass mto 
knots, trymg not to break them. 

‘ And not only mental pride but mental stupidity. 
And chiefly roguery of mmd, precisely roguery. Just 
mind-swindlmg,’ he repeated. 

He briefly leviewed the whole course of his thoughts 
during the last two years, beginning with the clear and 
obvious thought of death at the sight of his beloved 
brother hopelessly ill. 

Having then for the first time clearly understood 
that before every man, and before himself, there lay 
only suffering, death, and eternal oblivion, had con- 
cluded that to live under such conditions was impossible ; 
that one must either explain life to oneself so that it 
does not seem to be an evil mockery by some sort of 
devil, or one must shoot oneself. 

But he had done neither the one nor the other, yet he 
continueef to^live, think, and feel, had even at that very 
time got married, experienced many joys, and been 
happy 'whenever he Was not thinking of the meaning of 
his life. 
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What dirl that show 2 It showed that he had lived 
well, hut tliought badly. 

He had lived (without bemg eoiiscioos of it) by those 
spiritual truths which he had imbibed with his mother’s 
miik ; but in thought he had not only not acknowledged 
those truths, but had studiously evaded them. 

X'ow it was clear to him that he was only able to 
live, thanks to the beliefs m which he had been brought 
up. 

‘ What should I have been and how should I have lived 
my life, if I had not had those beliefs, and had not known 
that one must live for God, and not for one’s own needs ? 
I should have robbed, lied, and murdered. Xothing of 
that which constitutes the chief joys of my life would 
have existed for me,’ And although he made the 
greatest efforts of imagination, he could not picture 
to himself the bestial creature he would have been, had 
he not known what he w^as living for. 

‘ I looked for an answer to my question. But reason 
could not give me an answ'er — reason is incommensurable 
with the question. Life itself has given me the answ'er, 
in my knowledge of what is good and what is bad- 
And that knowledge I did not acquii'e in any way; it 
W'as given to me as to everybody, given because I could 
not take it from anywhere, 

‘ Where did I get it from ? Was it by reason that I 
attained to the knowledge that I must love my neigh- 
bour and not throttle hmi ? They told me so when I 
was a child, and I gladly believed it, because they told 
me what was already m my soul. But who discovered 
it ? Not reason ! Reason has discovered the struggle 
for existence and the law that I must throttle all those 
who hinder the satisfaction of my desires. That is 
the deduction reason makes. But the law of loving 
others could not be discovered by reason, because it is 
unreasonable.’ 


CHAPTER XIII 

Lb YUS’ remembered a recent scene _ between Dolly and 
her children. Left by themselves, the children had 
started cookmg raspberries over a candle, and pouring 
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jets of iniik iuto their mouths. When their mother 
caught thmn at this pursuit, slic began m Levin’s presence 
to impress on them how much trouble what they were 
wasting had cost grown-up people, that that trouble 
had been taken for them, that if they broke cups they 
woiiki not have anything to drmk tea out of, and if they 
spilt milk tiiey would not have anything to eat and 
w'ould die of hunger. 

And Levin was struck by the quiet dull chsbelief 
with which the children listened to these remarks from 
t heir motlier. They wen^ only grieved that their amusing 
garner had been ended, and they did not believe a word 
of what she was saying. Anti they could not beheve 
it,, because tliey eoiiid not imagine the whole volume of 
ail tluy consumed, and therefore could not conceive 
that what they were destroymg was the very thing they 
livc‘(i on. 

‘ That’s quite a ditferent matter,’ they thought. ‘ And 
not m the least mtorestuig or important, because those 
thmga always have been always will be. It is always 
the same thing over and over agam. Thej;e is no need 
fur us to think about that, it’s aU ready for us ; but we 
want to think out somethmg of our own invention and 
n<‘W. Now we've thought of puttmg raspberries m 
a cup and eookmg them over a candle, and of pouring 
milk into each other’s mouths like fountains. That is 
amusing and new, and not at all worse than drinking 
out of cups.’ 

' ]>on’t we, and didn’t I, do just the same, when m- 
teilectually 1 sought for the meaning of the forces of 
nature and the purpose of human hfe ? ’ he went on 
tliinking. 

’ xVnd don’t all the philosophic theories do the same, 
when by ways of thought strange and umiatural to 
man they lead him to a knowledge of what he knew 
long ago, and knows so surely that without it he could 
not live ? Is it not evident in the development of ©very 
philosopher’s theory that he knows in advance, as in- 
dubitablyr as ,the pjeasant Theodor© and not a whit more 
clearly than he, the chief meaning of life, and only wishes, 
by a questionable .intellectual process, to return to 
what every one know^s ? 

‘Supposing now that the children were left alone to 
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procure or make cups for themselves and to milk the 
cows and so on Would they play tricjcs ? No, they 
would die of hunger ! Suppose we, with our passions 
and thoughts, were left without the conception of God, 
a Creator, and without a conception of what is good, 
and without an explanation of moral evil ! 

‘ Try to build up anythmg without these conceptions ! 

‘We destroy because we have our fill spiritually. 
We are children mdeed ! 

‘ Whence conies the joyful Imowledge I have in common 
with the peasant, and which alone gives me peace of 
mind ? Where did I get it ? 

‘ I, educated in the conception of God, as a Christian, 
having filled my life with the spiritual blessings ChriS’ 
tianity gave me, brimful of these blessings and living 
by them, I, hke a child, not understanding them, destroy 
them — that is, I wish to destroy that by which I live. 
But as soon as an important moment of life comes, 
like children when they are cold and hungry, I go to Him, 
and even less than the children whose mother scolds 
them for their childish mischief do I feel that my childish 
attempts to kick because I am filled should be reckoned 
against me. 

' Yes, what I know, I know not by my reason but 
because it has been given to me, revealed to me, and I 
know it m my heart by faith in the chief thing which 
the Church proclaims. 

‘ The Church ? The Church ? ’ Levm repeated to 
himself. He turned over, and leaning on his elbows 
began looking at a herd of cattle in the distance approach - 
mg the river on the other side. 

‘ But can I believe in all that the Church professes ? ’ he 
asked himself, testing himself by everything which might 
destroy his^resent peace of mmd. He purposely thought 
of those teachings of the Church wliich always seemed 
most strange to him, and that tried him. ‘ The Creation. 
— But how do I account for existence ? By existence ! 
By nothing ! — The *devil and sin ?. — And how do I 
expGin evil ? . . . A Saviour ? . . . , 

* But I know nothing, nothing ! An3 can know 
nothing but what is told to me and^ to everybody.’ 

And it now seemed to him that there was not one of 
the dogmas of the Church which could disturb the 
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principal thing — faith in God, in goodness, as the sole 
vocation of man. 

Each of the Church’s doctrines might be represented by 
faith in serving truth rather than serving one’s personal 
needs. And each of them not only did not infringe that 
belief but was necessary for the fulfilment of the chief 
miracle ever recurrmg on earth : the possibility of every 
one, millions of most diverse people, sages and idiots, 
children and old men, peasants, Lvov, Kitty, beggars 
and kings, indubitably understanding one and the 
same thing, and forming that life of the spirit 
which alone ls worth living for and which alone we 
prize. 

Lying on his back he was now gazing at the high 
cloudless sky. ‘ Don’t I know that that is infinite space, 
and not a rounded vault ? But however I may screw 
my eyes and strain my sight, I cannot help seeing it 
round and limited, and despite my knowledge of it as 
limitless space I am mdubitably right when I see a firm 
blue vault, and more right than when I strain to see 
beyond it.’ 

Levin ceased to think, and only as it we're hearkened 
to mystic voices that seemed to be joyously and earnestly 
discussmg someth mg. 

‘ Can this really be faith ? ’ he wondered, afraid to 
believe in his happiness. ‘ My God, I thank Thee ! ’ 
he uttered, repressmg his rising sobs, and wiping away 
with both hands the tears that filled his eyes. 


CHAPTER XIV 

Levut looked straight before him, and savi the herd 
of cattle and then his trap and his horse Raven and 
the coachman who, having driven up to the cattle, 
was spealdng to the herdsman j after that, close by, 
he heard the sound of wheels and the snorting of a well- 
fed horsey but he was so engrossed in his thoi^hts 
that he did not wonder why the coachman was coining 
for him. 

That occurred to him only when the coachman drove 
up and called to him. 
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‘ The mistrcfes has sent me ! Your brother and another 
gentleman have come ! ’ 

Levin got into the trap and took the reins. 

As if just awakened from a dream, it was long before 
ho could collect his thoughts. He looked at the well- 
fed horse, lathered betw'een its legs and on its neck 
Avhere the reins chafed it — looked at Ivan the coachman 
sitting beside him, and remembered that he had been 
expecting his brother, that his wife was probably dis- 
turbed at his long absence, and ho tried to guess who 
the visitor that had come with his brother might be. 
His brother, his wife, and the unknown visitor appeared 
in a dih’erent light to him now. It seemed to him that his 
relations with ev^ery one would now be changed. ‘ There 
will be no disputes ; with Kitty never any quarrels again ; 
with the visitor, whoever he may be, I shall be amiable 
and kind ; and with the servants, with Ivan, everything 
wiU be difierent.’ 

Tightly holding in the good horse, who snorted im- 
patiently and puUed at the reins. Levin kept turning 
w glance at Ivan, who sat beside him not knowing what 
to do with bis unoccupied hands and continually pushmg 
down his shii't as the wind blew it out. Levin tried 
to think of some pretext for beginnmg a conversation 
with him. He wanted to say that it was a pity Ivan 
had puUed the saddle-girth so tight, hut that would have 
sounded like a reproof, and Levm desired an amicable 
conversation. But he could think of nothing else to 
say. 

‘ Bear to the right, sir, there’s a stump there,’ said 
the coachman, takmg hold of the rein. 

‘ Please leave it alone and don’t teach me ! ’ said Levin, 
annoyed at the coachman’s interference. Just as it 
always <^d, interference vexed him, and he immedi- 
ately felt how wrong had been his conclusion that his 
spiritual condition could at onc^e alter his manner when 
confronted with reality. 

When they were still a quarter of a verst from the 
house, Levin saw Grisha and Tanya running toward 
him. * * 

‘ Uncle Kostya 1 Mama is coming and Grandpapa 
and Sergius Ivanioh, and some one else I ’ they cried, 
clambering into the trap. 
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‘ Who else ? ’ 

‘ An awfully dreadful man I And he goes like that 
with his hands/ said Tan^a, standing up m the trap and 
mimicking Katavasov. 

‘ young or old ’ asked Levin with a laugh, es Tanya’s 
gestures remiridt^d him. of some one. 

‘ Oh, if only it is not some one disagreeable ! ’ he 
thought. 

As soon as he had turned the comer of the road and 
saw those who were approaching he at once recognized 
Katavasov m a straw hat, w'aving his arms just as Tanya 
had represented. 

Katavasov was verj' fond of talking about philosophy, 
having a (‘oncc^ption of it which he had acquired from 
naturalists wiio had never studied it, and in Moscow 
Levin had latterly had many disputes with him. 

One of those disputes, in which Katavasov evidently 
thought ho had been the victor, was the first thing Levin 
rcracmhcrcd when he recognized him. 

‘ But I will not now on any account dispute or express 
my opinions lightly,’ he thought. 

After alighting from the trap and welcoming his 
brofJier and Katavasov, Levin asked where Kitty was 

" She has taken hUtya to Kolok,’ which was a wood 
not far from the house. ‘ She wanted to let him sleep 
there ; it’s so hot in the house,’ said Dolly. Levin 
alw’'ays advised his wife not to take the child into the 
wood, considiu'ing it dangerous, and this news was 
disagreeable to him. 

‘ vShe wanders about with him from place to place/ 
said the old Prince with a smile. ‘ I advised her to 
try taking him to the ice-cellar ! ’ 

‘ She meant to come to the apiary. She thought 
you were there. We are going there/ said DoUy. 

‘ Well, and what are you doing ? ’ asked I^znyshev, 
lagging behind with his brother. 

‘ Oh, nothmg particular. Busy with the estate as 
usual,’ answered Levin. ‘Have you come for a good 
stay ? We expected you long ago.’ 

‘ For abeut <i fortnight. I had a lot to do in Moscow'.’ 

At these words the brothers’ eyes met, and Levin — 
in spite of the desire he always felt, and now more than 
ever, for friendly and especially for simple relations 
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with his brother — felt ill at case while looking at him. 
He dropped his own eyes, not kno*A'mg u hat to say. 

Blentaily reviewing the subjects that might mterest 
Koznyshev and divert hmi from the ISerbian war and the 
(Slavonic Question, at which he had hinted when men- 
tionmg his work in Moscow, Levin asked about Kozny- 
shev’s book. 

‘ Have any reviews of your book appeared ? ’ he asked. 

Koznyshev smiled at the obvious intent of the 
question, 

‘ No one concerns himself with it, and I least of all,’ 
he replied. ‘ Look there, Darya Alexandrovna ! It’s 
going to rain,’ he added, pouitmg with his umbrella to 
some white clouds that had aiipeared above the aspen 
trees. 

And those words were enough to re-establish between 
the brothers the not exactly hostile, but cold, relations 
which Levm so wished to avoid. 

Levin joined Katavasov. 

‘ How right you were to come ! ’ he said. 

‘ I have long been meaning to I Now we’il have some 
talks, and we’ll see ! Have you road vSpencer ? ’ 

^ No, T have not finished him,’ replied Levm. ‘ How- 
ever, I don’t need him now.’ 

Rov ’s that ? That’s interesting ! Why not ? ’ 

‘ Well, I have finally convmced myself that I shan’t 
find solutions of the questions I am concerned about m 
him, or in people of his kind. Now . . 

But he was suddenly struck by the calm and cheerful 
expression of Katavasov’ s face, and felt so sorry to lose 
the spiritual condition which he was evidently spoiling 
by his conversation, that recoUectmg his resolution he 
ceased speaking. 

‘ However, we’ll have a talk later on,’ he said. ‘ If 
we are gomg to the apiary, it’s this way, along tins path,’ 
he added, addressing the whole party. 

When by the narrow footpath they had reached the 
unmown glade covered on one side by a thick growth 
of bright John-and-Maries, with tall spreading bushes 
of dark green sneezewort between them? Levin asked 
his guests to sit down in the deep cool shade of the young 
aspens — upon a bench and some, tree stumps specially 
arranged for visitors to the apiary who might he afraid 
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of bees— while lie went to the hut to fetch bread, 
ciiciimherfc;, and fresh honey for the gro^vn-up people 
as well as for the children. 

Trying to make as few brusque movements as possible? 
and lislening to the bees that flew past him more and 
more often, he "went along the path to the hut. At 
the very entrance a bee became entangled m his beard 
and began buzzing, but he carefully hberated it. He 
went into the shady lobby and from a peg m the wail 
took down his veil, put it on, and wnth his hands deep 
m his pockets entered the fenced-in apiary w'here — 
standmg in regular rows and tied with bast to stakes — 
in the middle of a space where the grass had been mown, 
stood the old beehives^ every one familiar to him, and 
each wdth a history of its own, 'while along the v/attle 
fence .stood the new hives with the swarms hived that 
}'ear. In front of the hives, flickering before his eye.s 
and cii’clmg and fluttermg over the same spot, played 
bees and drones, and between them flew the workmg 
bees always to or from the wood with the biossommg 
lime trees, fetching and brmging back their loads. 

In his ears rang incessantly a variety* of sounds : 
now of a busy working bee flying swiftly past, now of 
a buzzing idle drone, then of the excited bee sentinels 
guarding thek treasure from a foe and prepared to 
sting. On the other side of the fence an old man was 
making a hoop and did not notice Levin, who stopped 
m the middle of the apiary without calling him. 

He was glad of this opportunity to be alone and recover 
from reality, which had already so lowered his spiritual 
condition. 

He remembered that he had already got angry with 
Ivan, treated his brother coldly, and spoken heedlessly 
to Katavasov. 

‘ Gan it possibly have been but a momentary mood 
that will pass without leaving a trace ? ’ he wondered. 

But at that instant returning into that mood, he felt 
with joy that something new and important had occurred 
within him. Reality had temporarily veiled the spiritual 
tranquillity hew had found, but it remained with him . 

Just as the bees, now circling round him, threatening 
him and distracting his attention, deprived him of com- 
1 ITollowed-oat stumps of trees placM upnght. 
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plete physical calm aixl f<>rced him to shrink to avoid 
them, so the cares that had beset him from the moment 
lie got into the trap had deprived iiim of spiritual free- 
dom ; but that eoiitmued only so long as they surrounded 
iiim. And as, in spite of the bees, his physical powers 
lemained intact, so his newly rcaliyed spiritual powers 
were mtact albO. 


CHAPTEE XV 

- Kostya ! Do you know with whom Sergius Ivamch 
travelled coming here 1 ’ said Dolly, after she had dis- 
tributed cucumbers and honey among the children. 

‘ With Vronsky ! He is on his way to Serbia.’ 

' Yes, and not alone, but is taking a squadron at his 
own expense ! ’ said Katavasov. 

‘That IS Hke him,’ said Levin. ‘But are Volunteers 
really still going ? ’ he added with a glance at Koznyshev. 

Koznyshev did not reply, but with the blunt side of 
a knife carefully extracted from a bowl in which lay a 
wedge of white honeycomb a live bee that had stuck 
m the running honey. 

‘ Yes, 1 should think so ! You should have seen 
what went on at the station yesterday ! ’ said Katavasov, 
audibly biting mto a cucumber. 

‘ Well, how is one to understand it ? In heaven’s 
name, Sergius Ivanich, explain to me where all these 
Volunteers are going and whom they are fighting,’ said 
the old Prince, evidently continuing a conversation 
that had been started during Levin’s absence. 

‘ The Turks ! ’ answered Koznyshev, quietly smiling, 
havmg qjstracted the bee which, black with honey, 
moved its legs helplessly as he shifted it from the 'knife 
to a firm aspen leaf. 

‘ But who has declared war on Turkey ? Ivan Ivanich 
Ragozov and the Countess Lydia Ivanovna, assisted by 
Madame Stahl ? ’ 

‘ No one has declared war, jbut people '’Sympathize 
with their suffering neighbours and wish to help them,’ 
replied Koznyshev. 

‘ But the Prince is not talking of help,’ interposed 
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Levin, taking hid f.ither-in-]aw\s side, M>ut of war ! 
He says that ]>rivate ]>eopk‘ <‘annot take part m war 
without the consent of the Oovernnieiit.’ 

‘ Kostya, look ! Here’s a bee ! ileally, we shall 
get stung ! ’ cried Dolly, waving away a was]) 

‘ But that’s not a bee, it’s a wasp,’ said Levm. 

‘ Weil, and what is your theory ? ’ asked Katavasov 
with a smile, evidently challenging Levin to a discussion. 

‘ Why have private individuals no right ? ’ 

‘My theoiy is this: On the one hand war is such 
a bestial, cruel and terrible athiir, that no single man 
—not to speak of a Christian — can take on himself 
personally the responsibility for beginning a war. It 
can only be done by a Government, which is summoned 
to it and is Iirought to it mevitably. On the other hand, 
by law and by common sense, in the affairs of vState, 
arid especially in the matter of war, citizens renounce 
their personal will.’ 

Koznyshev and Katavasov, ready with their rejoinders, 
began speaking both together. 

" That’s just the point, my dear fellow, that cases 
may arise when the Government does ne>t fulfil the 
will of its citizens and then Society announces its own 
will/ said Katavdsov. 

But Koznyshev evidently did not approve of this 
reply. He frowned at Katavasov’s words and said 
something ddferont. 

‘ It is a pity you put the question that way. There 
is no declaration of war in this case, but simply an ex- 
pression of human, Christian feeling. Our brothers 
by blood and rehgion are being killed. Well, say they 
w'ere not even our brothers or co-religionists, but simply 
children, women, and old people ; one’s feelings are 
outraged, and Russians hasten to help to stop those 
horrdrs. Imagine that you were going along a street 
and saw a tipsy man beating a woman or a child ; I 
think you would not stop to ask whether war had or 
had not been declared against that man, but you "would 
rush at Mm and defend the victim I ’ 

‘ But I ^ouki not MU the man,’ replied Levin. 

‘ Yes, you would.’ 

‘ I don’t know. If- 1 saw such a thing, I might yield 
to my instmetive feeling ; I can’t say beforehand. But 



PART vni, CHAPTER XV 425 

there is no such instinctive feeling about the oppression 
of the Slavs, nor can there be.’ 

‘ Perhaps you have none, but others have,’ said 
Kozriyshev with a dissatisfied frown. ‘ Among the 
people there hve traditions of Orthodox ChristiaUvS 
suffering under the yoke of the “ Infidel Mussulman.’' 
The people have heard of their brothers’ .sufferings, and 
have spoken out.’ 

‘ Perhaps,’ said Levin evasively, ‘ but I don’t see it. 
I myself am one of the people, and I don’t feel it.’ 

‘ Nor do I,’ said the Prince ‘ I was living abroad 
and read the papers, and must own that 1 could not at 
ail understand w’^hy, even before the Bulgarian atrocities, 
all Russians suddenly grew so fond of their Slavonic 
brothers, while 1 don’t feel any love for them. I w'a.s 
much grieved and thought I was a monster or that the 
Karlsbad waters had that effect on me ! But on gettmg 
back I was relieved, for I see that there are others besides 
me who are only interested in Russia and not in their 
brother-Slavs. Constantine is one.’ 

‘ Personal opinions don’t count in this matter,’ said 
Koznyshev.-* ‘ It is not an affair of personal opinions, 
when all Russia — the people — has expressed its wiH.’ 

‘ But, forgive me, I don’t see it. The people know^ 
nothing about it,’ said the Prince. 

‘ Oh, Papa ! Don’t they ? And on Sunday, in 
church ? ’ remarked Dolly, who had been followmg 
the conversation. ‘ Please bring a towel,’ she said to 
the old man, who was looking smilmgly at the children. 
‘ It’s impossible that all . . 

‘ But what was there in church on Sunday ? The 
priest was ordered to read it. He did so The people 
understood nothing, but they sighed as they always 
do during a sermon,’ continued the Prince. ‘ They 
were told that there would be a collection in the church 
for a soul-savmg object, so they each took out a kopek 
and gave it,^ but what it was for — they did not know ! ’ 

‘ The people can’t help knowing. A consciousness of 
their destiny always exists in the people, and at moments 
like the present it becomes clear to them,’ said Koznyshev 
positively, glancing at the old beekeeper. 

The handsome old man, with a black beard turning 
grey m places and thick silverjr hair, stood motionless 
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with a bowl of honey in his hand, gazing kindly and calmly 
down from bis height at the gentlefolk, clearly neither 
understanding them nor wishing to understand. 

‘That’s just so,’ lie said to Tvoznyshev, and moved 
his head significantly. 

* Yes, you’d better ask liim ! He neither Imows 
nor thinks about it,’ said Levin. ' Have you heard 
about the war, Mikhaylich ? ’ he asked, addressing the 
old man. ‘ What they read in the church ? What 
do you think ? Ought we to fight for the Christians ? ’ 

‘ Why should we think ? Alexander Nikolayevich, 
the Emperor, has thought for us, and 'will tliink for us 
on all matters. He can see better. . . . Shall T bring 
some moi*e bread and give the laddie a bit ? ’ he asked 
Dolly, ])ointing to Grisha, who was finishing his crust. 

‘ I have no need to ask,’ said Koznyshev. ‘ We have 
seen, and still see, hundreds and hundreds of men who 
give up everything to serve the righteous cause, and who 
come fiom all ends of Kussia and openly and clearly 
express their thoughts and aims. They bring their 
mites, or go themselves, and say straight out why they 
do it. What does that mean ? ’ ^ . 

‘ It means, it seems to me,’ said Levin, beginning to 
get excited, ‘ that in a nation of eighty millions there 
can always be found not hundreds, as is now the case, 
but tens of thousands of men who have lost their social 
position, happy-go-lucky people who are always ready 
to go . . . into Pugachev’s robber band ^ or to Khiva, 
or to Serbia . . 

‘ I tell you it’s not hundreds, and not the happy-go- 
lucky people, but the best representatives of the people ! ’ 
said Koznyshev, as irritably as if he wei’e defending 
the last of his possessions. ‘ And the donations ? There 
at any rate the whole people directly expresseg its will.’ 

‘ Tliat word people is so indefinite,’ said Levin. 
‘ Clerks in district offices, schoolmasters, and one out 
of a thousand peasants, may know what it is all about. 
The rest of the eighty millions, like Mikhaylich, not 
only don’t express their will, but have not ' the least 
idea what lit w they have to express it about ! What 
right have we then to say it is the will of the people 1 ’ 

1 PugachcT vi’as the leader of a very serious rehelliou m the reign of 
Catherine the Great. 
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Koz2h YSHEV, an experienced dialectician, did not rejoin but 
immediately turned the conversation into another region. 

‘ Well, if you want to gauge the national spirit arith- 
metically, of course that is very difficult to do ! Voting 
has not been introduced in our country, and cannot 
be because it does not express the people’s will, but 
there are other means. It is felt m the air, it is felt 
by the heart. Not to mention the undercurrents that 
have stirred in the motionless sea of the nation and 
which are evident to every unprejudiced person, look 
at Society m the narrower sense ! The most divergent 
parties in the intellectual world, previously so hostile 
to one another, have all merged into one. All diiferences 
are at an end, and all the social organs say one and the 
same thing, all have felt an elemental force that has 
seized them and carries them all in one direction,’ 

‘ Yes, aU the papers say the same thing, said the 
i^rince, ^ that’s true. So much the same that they are 
just like frogs before a storm ! They prevent our hearing 
anything else ' ’ 

‘ Progs or no frogs ... I don’t publish a newspaper 
and don’t w^ant to defend them, but I am speaking ot 
the unanimity of the intelligent world,’ said Koznyshev, 
turning to his brother. Levin was going to reply, but 
the old Prince interrupted him. 

‘ About that unanimity, something else can be said,’ 
rejoined the Prince. ‘ There’s my son-in-law, Stephen 
Arkadyevich, you know him. He has now got the post 
of Member of the Committee of a Commission of some- 
thing or other — I don’t remember. Anyhow, there is 
nothing Jp do there. Well, Dolly, it’s no secret ! and 
the salary is eight thousand. You just ask himnf his 
work will be any use, and he will prove to you that it 
is ipost necessary ! And he is a truthful man, but one 
can’t help believing in the usefulness of eight thousand 
roubles.’ 

‘ Yes, be asked me to tell Darya Alesandrovna that 
he has got the post,’ said Koznyshev discontentedly, 
considering that what the Prince was saying was not 
to the point. 
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‘ So it is with tiie tiiuinimitv of tlie Press. It has been 
explained to me ; as soon as there is a war their revenue 
is doubled. How can they help considering that the fate 
of the people and the Slavs— and all the rest of it ? ’ 

‘ There are many papers I don't like, but that is unfair,’ 
said Koznyshov. 

‘I would make (/uly one stipulation,’ contmued the 
Prince. ‘ Alphonse Karr put it very well, before the 
war With Prussia. You think war unavoidable ? 
Very well ! He who preaches war — off with him in a 
special legion to the assault, to the attack, in front of 
everybody else * ” ’ 

‘ The editors would be tine ! ’ remarked Katavasov, 
faugbing loudly, and piciurmg to himself the editors 
of his acquaintance in tliat chosen legion. 

‘ Oh, but they’d run awaxy,’ said I)oily, ‘ and only be 
a hindrance.’ 

'And if they run, put grapeshot behind them, or 
Oossacks with whips ! ’ said the Prmce. 

‘That is a joke, and excuse me, Prince, not a good 
joke,’ said Koznyshev. 

‘ I don’t see that it is a joke, that . . l^Cgan Levin, 
}>ut ivozuyshev uitcrmpted him. 

‘Every member of Society is called upon to do his 
proper task,’ he said. ‘And men of thought perform 
theirs by expressing public opinion. The unanimous 
and complete expression of public opinion is a service 
rendered by the Press, and is also a gratifying phenomenon. 
Twenty years ago we should have been silent, but now 
we hear the voice of the Russian people, who are ready 
to arise as one man and to sacrifice themselves for their 
oppressed brethren. That is a great step and a sign of 
power ! ’ 

‘ But it’s not a question of sacrifiemg themsejyes only, 
but of killing Turks,’ remarked Levin timidly. ‘ The 
people sacrifice and are ready to sacrifice for the good 
of their souls, but not for murder,’ he added, involuntayily 
comiecting the conversation with the thoughts that so 
engrossed him. 

‘ What that : “ for their souls ” ? You know 

that expression is a puzzling one for a natnralist. What 
is a soul ? ’ Katavasov inqiured with a smile. 

‘ Oh, you know I ’ 
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‘ Xo, 1 Ctir I have not the slightest idea ! ’ said 
Katavasov, laughing loudly. 

‘ ‘‘ I come not to bring peace, but a sword,” said 
f'Jhnst,’ rejomed Koznyshev, from his own standpoint, 
[noting quite simply, as if it were quite comprehensible, 
the very passage from the Gospels that always perplexed 
Levm more than any other. 

‘ That’s just so ! ’ repeated the old man, who was 
standing near by, answering a glance that was acci- 
dentally tlirown at him. 

" Xo, my dear sir ! You are beaten ! Completely 
I .eaten ! ’ shouted Katavasov merrily. 

Levin flushed with annoyance, not at being beaten, 
hut because he had not refrained from the dispute. 

‘ Xo, I must not dispute with them,’ he thought. ‘ They 
vire clad in impenetrable armour, and I am naked.’ 

He saw that it w'as not possible to convince his brother 
and Katavasov, and still less did he see any possibility 
of himself agreeing with them. What they advocated 
vas that same pride of intellect that had nearly ruined 
him. He could not agree that some dozen of men, 
among vP'hom was his brother, had the right to assert, 
on the strength of what they were told by some hundreds 
of grandiloquent Volunteers who came to the city, that 
they and the newspapers expressed the will and the 
opinion of the people : an opinion, moreover, which found 
expression m vengeance and murder. He could not 
agree with this, because he neither saw the expression 
of those thoughts in the people among whom he lived, 
nor did he find any such thoughts in himself (and he 
could not consider himself as other than one of those 
who constituted the Russian people). Above all, he 
could not agree because he, together with the people, 
did not l»ow and could not know wherein lay the general 
welfare, but knew definitely that the attauamdht of 
this welfare was only possible by a strict fulfilment of 
the law of goodness which is revealed to every man, 
and therefore could not desire or preach war for any 
kind of general aims. He said the same as Mikhaylich 
and the people who expressed their thought in the legend 
of the invitation to the Varyags ^ ‘ Come and rule 

1 The Norse chiefs who, at the dawn of Russian history, were invited by 
the Slav tribes of Hussia to come and rale over them and establish order. 
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over ns*! We joyfully jjromise complete obedience. 
All labours, all humiliations, all sacrifices we take upon 
ourselves; but we will not judge or decider But the 
people now, according to his brother, were renouncing 
that exemption tliey had purchased at so high a price. 

He wanted to ask why, if public opinion is an mfaihble 
judge, is a Revolution and a (Vimiimne not as lawful 
as the movement in favour of the Slavs ? But all these 
were thoughts that could not decide anything. One 
thing could be seen indubitably, namely, that this dispute 
was irritatmg lus brothei at the moment, and that there- 
fore it was wrong to continue it, so Levin ceased to argue, 
and drew his visitors’ attention to the clouds that were 
gathering and to the fact .that they had better get hoin(‘ 
before the rain began. 


CHARTER XVII 

The Prince and Koznyshev got into the trap and drove 
off ; the rest of the party, hastening then^st^s, went 
home on foot. 

But the cloud, now' whiter now blacker, approached 
so rapidly that it was necessary to hurry stiU more tc 
reach home before the ram came. The fore part of the 
cloud, low and black like sooty smoke, rushed with 
unusual swiftness across the sky. When they were still 
about two hundred paces from the house the wind had 
already risen, so that at any moment a downpour might 
be expected. 

The children, with frightened and joyful yeEs, ran 
on in front- DoUy, struggling with difficulty with 
the skirts that clung to her legs, no longer w«^ed but 
ran, Ifer eyes fixed on the children. The men, holdmg 
their hats, went on writh long strides. They were just 
reaching the porch when a large drop broke against the edge 
of the iron gu tter. Xlie children, followed by the grown-ups, 
ran, talking merrily, under the shelter of the roof. 

‘ And Catherine Alexandrovna ^ ’ Levin asked Agatha 
Mikhaylovna, who, carrying shawls and plaids, met 
them in the hall. 

1 SpeaMng to the servant Levin gives Kitty her full name 
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‘ We thought she was with you,’ she answered. 

‘ And Mitya ? ’ 

* In Koiok, I expect, and Nurse is with them.’ 

Levin snatched up the plaids and rushed to the Koiok. 

In that short time the centre of the cloud had already 
so moved over the sun that it was as dark as during 
an eclipse. The wind obstinately, as if insisting on 
having its way, pushed Levin back and, tearmg the 
leaves and blossoms ofi the lime trees and rudely and 
strangely uncovermg the white branches of birches, 
bent everything in one direction : the acacias, the flowers, 
the dock leaves, the grass, and the crests of the trees. 
The girls who had been working in the garden rushed 
screeching under the roof of the servants’ quarters. 
A white curtain of pourmg ram was already descendmg 
over the distant wood and half the neighbouring field, 
and was advancing rapidly toward the Koiok. The 
moisture of the rain, shattered mto mmuto drops, filled 
the air. 

Lowering his head and fighting against the wind 
which was tearmg the plaids out of his hands, Lovm 
had almost* reached the Koiok and could see something 
gleaming white behind an oak, when suddenly every- 
thmg burst into flame, the earth seemed on fire, and just 
overhead the vault of heaven seemed to crack. 

When he opened his dazzled eyes the first thing Levm 
saw with horror through the dense curtain of ram that 
now separated him from the Koiok was the strangely 
altered position of the green crown of a familiar oak 
m the middle of the wood. ‘ Has it been struck ? ’ he 
had barely time to think when, with quicker and quicker 
motion, the crown of the oak disappeared behind the 
other trees, and he heard the crash of a big tree fallmg 
on to otker trees. 

The flash of lightning, the sound of thunder, and the 
sudden cold sensation of his body that was being drenched, 
merged for Levm mto one feeling of horror. 

‘ Oh God ! Oh God ! only not on them ! ’ he said. 

And though it occurred to him at once how senseless 
was his prayer that they should not he killed by the 
oak that had already faUen, he repeated it, knowing that 
he could do nothing better than utter that senseless 
prayer. 
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Having run to the si>ot where they generally went, 
he did not find them there. 

They were at the other end of the wood, under an old 
lime tree, and were callmg him. Two figures m dark 
dresses (they had been light-coloured before) stood 
bending over somethmg. They were Kitty and the 
nurse. The ram was already passing and it was growing 
hghter when Levin reached them. The bottom, of the 
nurse’s diess was dry, but Kitty’s dress was wet through 
and ehmg close to her. Though the ram had stopped, 
they ’wcio still standing in the same postures that tliey 
liacl «idf)pted when the storm began : they stood leaning 
over a peramhulator with a green hood. 

‘ Ahve ? iSafo ? Thank Clod ’ ’ ho muttered, runnmg 
up to them and splashing through the puddles with one 
siioe half off and full of water. 

Kitty’s wot and rosy face was turned to him, timidly 
snulmg beneath her bedraggled hat. 

‘ Well, aren’t you ashamed of yourself ? I don’t 
understand how one can bo so imprudent ! ’ ho reproached 
his wife in his vexation. 

‘ Really, it was not my fault. I was just wishing to 
go when he became restless. We had to change his 
things. We had hardly . . .’ Kitty began excusmg 
herself. 

Mitya was safe and dry and slept undisturbed. 

‘ Well, thank God I I don’t know what I am saying ! ’ 

They collected the wet baby-thmgs, and the nurso 
took the baby in her arms and carried him. Levm 
wallsed beside his wife, feeling guilty at having been 
vexed, and stealthily, so that the nurse should not see, 
pressing Kitty’s hand. 


• CHAPTER XVIII 

Thkoughout the whole day, amid most varied con- 
versations in which he took part only with what one 
may call the external side of his mind, Levin, despite 
his disiilusiCnnrent with the change that should have 
taken place in him, did not cease to be joyfully aware 
of the fullness of his heart. 

After the rain it vras too wet to go out walkmg, besides 
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wMcli the thunder-clouds had not cleared from the 
horizon, and, now here now there, passed thun<Iering 
and darkenmg along the borders of the sky. JSo the 
whole company spent the rest of the day at home. 

No more disputes arose ; on the contrary, after dinner 
every one was in the best of spirits. 

First Katavasov amused the ladies with his original 
jokes, which on first acquaintance with him always 
pleased people, and afterwards, encouraged by Kozn>- 
shev, he recounted his very interesting observations 
on the diRerences in character, and even m physiognomy , 
between male and female house-flies and on their hf(‘ 
Koznyshev too was in good spirits and at tea, led on by 
his brother, expounded his views of the future of the 
Eastern question, and did it so simply and well that 
every one listened attentively. 

Onlv Kitty could not hear him to tlie end, she was 
called away to bath Mitya. 

A few minutes after she had gone, Levin too w'as 
called to her in the nursery. 

Leaving his tea and regretting the intonaiption m 
the interestilig conversation, yet uneasy as to why he was 
sent for, as this only happened on important occasions, 
Levin went to the nursery. 

Though Koznyshev’s plan, which Levin had not heard to 
the end — of how a liberated Slavonic world, forty millions 
strong, should, together v/ith Russia, commence a new 
epoch in history — interested him very much as some- 
thing quite new to him, and though he was disturbed 
by cuiiosity and anxiety as to why he had been sum- 
moned, yet as soon as he had left the drawing-room 
and was alone, he immediately recollected his thoughts 
of the mommg. And all these considerations of the 
importar^e of the Slavonic element in universal history 
seemed to him so msignificant in comparison with* what 
was going on ui his soul, that he immediately forgot 
them ail and returned to the frame of mind he had been 
in that mommg. 

He did not now recall, as he had done before, the 
whole course of his thoughts (he did not noV need to). 
He at once returned to the feehng that directed him, 
which was related to those thoughts, and he found 
that feeling m his soul yet more powerful and definite 



m ANNA KARENINA 

than before. Now it was not as it used to be witli him 
when he had invented ways ot tranquillizing himself 
and had been obliged to recapitulate the whole train 
of reflections in order to arrive at the feelmg. Now, 
on the contrary, the feelings of joy and tranquillity were 
more vivid than before and his thoughts could not keep 
pace with them. 

He went through the verandah and looked at two 
stars that had appeared on the already darkening sky, 
and suddenly he remembered ; “ Yes, as I looked at 
the sky 1 thought that the vault I see is not a delusion, 
but then there was somctlimg 1 did not think out, some- 
thing I hid fiom mysell,’ he thought. ‘ But whatever 
it was, it cannot have been a refutation. I need only 
think it over, and all will become clear.’ 

Just as he W'as entering the nursery he remembered 
what it was he had hidden from himself. It was that 
if the pimcipal proof of the existence of a Deity is His 
revelation of what is good, why is that revelation con- 
flned to the Christian Church alone ? What relation to 
that revelation have the Buddhist and the Mahomedan 
faiths, which also leach and do good ? * 

It seemed to him that he had a reply to that question ; 
hut he had no time to express it to himself before he 
entered the nursery. 

Kitty was standmg, with her sleeves rolled up, beside 
the bath in w'hich the baby was splashing about, and 
hearing her husband’s step she turned her face toward 
him, beckoning him with a smile. With one hand 
supporting the head of the plump kicking baby who 
floated on his back, with the other she squeezed the 
water from a sponge over him, regularly exerting the 
muscles of her arm. 

' There, come and look ! Look 1 ’ she said iwhen her 
husband came up. ‘Agatha IMikhaylovna was right. 
He does recognize ! ’ 

The point w^as that Mitya had that day obviously 
and undoubtedly begun to recognize his own people. 

Directly Levin approached the bath he was shown an 
experiment”wMch succeeded perfectly. The cook, who 
had been caUed specially for the purpose, bent over him. 
Ho frowned and mofed his head from side to side in 
a protestmg way. Kitty bent over him, and his face 
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lit up with a smile, he pressed his hand into the sponge 
and bubbled with his lips, producing such a contented 
and pecuhar sound that not only Kitty and the nurse, 
but Levin too, went into unexpected raptures. 

The nurse lifted the baby out of the bath with one 
hand, and poured fresh water over him, then he was 
vTapped up and dried, and after a penetrating yell he 
was given to his mother. 

‘ Well, I am glad you are beginning to bo fond of 
him,’ said Kitty to her husband, when with the child 
at her breast she had sat down in her usual place. ' I 
am very glad, for I was beginning to be grieved about 
it. You said you felt nothmg for him.’ 

‘ No, did I say I felt nothmg ? I only said I was 
disillusioned.’ 

‘ What ! Disillusioned with him ? ’ 

‘ Xot so much with him as with my own feeling ; I 
had expected more. 1 had expected that, like a surprise, 
a new, pleasant feelmg would awaken m me. And then, 
instead of that, nothmg but repulsion and pity . . .’ 

She listened attentively, replacing on her slender 
fingers, <.vcra&s the baby, the rings she had taken off to 
bath Mitya. 

‘ And above all, the anxiety and pity were far greater 
than the pleasure. But to-day, after that fright 
during the storm, I have realized how much I love 
him.’ 

Kitty brightened up with a smile. 

‘ AVere you very frightened ? ’ she asked. ‘ I was 
too, but to me it appears more dreadful now that it is 
past. I shall go and look at that oak. But how nice 
Katavasov is ! And in general the whole day has been 
so pleasant ? And you are so nice to your brother 
when yo^t like. . , . Well, go to them. It is always 
hot and steamy here after the bath.’ • 


CHAPTER XIX 

ft • 

When on leaving the nursery Levin was alone, he at 
once remembered the thought that had not seemed 
quite clear. 
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IHLStead of going back to tbe drawing-room, whence 
came the sound of voices, he stopped on the verandah 
and leanmg on the balustrade gazed at the sky. 

It had grown, quite dark, and to the south, where he 
was looking, the sky was clear. The clouds wem in 
the opposite direction. There lightnmg flashed hnd 
distant thunder rolled, Levm listened to the rhythmical 
dripping of raindrops from the hme trees m the garden, 
and looked at a familiar triangular constelJation and at 
the IMilky Way which wdth its branches mtersected it. 
At every flash of lightnmg not only the Milliy Way 
but even the bright stam vanished ; but immediately 
afterwards they reappeared m the same places, as if 
thrown tliere by some unerrmg hand. 

‘ Well, what is perplexing me ? ’ Levm asked himself, 
feeling in advance tliat the solution of his doubts, though 
as yet unknown to him, was alieady in his soul. 

‘ Yes, the one evident, mdubitabio manifestation of 
the Deity is the law of goodness disclosed to men 
by revelation, which I feel withm myself and in the 
confession of which I do not so much unite myself as I 
am united, whether I will or not, with other people in 
ono community of believers which is called the Church. 
But the Jews, Mahomedans, Confucians, Buddhists— 
what of them ? ’ he questioned, puttmg to himself 
tho query that seemed to him dangerous. ‘ Is it possible 
that those hundreds of millions of people are deprived 
of that highest blessmg, without which life has no mean- 
mg ? ’ he pondered, but he immediately corrected himself. 
‘ But what am I askmg about ? ’ he said to himself. 
" I am askmg about the I'elation to the Deity of all the 
different beliefs of manlnnd. I am asking about the 
general revelation of God to the whole universe with all 
those cloudy nebulae What am I doing ? T(^ me per- 
sonalty, to my heart, has been indubitably revealed a 
knowledge unattainable by reasonmg, and I obstmately 
wish to express that knowledge by reason and in words. 

‘ Do I not know that it is not the stars that are 
moving ? ’ he asked himself, looking at a bright planet 
that had already shifted its position by the top branch 
of a birch tree. ‘ But I, watching the movement of 
the stars, cannot picture to myself the rotation of the 
earth and I am right in saying that the stars move. 
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‘ And could the astronomers understand and calculate 
anything if they took mto their calculation the wiiole 
of the complicated and varied motions of the eaith ? 
All their wonderful conclusions as to the distances, 
weight, movements, and disturbances of the hea-\’enly 
bodies are based on their visible movement round a 
startionary earth — on this very movement that is now 
before me, and which has been the same to millions of 
people during the centuries, and that has been and veil 
be the same and can always be verified. And jusr as 
astronomers’ conclusions would be idle and uncertain 
were they not based on observations of the visible sky 
in relation to one meridian and one horizon, so would 
my conclusions be idle and uncertain W'ere they not 
founded on that understandmg of goodness which was 
and wiH be the same always and for every one, and which 
has been revealed to me by Christianity and can always 
be verified in my soul. The question of other creeds 
and their relation to the Deity I have not the right or 
possibility of deciding.’ 

‘ Oh, you’ve not gone ? ’ suddenly asked Kitty, who 
was pas^^ that way to the dr<awmg-room. ‘ Nothing 
has upset you, lias it ? ’ she inquired, peermg attentively 
into his face by the starlight. 

But she would not have been able to discoiii its ex- 
pression had not a flash of Hghtning that efiaced the 
stars lit it up. By the hght of that flasii she sa^v the 
whole of his face and, noticmg that he was calm and 
happy, she smiled at him. 

‘ She understands,’ thought he, ‘ she knows what I 
am thmking about. Shall I teU her or not ? Yes, I 
will. . . .’ But just as he was going to speak, she 
began : 

‘ Oh, Kostya ! Bo good and go to the corner_^room 
and see how they have arranged thmgs for Sergius Ivanich I 
I can’t very well do it myself. Have they put in the 
new washstand ? ’ 

‘ Yes, certainly I wiU,’ said Levin, standing upright and 
kissing her. 

‘ No, I had better not tell her,’ he thought when she 
had passed out before him. ‘It is a secret, necessary 
and important for me alone, *and inexpressible in 
words.’ 
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‘ This new feeling has not changed me, has not rendered 
me happy, nor suddenly illuminated me as I dreamt 
it would, but is just like my feelmg for my son. It 
has not been a surprise either. But be it faith or not — 
I^do not know what it is — this feelmg has also entered 
imperceptibly through suffering and is firmly rooted m 
my soul 

'1 shall still get angry with Ivan the coachman m 
the same way, shall dispute in the same w'ay, shall 
inopportunely express my thoughts ; there will still be 
a wall between my soul’s holy of holies and other 
people; even my wife 1 shall still blame for my own 
fears and shall repent of it. My reason will still not 
understand why 1 pray, but I shall still pray, and 
my life, my whole life, mdependently of anything 
that may happen to me, is every moment of it no 
longer meaningless as it was before, but has an un- 
questionable meaning of goodness with which I have the 
power to invest it.’ 
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